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				Introduction

				Utterly bewildered by events – so monumental to her – and his ever-changing demeanour towards her, poor Zoe did not know what to do or say for the best, so she nodded uncertainly, and was desperately happy to see a small smile of relief lift his stern expression, just a little.

				Steven Erasmus helped her off the desk, his hands easily cupping her bottom, and lowered her into his capacious chair. He settled her there for a moment, stroking her silky hair from her flushed and slightly perspiring brow, her arms still imprisoned by her own blazer, then, her wide and mesmerised eyes following their every move, his fingers went to the front of his tented trousers and unbuttoned them…

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter One

				The excitement level of Normand Miller’s life had taken a decided upturn during the previous two weeks, an upturn which had unexpectedly made his otherwise dull existence just a little bit more interesting.

				Normand was a forty-eight-year-old career civil servant. He had lost most of his hair, and his waist was twice the size it had been when he was half his present age. Still, he was thinner than his wife, and that thought consoled him greatly.

				Normand was a trusted clerk who had spent thirty years in the civil service, and whose duty it was to maintain a supply of forms and documents that might be required by members of the Prime Minister’s office. As a civil servant, he was something of an outsider. The PMO was filled with arrogant party apparatchiks who knew, without question, that they were the nation’s elite, the power behind the throne, and the brains behind everything the government did. Except, of course, when something went wrong; then it was the civil service’s fault.

				This particular section of the PMO was located on the seventh and eighth floors of the Churchill Building, a mouldering pile of stones that ought to have been torn down during the Victorian era, but which was now considered, at least by those not required to spend any great amount of time there, a cherished part of Britain’s glorious heritage and therefore immune from the wrecking ball.

				The Churchill consisted of enormous offices floored in marble and lined with mahogany beneath forty-foot high ceilings. There were also small, windowless, closet-sized offices with cheap carpeting and plasterboard walls. The Churchill had been repeatedly renovated and had served numerous functions over the years. Its only consistency of purpose was that it was always in some way connected with His or Her Majesty’s government.

				Much political manoeuvring went into the assignment of space, and whenever one of the more desired offices came open, Normand had the distinct pleasure of watching the finest of English blue bloods claw, and snarl, and snap at each other like jackals over a carcass.

				Normand, of course, had no office. His small desk – circa nineteen forty-one pinewood, complete with drawers that shrieked like the tortured dead whenever they were opened – was located in a small, open section of floor. He was surrounded by steel shelving containing rank after rank of forms and documents needed by those who actually mattered. There were a few other ugly tables set about, along with the odd desk or two, which was occasionally filled with this or that temporary hire.

				Normand was a little man no one paid the least bit of attention to except on the occasion they wanted this or that document, or wanted to know what form was needed to accomplish whatever minor chore one of the petty elites had been tasked with.

				Aside from Normand, seventy-one people worked on the seventh floor, all of them political appointees dressed in expensive and stylish business suits and dresses. All of the office-holders were people to whom Normand’s salary would represent a minor part of their yearly clothing allowance. Even their assistants and aides were sons and daughters of the powerful and wealthy and looked upon Normand, when they looked upon him at all, with amused and arrogant disdain.

				The business of the seventh floor was ‘economic diversification’, meaning it was concerned with encouraging economic growth in areas of the nation with high unemployment rates. What this really meant, of course, was that the seventh floor was one of the government’s main patronage outlets. The people there had considerable power and influence in the party, which in turn meant they had paid their dues over a number of years.

				Normand found his job quite dissatisfying, but had not the strength of will to look elsewhere. Here he had been assigned, and like a good civil servant, here was where he would remain until the civil service desired his presence elsewhere, or until he retired, whichever came first. And so he attempted to make do as best he could. He had no window, so he positioned his desk as close to the end of the corridor as possible in order to watch the comings and goings of the glittering party people. Occasionally he saw quite interesting things, things no one seemed to care he knew. After all, he was only a dull, powerless, virtually unnoticeable clerk.

				There was, for example, Allison Parker, the blonde program officer with the ivory skin and noticeably large breasts. She worked for Spencer Neilson, an arrogant fop of a manager, and the two seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time inside his office with the door closed.

				And there was Veronica Beacher, the tall, striking administration manager with the sharp tongue and biting comments. Ms Beacher looked upon the world with a suspicious and disapproving glower. If she ever said anything remotely nice to him, Normand would cringe and quickly turn around to look for the sharp knife heading for his back.

				And then there was Steven Erasmus.

				There was something decidedly cold and nasty about Steven Erasmus.

				He was the director of Special Processing, a sly, swaggering, supercilious man who, so far as Normand could tell, had done nothing much with his life except spend from the obscene amounts of money his more capable ancestors had managed to accumulate. Normand had long noticed the flushed faces of young women who emerged from Erasmus’s office and dearly wished he could see what transpired behind that particular closed and polished door.

				And there were others of similar ilk – schemers, indolent puffed-up egotists, back-stabbers, sycophants and the occasional mistress rewarded for services rendered, and still being rendered, behind other closed and polished doors.

				And then Zoe Quincanon arrived.

				Zoe was a bright, glittering jewel unmarred by the thick coating of odious upper-crust slime that filled the seventh floor. She was a sweet girl, fresh-faced, innocent and charming; deliciously and beautifully arousing.

				Normand acknowledged he was probably a bit of a pervert to look at young Zoe the way he did, to think the things he did about her, to lust after a girl who could have been one of his daughter’s friends. But his life was extremely tedious, and looking at beautiful young women was one of the few pleasures he had left, and he failed to see how it did anyone any harm.

				And by a stroke of immense fortune, Zoe had been situated in his dull little out-of-the-way corner of the floor, just ahead of his own desk and slightly off to the left. This gave him a lovely view of Zoe without her or anyone else noticing. He could merely raise his eyes, flit them off to the left, and there she was filling his world with bright young feminine charm.

				Unlike most young women today, Zoe had let her beautiful auburn hair grow long and lush so it hung almost to her waist. It was parted over her forehead to slide deliciously around the sides of her lovely face, perfectly enfolding and framing high cheekbones, a small, slightly upturned nose, and the most astonishing eyes Normand had ever seen. Enormous, they were, and of the softest, palest green. He had to catch himself sometimes to keep from staring at those eyes – to keep from falling into them. They gave her a look of waif-like innocence that was not entirely out of character with what he had thus far been able to determine about her personality. She was an intelligent young woman of twenty, very earnest, very determined to improve the world, and very sure she had the answers to everything. She was young, and her view of the world was astonishingly yet refreshingly naïve, even by the minimal standards Normand expected of the young. Not that this mattered; she had not been hired for her political acumen, but because her father was a major contributor to the party and wanted something for his little girl to do during the summer – something which would give her work experience and look good on her curriculum vitae.

				Her third day at work had been a warm one, and the musty old building’s struggling air-conditioning had done a poor job compensating for the heat outside. As always, Zoe was sharply dressed. She wore a knee length dark-blue skirt and a matching blazer. Beneath the blazer was a white silk blouse. Due to the heat, she had removed the blazer, and Normand quickly realised the blouse had no sleeves.

				And this blouse, and the gorgeous girl wearing it, had given him an uncomfortably insistent erection. It was thin enough that whenever she was facing in his direction he could see her nipples perfectly outlined at the peak of two youthfully firm and perfect breasts. But even better was that the armholes were quite large, so when she leaned over, as she often did at her desk, and put her arms forward, the opening nearest him exposed the side of her creamy white orb. Normand was in exactly the right position to look straight through the obliging gap into unparalleled beauty – the unmarred perfection of her pert young bosom. Usually he snatched only a brief glimpse, but occasionally he could savour longer and more rewarding vistas. Twice he saw her slightly upturned pink nipple glowing in the light passing through her blouse.

				She was so innocent and yet so desirable, a slender young lady with a lithe body, firm and athletic, but with soft, full breasts and a deliciously rounded bottom… and she was wearing a short skirt today – a very short skirt.

				She was not an especially tall girl. Normand was five-foot-eight, and he guessed Zoe to be three inches shorter than him. But it would not do to give John Quincanon’s little girl a small desk, so hers was unhelpfully wide, forcing her to stand up and bend over it as she reached for something, and what a breathtaking sight that was for Normand. Every time she was properly positioned, stretching, his eyes darted up, quickly scanned his surroundings to make sure no one was watching, and then zoomed in on that tight, round bottom. The first time she had bent and strained forward his eyes were caught by the beauty of her cupcake buttocks, and then, as she leaned over even further, he had watched her skirt’s hemline slide higher up her slender thighs until he caught a tantalising glimpse of white panties hiding beneath.

				Her thighs, like her breasts, were perfectly shaped, her flesh wonderfully textured; unblemished, flawless flesh that cried out to be touched, licked, and adored. Normand could imagine sliding his hand in beneath that raised and straining skirt and stroking those downy inner thighs; could imagine the sheer emotional joy of such an experience.

				And when she leaned forward, her hips pressing against the edge of the desk as she stood on tiptoe to reach for a pile of papers, or a file, or the stapler, Normand imagined her body beneath that skirt naked before him, positioning herself so he could take her from behind. He groaned softly, his cock yet again growing disturbingly erect beneath his desk, within the confines of his trousers, and imagined thrusting into her again and again until she cried out in ecstasy.

				He knew he was going to add to his store of fantasies about Zoe that night, and a few of them played out quickly behind his eyes right then and there…

				Her legs spread even wider for balance, and Normand moved around his desk and shuffled behind her. He leaned over beside her, his hand slipping up between her legs to cup her sex.

				‘Oh!’ she gasped, her eyes widening as she turned to look at him, her lovely pouting lips slightly parted, her light breath sweet and fresh.

				‘Perhaps I can help you, Zoe,’ he purred, his fingers massaging her pussy through her thin white panties.

				‘Oh…’ she sighed. ‘Oh, you shouldn’t do that, Mr Miller…’

				‘I know, but you’re too beautiful to resist,’ he murmured as her bottom rolled helplessly against his straining groin.

				‘Someone will see,’ she protested breathlessly, her hair spilling forward and partly hiding her lovely flushed face.

				‘Nobody can see us here,’ he assured her, holding her down by gripping one of her wrists with his free hand.

				‘Oh please… oh!’ There was alarm in her eyes, but pleasure as well, and he held her more firmly.

				‘I’d like to take you right here, Zoe, you hot, beautiful little slut,’ he hissed in her ear.

				She shuddered and attempted to straighten up, but he pressed a hand against her back and she settled meekly on the desk. He looked around, saw the high shelves blocking them, and with a slow, smooth motion pulled her skirt up to expose her panty-clad bottom. He tugged the soft white cotton impatiently down her legs, revealing her creamy-white buttocks, which felt softer than he could ever have imagined as he ran his hands over them. He let his eyes and his fingers ravish her softly furred sex, and then forced her thighs even wider. She was gasping and panting now, her legs spread and held perfectly straight, her bottom raised, and he could feel the warm heat of her sex as he unzipped his trousers and placed his cock against it.

				He leaned into her, clamping a hand over her mouth as he slowly drove his erection into her delicious body. Her eyes widened as he thrust his cock deep into her moist depths, and she climaxed against him almost as soon as he began thrusting.

				He reached down and gripped the hem of her blouse, rolling it upwards and pulling it off over her head. He dropped it behind him and snapped her bra open with assured deftness, all the time continuing to thrust powerfully into her as she moaned with pleasure, filling his hands with her glorious breasts, the silky delight of her soft skin almost making him come as well. Yet he held back manfully, his hairy groin slapping against her trembling bottom cheeks as his cock pierced her clinging sex.

				She was helpless beneath him, a victim of her own lust and the strength of his masterful need. She begged him to stop, and in the same instant raised her buttocks higher and parted her legs further. He drilled his erection even deeper into her silky pussy, and she cried out in elation, ‘Oh yes, Mr Miller… yes…’

				Zoe straightened up, a frown on her face as she glanced around. Then she looked towards Normand, who quickly averted his eyes the instant her head began turning his way. ‘Um, they’ve given me the wrong file again,’ she said hesitantly, her voice a musically sweet lilt.

				‘Half of them have no idea what they’re doing at any given time,’ he commented gruffly, surreptitiously trying to ease the swollen ache in his trousers by adjusting his position a little.

				She smiled at him, and he squeezed his thighs around his erection. ‘And the other half?’ she asked angelically.

				‘They’re quite sure of what they’re doing,’ he said. ‘Those are the ones you have to watch out for because most of them are quite wrong.’

				She nodded, seemingly amused. Then she picked up the papers, walked around the waist-high row of bookcases fronting their desks, and up the wide, marble floor of the corridor towards the office of Steven Erasmus.

				Normand thought bitterly about the impossibility of anything ever happening between him and Zoe, and then allowed a few more fantasies to play out as he watched her walk away… he would take her home and keep her in the back room of the small cellar, so his wife wouldn’t find out. He would keep her prisoner, but a willing prisoner, making her climax wildly every time he snuck down to see her…

				He sighed and returned to his paperwork, his erection slowly subsiding.

				As she walked, Zoe was blissfully unaware of Normand’s eyes glued to her gently swaying bottom, nor had she any idea that wherever she bent over – whether it was on the tube, at a small coffee shop or at a news kiosk – men’s eyes were drawn up her shapely legs to the hem of her skirt as they moaned inwardly, imagining the feminine beauty that remained hidden to their hungry eyes. She wore short tight skirts because she had begun watching an American television show where all the professional women dressed in short skirts and form-fitting blouses. Zoe very much wanted to be in fashion, so she had gone out and purchased what she thought were the right clothes to wear to work. It did not occur to her that men like Normand Miller would find the sight of her in a short skirt sexually appealing. After all, she had often worn shorts as a girl, and the skirt actually covered slightly more of her legs than those shorts had. She was aware that men found her attractive, but she was more than a little uncertain about the nature of male desire and fantasy.

				Throughout her teens, Zoe had been taught again and again that ‘good girls’ were modest about their body and never let anyone see their private parts, except perhaps their doctors and later, of course, their husbands. But the skirt and top she was currently wearing more than covered her essential naughty parts, so she did not see a problem with them.

				She remembered being smacked soundly by her mother at a very young age after lifting her skirt to show a boy her pretty new pink panties. She knew men ought not to be permitted to see her undergarments, that only a ‘bad girl’ would permit such a thing, and although not altogether certain as to the reason for such determined modesty, it had been drummed sufficiently deep into her psyche that she seldom questioned the doctrine. Yet the truth was she rather liked being looked at by men, and took a girlish pleasure in being found attractive. And she had a reasonably strong suspicion that when men looked at her they were not merely admiring her loveliness, or the way her long hair flowed down her back. She suspected they often had wicked thoughts and ideas about doing sexual things to her. This both embarrassed and confused her, for though she was twenty years old, her parents had taken considerable care to ensure she retained as much of her innocence as was possible for as long as possible. They had sent her to elite boarding schools in Switzerland and Wales populated with the daughters of likeminded parents, and staffed by people to whom a kiss with anyone but family was tantamount to adultery and punished accordingly.

				Consequently, Zoe, whilst having the same confusion of hormones and urges as most other young women, was totally inexperienced sexually. Nor had she even been exposed to the sort of movies, books and television shows that helped enlighten most modern girls much younger than her.

				It was only quite recently, when in the midst of their divorce, that her parents had permitted a sulking, rebellious Zoe to finally get her own flat. Prior to that time she lived surrounded by family and trusted servants, or at all-girl boarding schools completely isolated from the lustful gazes of men. And so she thought little of bending over her desk at work, never imagining the politely smiling Mr Miller would lock his eyes on her buttocks, his manhood growing to full erection as he fantasised about thrusting into the soft depths of her virginal flesh.

				Nor, as she walked down the twisting corridor leading to the office of Mr Erasmus, did Zoe really understand why she got such a fluttery feeling in her tummy whenever Mr Erasmus turned his dark eyes on her, or why those eyes made her feel both uncomfortable and breathless, or why her tongue seemed to stick to the roof of her mouth in his presence. It was true that Mr Erasmus was quite a handsome man – tall, square-jawed, with broad shoulders and a charming smile – but he was ancient; well over forty years old. Her teachers and guardians had prepared her for the lewdness and lechery of the young men they warned would pursue her ‘with only one thing on their mind’, but she had never made the mental leap which would apply such warnings to older, more sophisticated and civilised men.

				‘Close the door, would you, Zoe?’ Steven Erasmus asked, his voice and manner of casual indifference. She paused in mid-step, then turned and closed the heavy polished door behind her. ‘Thank you, my dear.’

				Her tummy felt oddly tight, and she swallowed the strange nervousness that came over her as she walked up to his enormous antique desk. ‘These, um, forms have already been completed, Mr Erasmus,’ she said, explaining the reason for her intrusion upon his very important time.

				‘Well, so they have,’ he concurred, and as he looked up his eyes seemed to pierce right through into her very soul. ‘Then file them over there, if you please, and you can get the proper forms in their stead.’

				‘Where?’ she asked, looking about in confusion.

				‘The chest, my dear.’ He pointed to a waist-high oak coffer, which stood against one wall to the side of his desk.

				She walked over to it, opened the top, and the entire lid rose up to reveal a hollow interior lined with rows of files. ‘Oh, how interesting,’ she remarked.

				‘An antique,’ he informed her with a condescending smile. ‘File those properly, dear girl, and then you can get the others.’

				Steven Erasmus would have been haughtily offended had anyone made the slightest comparison between him and Normand Miller. Indeed, he did not even know the name of the clerk at the far end of the corridor and was, in fact, only very hazily aware of his existence. However, he and Normand had a similar appreciation of the visual appeal of young Zoe Quincanon, and not dissimilar fantasies. The difference was that Steven Erasmus had a far higher opinion of himself, and a far lower set of moral values and ethics than even Normand Miller possessed. He also rather loathed Sir John Quincanon, the stuffy old puritan, and the idea of getting into the skirt of his precious daughter was appealing all on its own, quite aside from the attractiveness of the body within the garment in question.

				And so he watched the young lady as she repeatedly bent over the deep, old-fashioned filing cabinet. Like Normand, he appreciated the stimulating view of her perfect buttocks as the thin fabric of her skirt was drawn tautly across them, and the occasional glimpse of white panties at the joining of her thighs as her skirt was pulled high.

				‘Take your time,’ he urged suavely. ‘You don’t want to hurt your back.’ He rose and moved smoothly around the desk to step close behind her… very close behind her. ‘Here, let me help you, my dear.’ He bent over just as she did, and pressed his groin firmly against her bottom, slyly grinding against her as he reached to grip the thick batch of files she was about to lift.

				‘Oh, thank… thank you, Mr Erasmus,’ she stuttered. She was somewhat embarrassed by the intimate contact even while not fully understanding its sexual nature. She also felt a deepening of that fluttering sensation in her tummy, and a strange liquid tingle moving between her thighs.

				‘I’m always glad to be of assistance to lovely young ladies,’ he replied, smiling down at her.

				Looking over her shoulder she returned his smile uncertainly, then bent again and gripped another batch of files. Once again he reached past her, pushing his groin in tightly against her upraised bottom in a way that made her pulse race and her face flush prettily.

				‘There,’ he said, sounding satisfied. ‘We shouldn’t have a beautiful young thing like you doing hard physical labour like that.’

				‘It’s… it’s all right,’ she insisted valiantly. ‘I mean, I’m quite strong really…’

				‘And you’ll muss up your hair, too.’ His fingers gently caressed a few loose strands away from her hot cheek.

				‘Yes, well, I… that is…’

				‘Tell me, Zoe, would you do me an enormous favour?’ he suddenly pressed.

				‘Um, well, of course, Mr Erasmus.’ Her father had told her what an important man Mr Erasmus was, and she had read some articles about the government that confirmed he was a figure of immense stature and brilliance. He also behaved like a true gentleman, with perfect manners and diction; he was clearly a well-educated man of means, and worthy of respect.

				‘My secretary is away for a time,’ he said. ‘Would you be a dear and take a letter for me?’

				‘Me?’ she squeaked. ‘Well, I mean, I’m not a… err, I don’t know shorthand.’

				‘I’ll talk slowly for you.’ He smiled down at her patiently.

				‘Well, if you don’t mind me being a little slow, then of course I will,’ she agreed breathlessly.

				He took her hand in his, led her around the desk, and sat down in his chair. Then he looked around and frowned. ‘Dear me, there doesn’t seem to be anywhere for you to sit,’ he observed.

				‘Um, I can move those files off that chair,’ she suggested.

				‘Oh, don’t bother yourself, my dear, you can sit right here,’ he said urbanely, patting his thighs.

				She blinked in surprise, again blushing profusely. ‘But I don’t think—’

				‘Come,’ he said, smiling benignly, his hand still patting his knee.

				‘I’m sure I couldn’t,’ she protested. ‘I mean, I’m sure it would be quite uncomfortable for you.’

				‘For me?’ he laughed. ‘You’re such a considerate thing, my dear.’

				Zoe felt an intense sense of unease at what he was suggesting, but then suddenly he grabbed her wrist and gently but firmly pulled her forward, and before she could do more than shake her head and mumble a futile protestation, she was sitting on his lap and his left arm was around her waist as he smiled at her in a most friendly, paternal fashion.

				‘There,’ he said, sounding immensely gratified, ‘are we comfy?’

				‘Well, actually…’

				‘Good. Here you are, pencil and paper, everything you need to take some dictation for me.’

				She accepted the proffered implements instinctively, and glanced at the door hoping no one would walk in and see her in such a position.

				‘To the Right Honourable Prime Minister, twenty-four Downing Street,’ he began.

				Quite impressed, Zoe took down his words as quickly and neatly as she could. It was quite difficult writing whilst holding the pad in one hand, however, so she shifted her position on his lap in an attempt to brace herself properly. And Mr Erasmus assisted, easing her back somewhat, his right hand gripping her thigh. ‘Dear Paul,’ he went on.

				His hand was lightly squeezing and stroking her thigh, but Zoe thought little of it, concentrating as she was on getting the letter down accurately. Yet she did feel an odd sense of heaviness in her stomach, a tension she had rarely experienced before, and she could feel the heat of his body against hers as she wrote.

				And as she continued to write his hand stroked her higher and higher, to the point where she started to feel quite embarrassed and confused by it. Nevertheless, she could not quite bring herself to object or say anything. To suggest to a man like Steven Erasmus that he would do better to remove his hand was unthinkable. He was not doing any harm, and his idle caressing probably did not mean anything improper anyway. After all, he was a grown man, and married.

				She tried to ease her legs closer together, but his hand was already between them, and as it moved up even further she felt breathless, and a tingling started at the base of her spine that made it difficult to concentrate on his words. Her skirt had ridden up, and now his hand slipped casually beneath it, his fingers ever so gently gliding over the soft flesh of her inner thigh.

				She inhaled sharply, for his hand had moved higher still and was now as far up her thigh as it could possibly go, which meant that the side of it was pressed against her sex through her dainty white panties.

				Yet surely he meant nothing by it… surely?

				He was merely being friendly, and she would be horrified to accuse him falsely of doing something untoward. She would know if he did actually touch her there that her suspicions were correct, for that was strictly forbidden… he was touching her there now, but only accidentally, or at least it could have been accidentally, and it was only the side of his hand, and… and she could not understand why she felt so funny inside with the sharp scent of his aftershave in her nostrils and his soft breath on her throat. Then his fingers were gently stroking her hair back from her flushed cheek and smoothing it behind her ear, and she glanced anxiously from the writing pad to see him smiling at her.

				‘Your lovely hair isn’t in your face again, is it?’ he asked casually. ‘You need to see what you’re writing.’

				She shook her head dumbly, her emotions in a spin, her eyes wide.

				‘That’s good,’ he went on. ‘And you really do have lovely hair, Zoe, absolutely lovely. But I’m sure there are times it gets in the way.’ He caressed her cheek. ‘Like when it hides your beautiful face, for example.’ He kissed her chastely on the same cheek, his smile reassuring. Nevertheless, she trembled, and her chest was tight even as a delicious sense of opening doors, of something new and wonderful happening, possessed her.

				He kissed her again, and his hand gently eased her face towards his so his lips pressed tentatively against hers. Her eyes widened even more as she sat utterly motionless. His lips were amazingly soft against hers, not at all like those of the few boys she had kissed over the years, and she felt herself melting strangely against him, her head easing back against his shoulder as his left arm held her firmly in place.

				His tongue danced along her lower lip, and then dipped gently into her mouth. Excited, shocked, she stared up at him, feeling it thrust deeper. She pushed her own tongue awkwardly against his and moaned softly, her eyes closing as she surrendered to a novel and exulting sense of pleasure.

				He drew back, still smiling gently. ‘Shall we continue?’ he asked softly, his head cocking slightly to one side.

				She stared at him in confusion, wondering to what he referred. Then he glanced down at the notebook in her lap, and she blushed as she straightened up a little and scooped it up.

				She blushed even more deeply seeing how high her skirt had risen up her thighs, and awkwardly smoothed it down again with her free hand.

				‘The new Transient Commerce Bill is every bit as complex as you say,’ he dictated, his voice smooth as he glanced towards the window. ‘That, of course, is the point.’

				‘As complex as you say,’ Zoe repeated beneath her breath, scribbling furiously.

				Erasmus smiled and repeated his words as his left hand slid down to her hip and patted her gently. His fingers curled in beneath the hem of her skirt, and eased it upwards as she finished writing and he continued speaking. ‘The opposition will have little time to examine this bill, and what time they do have will be focussed on what they consider the more important elements. Those elements will also be the focus of their attacks in the media and the House, and—’

				‘Just a minute, please,’ she muttered, writing as quickly as she could.

				‘Take your time,’ he said magnanimously.

				‘Focus… media… house,’ she whispered, and just then noticed that the tips of his fingers had eased slowly upwards along the outside of her thigh, and that one finger was now hooked under her skirt as it gently caressed the smooth and tender flesh beneath the elastic of her panties.

				‘We must continue to keep the opposition off guard so that we can carry out the programs… write, my dear, write.’

				Zoe hurriedly applied pencil to paper again, biting her lower lip as she tried to follow his words while his finger continued gently stroking her skin. It was inside her panties, and she was quite flustered and uncertain as to how to react. She awkwardly tried to ease her skirt down in a casual manner with her forearm, while continuing to hold the pad in one hand and to write with the other. He did not appear to notice; his finger continued lightly caressing her. Then as she started a new page he began playing with the thin elastic waistband, gently and casually twisting it around his finger. In the meantime, his other hand dropped lightly to her thigh and began moving slowly upwards until it too was pushing beneath the hem of her skirt.

				She swallowed, blinking rapidly in an effort to see and think straight. She felt a prickly heat coursing up her back and between her breasts. She felt flushed, her mind a whirling storm of fears and desires she could not make sense of. Was Mr Erasmus doing this subconsciously? Surely he did not intend anything by it, and if he did, what should she do? Upbraiding a man like Mr Erasmus seemed a daunting task, and she would feel a terrible fool if her girlish anxieties were simply making too much of a casual display of affection.

				His right hand was stroking her inner thigh again, close to her panties, and she experienced a stab of surprise when she saw that her legs were parted a little, for she was certain she had closed them tightly. As before, the side of his finger brushed lightly against the front of her panties, and she felt a deep, moist heat down there she could not explain, and which presented her with an entirely new source of anxiety. For she was almost positive that Mr Erasmus meant nothing inappropriate, and if he were to somehow detect her improper response to his tactile friendliness, he would understandably think badly of her and be extremely hurt. Perhaps he would even speak to her father about it.

				‘And so I believe a more complex bill, necessitating the opposition support, what they believe to be minor elements in… Zoe, are you getting all this?’

				She stared at him a trifle dazed, and shook her head. ‘I’m sorry, sir.’ She took a deep breath and tried to calm her racing pulse. ‘Where were you?’

				‘Zoe,’ he said disapprovingly, shaking his head.

				‘I’m ever so sorry, Mr Erasmus.’

				‘Read what you have to me.’

				She bent her head, flipped the page back, and began to read. As she did so he eased his left hand away from her hip and she let out a mental sigh of relief, though oddly, the relief was tinged with disappointment. Then he leaned forward to reach for a paper on his desk, angling his body so she almost slid off his lap. He quickly pulled her back into position, and suddenly she found his hand resting on the flat plain of her tensed stomach.

				‘Very good, let’s continue,’ he said briskly.

				She felt the soft heat of his skin against hers and noted with alarm that two of his fingers had slipped between two of the buttons on her blouse. But of course it was only her stomach he was touching, which was nothing to feel guilty about. He was stroking her lightly and slowly, and however nervous that made her, it was not sufficient reason to be rude or insolent to such a powerful and respected man, since he probably meant nothing by it at all.

				‘We must be aware of the best means at hand to… Zoe?’

				‘Yes?’ she gasped.

				‘You’re not writing.’

				‘Sorry!’ She put pencil to paper and began scribbling as he continued speaking. For a minute or two she focussed entirely on his words, until with a sudden inhalation of breath she realised his fingers had eased higher; had in fact, without her noticing it, slipped out of her blouse and then back in between two higher buttons. Now they were cupped just below her breasts and gently caressing the lower elastic band of her white bra. His left hand was still stroking her inner thigh, but sideways now rather than up and down, so the edge of his fingers ever so lightly rubbed against the crotch of her white panties.

				Zoe felt hopelessly light-headed. A mixture of shocked alarm, embarrassment and wonder gripped her. She felt a tingly heat spreading across the surface of her skin, which felt strangely, deliciously flushed. She did not know what to do, how to react. Mr Erasmus was such a prominent public figure, so influential and so wise… his fingers eased upwards and her eyes widened, the pencil motionless in her grasp, as they skated fleetingly against the underside of the silk cups snugly encasing her breasts. She felt a kind of electricity fork through her chest, and her nipples tightened within her bra. She felt a dizzying surge of sensations, and gasped softly as the pencil snapped between her tensed fingers.

				Steven Erasmus tutted. ‘You’ve broken your pencil,’ he observed kindly, and his hands slipped away from her so smoothly she wondered if she had merely imagined their intimacy. ‘Go sharpen it,’ he instructed, nodding towards the corner where an electric sharpener sat atop a table.

				Unable to speak, she slipped off his lap, almost stumbling as she did so, and hurried over to the sharpener, her emotions a blur and her face blazing. She stared at it for a long moment before placing the pencil into it and activating the mechanism.

				Her mind was in turmoil as she tried to decide what to do. A part of her wanted to run from the office, but another part of her – the part that desperately craved recognition as a mature, thinking adult – would not let her. What she had to do was take his dictation, but under no circumstances could she return to such close proximity, and certainly nowhere near his lap. Yet she had no idea how to insist on not doing so without being rude and accusatory. And then there was the part of her that had experienced a wicked excitement in being in such close proximity to a sophisticated man like Mr Erasmus.

				As her mind spun the pencil was ground down further and further, disappearing into the relentless maw of the machine, until she suddenly realised there was nothing left but a useless stub. She jerked it out and stared at it, swallowing anxiously as she turned towards him. ‘Um, is there… is there another pencil I could use, sir?’ She cringed as a frown of impatience crossed his face that made her feel extraordinarily incompetent and foolish.

				‘In the bottom drawer of the cabinet,’ he said irritably. She hurried to the nearby stationery cupboard and pulled open the lower drawer, her fingers fumbling among the supplies she found there. ‘Come on, girl, I don’t have all day,’ he prompted intolerantly.

				‘Yes, Mr Erasmus.’ Her voice quavered as she thought about how to keep a respectful distance between them, but she turned with the fresh pencil in hand, and her feet moved tentatively back to his chair.

				He snapped his fingers to indicate she was to resume her former position, and she eased stiffly onto his lap. Then she put pencil to paper again as he began speaking. He continued dictating, not touching her, and she felt breathless with anticipation waiting and wondering and trying to guess where he would touch her next – if at all. Each time one of his hands moved she held her breath. Yet he simply continued talking without doing anything untoward, and confusion began to affect her concentration.

				Surely he wanted to touch her. He had done so before, had he not? Had her clumsiness with the pencil sharpener made her seem less appealing to him? A man like Mr Erasmus, suave and experienced, would hardly find a silly, clumsy girl who jumped at the slightest touch interesting.

				Astonishingly, Zoe found herself wanting him to touch her, to again lay one of his hands on her thigh or on her hip and begin caressing her. Yet he was not even looking at her. His eyes seemed bored as they scanned the far bookshelf while he talked, and occasionally he glanced at his watch. Clearly whatever interest he’d had in her was gone now. He had found her wanting, no doubt due to her lack of refinement. Nevertheless, she waited tensely, not wanting him to touch her improperly and yet at the same time desperately desiring he do so.

				He finished the letter, and still did not touch her. ‘Very well, thank you,’ he said, nodding his head for her to rise.

				She did so, intensely disappointed and confused.

				‘Type that up, will you please, my dear, and bring it back for me to sign.’

				‘Yes, sir,’ she said meekly, pouting a little.

				He reached for some papers on his desk, and after an awkward moment she hurried towards the door, her mind spinning as her whole body experienced a profound sense of loss.

				Chapter Two

				‘Miss Quincanon, have you completed those expense forms yet?’ Ms Beacher demanded in a chill, disapproving tone.

				‘Almost,’ Zoe replied as she looked up from her computer.

				‘You will have to better acquaint yourself with the system and the policies of travel authority expense forms, Miss Quincanon. We haven’t all day to devote to each small claim. You were taught how to use this system, were you not?’

				‘Yes, but—’

				‘And you understand the practical workings of a personal computer?’

				‘Well yes, but—’

				‘Do you believe the amount of work allotted to you beyond your capabilities?’

				‘No, but—’

				‘Then I expect you to improve the rate at which you complete these forms. People are waiting for reimbursement. Claims must be finished and sent on to Finance as quickly as possible.’

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher.’ There seemed no other way to deal with a person like Ms Beacher than to agree with her. The woman bore an eerie resemblance to one of her floor matrons at St Michael’s Academy, with her square jaw, challenging scowl and erect carriage. Even her voice, so firm and arrogant, evoked the mercifully absent Madam Leblanc. Madam Leblanc had taken a ruler to the palms of Zoe’s hands at the slightest breech of rules and regulations, and Ms Beacher seemed cast in the same mould.

				‘Your familiar connections will not keep you in this position, Miss Quincanon, if you prove unable to function with the degree of efficiency we expect of our staff,’ Ms Beacher said uncompromisingly.

				‘I will – I mean, I can,’ Zoe declared, somewhat flustered by the woman. ‘It’s just all so new to me and I don’t know how to—’

				‘You have had sufficient time to familiarise yourself with the procedures,’ Ms Beacher interrupted impatiently. ‘I want those claims done and submitted within the hour. Is that clear?’

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher,’ Zoe said sulkily. The woman turned away and she heaved a sigh of relief. People like Ms Beacher always made her extremely nervous. They were staunchly demanding and unforgiving of error. Her supervisor was also being unfair; it was quite a complicated and inefficient system, and she had to keep pausing to refer to a rather obscure manual in order to try and understand it better.

				Normand Miller came out from behind his desk, walked up to hers, and winked. ‘Are you daring to criticise the Government Administrative Control and Payment System?’ he asked, with mock sternness.

				She pulled a miserable face. ‘It seems a little, complicated.’

				‘My dear young lady, this system was developed by the finest government software designers after years of painstaking effort and millions and millions of pounds,’ Normand pointed out sarcastically. ‘I myself am so impressed by them that I have a framed picture of them on the wall next to my desk.’

				She turned and looked to where he indicated, frowned and leaned forward, straining her eyes at the odd sight. At first the photograph appeared to be that of a group of men in business suits sitting beside each other under the banner Design Team – GACP. As she looked closer, however, she saw that they were, in fact, chimpanzees all clutching cans of beer, the ground around them littered with more empty cans, and she giggled helplessly.

				Normand smiled. ‘Now, what is it about their brilliant work you fail to properly appreciate?’ he asked.

				Zoe sighed and pointed at the screen, where an error message was blinking. He nodded thoughtfully, and suggested a set of keystrokes. In point of fact, he knew very well what the problem was, for it was a recurring failure with the GACPS, but he was in no hurry to remove his excuse for standing over and behind the lovely young creature. For looking down almost directly above her, he was able to see into her blouse to where her breasts were affectionately clasped by her white bra. He stared down at her cleavage with an unuttered groan of desire while imagining his hand, which currently rested on her shoulder, sliding down through the opening V of her blouse and cupping one of those exquisitely soft orbs. Even her warmth against his resting palm was causing his cock to stir and stiffen, so close behind her head, without her even knowing it. He pressed his thighs lightly against the back of her chair, feeling another hot surge of excitement as his fantasies played out.

				‘Now click that,’ he said, a bit breathlessly, ‘the back button. Yes, and now page down.’

				If she turned around her beautiful face would be directly on a level with the erection that tented his trousers, and he would promptly release and feed it between her soft lips into her warm, cosseting mouth. He imagined fucking her that way, straddling the chair and impaling her mouth while running his hands through her silky hair, her lips enveloping his pulsing erection so deeply her forehead rested against his belly as she worked obediently…

				‘So, do we start over then?’ she asked, concentrating intently on the screen.

				Normand cleared his throat a little. ‘No, now go forward and change the date.’ He imagined sliding his hand slowly down, and then easing his fingers into the top of her blouse, down into her bra cup and over her breast. He squeezed the luscious mound repeatedly in his mind as she stared at the computer screen, as with his other hand he removed his erection from his trousers and began rubbing it against her hair and the side of her face…

				‘And now?’ she asked.

				‘And…’ he had to clear his throat again, ‘er, now it will work fine,’ he said tightly.

				She tapped a few keys daintily, heaving a sweet sigh of relief, and he pulled his eyes from her cleavage and positioned the file he was holding in front of his inflated groin just before she turned and looked up at him with an appreciative smile.

				‘Thank you so much, Mr Miller,’ she said with engaging sincerity.

				‘No problem.’ He turned away to further safeguard against his incriminating erection being discovered, and hurried back to his desk. He imagined her naked, being fucked mercilessly by some muscle-bound young man, moaning in pleasure as she was ruthlessly penetrated over and over again, and the mere thought made him grit his teeth and clench his fists with irrational jealousy.

				Her phone rang, and he watched as she leaned forward, her delicate hand reaching for the receiver. He sighed with desire as her breast was outlined in silhouette within her thin blouse, and he imagined his hand squeezing the delicious handful of feminine flesh.

				Then she stood up, seeming a little uncertain. She picked up a pad and a pencil, hesitated, and picked up a second pencil.

				Zoe knocked and waited, but there was no response. She knocked again somewhat less timidly, and then again.

				‘Come in,’ an imperious voice from within at last called.

				She took a deep breath, pushed open the door, and walked into Mr Erasmus’s office. ‘You wanted me, sir?’ she said.

				He gave her a strange look, and then snorted somewhat disdainfully. ‘Yes, come here,’ he said brusquely.

				She nervously walked across his capacious office, and paused beside his desk.

				‘We’re hiring a new intern,’ he said. ‘He’ll be in the STP section downstairs. His first day of work will be Monday next. His name is Alfred Rollins. Contact the appropriate people and ensure he has a desk, a phone, a computer, and everything else he needs, set up for him. Make sure he’s… are you going to write any of this down?’

				‘Oh, I’m sorry.’ Her face reddened as she hurriedly scribbled the instructions she remembered while he continued.

				‘Make sure he’s placed on the rolls properly and is on the appropriate distribution systems for CAT workers.’

				‘CAT workers,’ she murmured, having no idea to what he was referring.

				‘Contact Ms Beacher if you have any doubts about what must be done,’ he concluded. ‘That is all.’

				She continued to write hurriedly, still trying to catch up. She sensed him looking at her impatiently, and in trying to write faster she dropped the extra pencil she had with her. She finished at last, and squatted to pick it up before quickly heading for the door.

				‘Just a minute,’ he said, without looking up.

				‘Yes, Mr Erasmus?’ she asked anxiously.

				‘As long as you’re here, you can fetch the media files Ms Beacher was after.’

				‘Yes, sir,’ she said. ‘Um, where…?’

				He poked his thumb up at one of the tall bookcases lining one wall. ‘The blue folders.’

				The blue folders were up on the top shelf, far above her reach, but there was a ladder affixed to a rail running along the top of the bookcase. She set her pencils and pad down, and gripping the ladder uncertainly, placed her right foot on the lowest rung.

				‘Can you manage?’ he asked irritably.

				‘Yes, of course, sir,’ she said determinedly. She gripped the rungs and lifted her left leg. Her skirt was tight, making it difficult, and her high heels functioned poorly on the narrow rungs. But if she couldn’t even manage to climb a ladder, whatever would he think of her?

				She moved up another rung, and saw him at last raise his eyes from the document he was perusing to glance at her. She stepped up another rung, and the ladder clattered alarmingly against the rail overhead.

				‘You’re sure you’re all right?’ he asked, in a more solicitous tone.

				‘Yes, I’m fine,’ she insisted.

				But he rose from behind his desk anyway, walked over to the foot of the ladder, and reached out to grip one side of it. She found this reassuring, and continued climbing slowly upwards. She did not look down at him, intent on securing her grip on the unsteady ladder as she ascended. Had she looked down, she would have seen Steven Erasmus gazing with interest at the back of her legs just beneath the hem of her skirt. She might even have seen as he reached up and lightly held that hem between sculptured fingers, easing it back and away to better display the soft flesh of her inner thighs, the underside of her buttocks encased prettily in white panties, and the gentle curve of the silk crotch where it moulded against her pussy.

				‘Oh, they’re just out of reach,’ she squealed in frustration, unaware of what he was doing or where he was gazing. She had neglected to position the ladder directly beneath the specified folders, and now she could not quite get to them.

				Erasmus noted how she was propped unsteadily on one foot, leaning far out to the side as she strained to reach the folders, and then abruptly he pushed the ladder towards them and then cunningly jerked it to a halt. Zoe gave a squeal of alarm as she fell off the rickety old frame, straight down into his arms. She stared up at him in surprise and relief that he had caught her, her eyes wide with gratitude.

				‘Are you quite all right, Miss Quincanon?’ he asked drolly.

				‘Yes, sir,’ she gasped, suddenly aware that her skirt had ridden up to reveal her panties. ‘Thank you, sir.’ She smoothed it down frantically as he set her back on her feet.

				‘Difficult to climb in high heels,’ he observed.

				‘Yes, it is,’ she agreed breathlessly.

				‘Perhaps you should remove them.’

				She gulped, but nodded. Slipping off her shoes, she turned determinedly back to the ladder. She eased it directly beneath the designated folders, and began climbing again. It was somewhat easier without her shoes, but the narrowness of the rungs caused them to press up rather painfully into the soft soles of her feet. She persevered, however, reaching the top of the ladder and grasping one of the folders. It was heavier than she had expected, and she almost unbalanced herself again before drawing it in tightly against her chest. She thought to hand it down to Mr Erasmus, but he made no effort to reach for it, so instead she had to slowly ease her way back down the ladder, clutching the side with one hand, until she reached the floor and could set the folder down on a nearby table. She sighed, returned to the ladder, and began climbing again.

				As she reached for a second folder there was a quick rap at the door, and she glanced uncertainly over her shoulder to see Ms Beacher entering the office. The woman looked disapprovingly up at her, and Zoe turned her eyes quickly back to the folder, easing it down into her clutches.

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher?’ Mr Erasmus asked pleasantly.

				‘Have you any input on the telecommunications policy paper sent around last Tuesday?’ she asked in clipped tones. ‘George wants to get moving on it.’

				‘Yes, it’s in my outbox.’ He moved to his desk while Zoe slowly made her way down again, only to find herself standing directly before the censorious gaze of Ms Beacher. She bobbed her head slightly, turned, set the folder down on the nearby table, and then climbed back up, all the while feeling the woman’s unwavering stare upon her.

				‘The media files you were looking for?’ Mr Erasmus’s tone implied he was being the soul of helpfulness.

				‘Quite,’ Ms Beacher replied coolly.

				Zoe returned with the final folder, and quickly stepped into her shoes.

				‘I’ll send a messenger for them,’ she barked. ‘Come, Quincanon.’

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher,’ she said, hurrying after the woman. Then she paused, rushed back, gathered up her pad and pencils, and practically ran to the door, where Ms Beacher waited impatiently.

				They headed along the corridor, Zoe in Ms Beacher’s slipstream, and into the woman’s office. ‘Close the door,’ the stern woman ordered.

				Zoe felt a wave of anxiety sweep over her and wondered what she had done wrong now. She closed the door and turned to look anxiously at her scowling supervisor, whose arms were folded forebodingly across her chest.

				‘Are you aware that Mr Erasmus has a certain reputation, Zoe?’ she asked tersely.

				‘Well… well yes, I suppose so,’ Zoe replied.

				‘You are?’ the woman sounded shocked, causing Zoe to nod uncertainly. ‘And this reputation does not alarm or concern you?’

				‘Um, no,’ she answered hesitantly, wondering what the woman was driving at.

				‘Are you aware the reputation of which I speak has to do with his determined efforts to draw impressionable young ladies into intimate encounters?’ Ms Beacher elaborated.

				‘Intimate encounters?’ Zoe looked at her in confusion, and then blushed deeply. ‘No,’ she exclaimed defensively, ‘I’m certainly not aware of that!’

				‘And did no one ever tell you that when you climb ladders people can see up your skirt?’ Ms Beacher snapped.

				Zoe shook her head meekly, but then ventured a protest. ‘Surely Mr Erasmus would not do something so ungentlemanly,’ she said.

				Beacher snorted derisively, and stepped behind her desk. ‘It’s clear he has his eye on you, and I’m not merely referring to when you climb ladders and show him your panties. Be polite but keep your distance from him. I want no relationships between Erasmus and my staff.’

				‘But I—’

				‘That is all.’

				Zoe bobbed her head again, still blushing. She felt the woman was being unfair. Perhaps she was merely jealous, or something like that.

				She returned to her desk, eyeing Mr Erasmus’s door as she passed it. Could he really be ‘keeping his eye on her’? Could it be he found her attractive? She took a girlish delight and pride in such a notion, for Mr Erasmus was a sophisticated older gentleman, and the thought that he might be attracted to her was quite pleasing, in a funny sort of way. Of course it was absurd, but what if he had been looking up her skirt while she was on the ladder? The idea was both embarrassing and uncomfortably exciting. It was quite naughty for her to let him see her like that, but she had not suspected what he was doing. It would be very ungentlemanly of him to take advantage of her in that way and yet, oddly enough, she did not totally disapprove of the possibility.

				It was time to go home, so once she returned to her desk she turned off her computer, locked her desk, and said goodbye to Normand Miller. He seemed rather lost in thought as he responded, and she smiled to herself wondering what he was thinking. He was such a nice man.

				There was simply nowhere to park in the city, so Zoe always took the tube to and from her flat, a lovely little converted loft in what had once been the attic of an old Victorian brick mansion. Consequently, the roof sloped in on one side. There were two small dormer windows, and the one in the lounge had a padded seat just beneath the sill. Neither window had curtains yet; she had specially ordered a set of very sweet blue ones with tiny rosebuds running along the hems, but they had not yet been delivered. On the opposite wall of the lounge was a small brick fireplace with two miniature built-in bookcases framing it. The tiny kitchen was divided from the rest of the flat by a Japanese screen and a tall cabinet. She had a nice little blue suite facing the fireplace, and a lovely oriental rug that had been a gift from her father.

				And then there was her bed. She sighed looking at it. She had wanted something modern, perhaps teak or light oak, and instead she was stuck with an enormous four-poster antique complete with canopy and curtains. Her mother had been so delighted to give her something after learning she had accepted the Oriental rug from her father that she did not have the heart to refuse it. The bedroom as such did not look all that bad, though it was rather fusty for her tastes, and the old bed was big enough to get lost in sometimes.

				Charles Weatherby noted the time on his watch, rose from his recliner, and went upstairs to the attic. In a corner he removed the tarp from an old telescope, and gently eased it out on its tripod up against his shoulder. He hurried over to the window, and set it down carefully. Noting the time again he turned the mechanism far to the right, angling it towards the old Victorian house a block away.

				He had first noticed the girl the week before whilst engaged in scanning all the windows that were illuminated in the dark. She was breathtakingly beautiful, and his eye had pressed more tightly against the eyepiece as he studied her. Unfortunately, he had been able to catch only brief glimpses of her. The window was obviously in her bedroom, for he could see a tall bedpost and the lower part of a large bed. Behind that was a doorway leading out into a hallway.

				He focussed in on the room now with a grunt of satisfaction, noting the strong sunlight streaming through the window to light up the space beyond it. Night was not, despite what most people thought, the best time for viewing, for the light of a room was often behind the inhabitants, thus making it difficult to pick out fine details. However, in the late afternoon, if the sun was at the correct angle, certain rooms became brilliantly lit, and if one got lucky…

				Charles Weatherby gasped when he spotted movement. She was there!

				He licked his lips, watching as she moved to and fro. He could see only a small part of the room, and he could see her only when she passed into that section. She did so now, and he greedily observed that her blouse was completely unbuttoned down the front, hanging loosely from her shoulders as she moved with a deliciously easy grace, the breeze of her motion wafting it open to reveal tantalising glimpses of her toned tummy and the skimpy white bra encasing what appeared to be beautifully shaped breasts.

				Then she was gone, and he cursed savagely at being unable to see through the brick walls protecting her. She was removing her blouse, he was certain of it. What else would she remove? The little skirt she had been wearing? He groaned at the teasing thought, desperately praying she would walk back into view.

				He gasped again as the blouse flew onto the bed right at the centre of his vision. A moment later the skirt joined it, and he cursed even more vilely. ‘Come on,’ he hissed, ‘walk back to the bed. Walk back to the fucking bed…’

				The gorgeous girl obeyed him, yet her back was to him now. He could see her lovely neat bottom clutched in a pair of small white panties, and the smooth expanse of her pale back, but nothing more.

				‘Turn… turn!’ he begged desperately.

				The girl moved away out of sight, and he snarled in frustration.

				He waited, clutching the telescope, begging her to return, but nothing more happened. He knew she was still there; the entrance to the room was on the other side of the bed and she had to pass before the window to… she appeared again.

				He moaned in disappointment, because she was no longer topless. She was wearing a tight little camisole, and the outline of her breasts was deliciously clear to him, as was a strip of pale flesh above the waistband of her panties just below the camisole.

				She scooped the blouse up off the bed, disappeared, returned to pick up the skirt, and again disappeared. She returned a third time, right in the centre of his sight. He stared, jamming his eye into the telescope eyepiece. If he looked hard enough – which he did – he could just discern the faint outline of her nipples through the thin camisole, and cursed again as his cock grew to dimensions he could not remember it last achieving.

				Then she turned around, displaying her panty-clad bottom, swaying in invitation as she disappeared from view through the bedroom door. He sighed, waited for long, desperate minutes, but this time she did not come back.

				Zoe padded barefoot over the Oriental rug, enjoying the softness against her feet. She wore no robe, for the main fault of her new home thus far was how hot it was in the afternoon. Even so, were she at home she would have had to wear something more modest, so she found it quite pleasant to be able to defy her parents’ stern strictures and go around in only her undergarments. She felt a little daring, and even slightly wanton.

				The camisole was a thin garment providing no real support for her breasts, but she needed none anyway, and it covered her modestly enough in an empty flat.

				She opened her mail; an offer for a new credit card, and an odd envelope with her name and address written in golden italics. It looked like an invitation, and she sighed wondering which of her acquaintances was getting married now. As expected it contained a card, but her eyes widened in intrigued consternation as she examined it.

				The card showed a naked woman sitting on the floor, her legs tucked beneath her and her back to the viewer, her head turned away as she leaned forward. Her arms were drawn up and back, and bound with a thick rope around her wrists. The rope extended over her shoulders and also around her ribs. It was a finely detailed and delicately wrought drawing, but there were no words accompanying it, and the reverse side of the card was blank.

				Zoe stared at the strange missive in profound confusion, and then examined the envelope again. Like the card, it was of good quality, the gold italic lettering large and fine. There was no return address and she could only stare at it wondering where it came from, and what it meant. Finally, she dropped the card, scowling. It was a dirty picture, the kind she should not be looking at. Most of the girl was invisible, even her buttocks were out of sight, but she was quite certain neither of her parents would want her examining such a depraved image.

				She could not stop wondering, however, why the girl was bound in such a way. Was she being punished? Was it a message that Zoe had been bad and would be punished as well? Yet who did she know who could possibly send her such a thing, or would even want to?

				She picked the card up again despite herself. The bonds seemed more than ample, for the drawing depicted a slim young woman. Why were her wrists forced up in such a way… perhaps to hold them away from her bottom so that if she were spanked she could not defend herself? Zoe had some knowledge of corporal punishment, for the school where she spent much of her youth believed CP was the most suitable means of disciplining young ladies. She had been switched on a number of occasions, no matter how good she tried to be, and several times the matron had even brought the switch down across her bottom.

				Yes, binding the girl’s wrists in the fashion illustrated would clearly expose her to the punishment someone had apparently determined she was to be subjected to. She was to be switched, or perhaps spanked. The girl looked quite helpless, and yet there was an indisputable hint of sexuality to the picture. Zoe had never been naked when she was punished, but twice when she was younger her panties had been pulled down to reveal her bottom as she bent over to be disciplined, which had made her feel deeply embarrassed and exposed.

				For a moment she imagined herself naked, with her wrists bound up high behind her back and bent over as someone switched her. She would certainly be at the mercy of whoever was punishing her if she was tied up like that, and she allowed her mind to toy idly with a rather naughty image of someone chastising her… perhaps it would be Mr Erasmus standing behind her wielding a long switch, and gazing at her vulnerably proffered bottom…

				Zoe shook herself out of the wicked thought, dropped the card on her coffee table and went to the kitchen to prepare her dinner.

				She thought of Mr Erasmus as she cooked. He had been rather brusque and indifferent towards her that afternoon, making no attempt to get close again like he had before. Was he no longer interested in her? Had he ever been interested in her? Ms Beacher claimed he was, but Zoe found that difficult to believe. It had been two days now since she took dictation from him, and he had taken scant notice of her since, so she was coming to the conclusion that she had imagined something out of nothing. And she was relieved – but strangely disappointed as well. It had felt quite flattering to think a man of his stature was in some way interested in her.

				She returned to the living room, turned on the television, and checked her watch. Then she padded to the small bathroom, slipped off her panties and camisole, and turned the water on in the shower cubicle. There was just time for one as dinner cooked.

				She measured the water temperature, adjusted it, and then stepped quickly past the plastic door, drawing it closed behind her. The steaming water cascaded down and she basked in its heat, bowing her head to let it soak her hair. She soaped quickly and determinedly, the way she had done at school. All the girls had showered together with one of the matrons looking on, and woe betide the girl whose hands lingered over her private parts or who seemed to enjoy the touch of slick, warm flesh beneath her fingers.

				Having washed she rinsed off, and just then the phone rang, annoying her with its bad timing. She was not about to answer it with water dripping everywhere, but the phone rang again and again and again.

				Frowning, Zoe looked through the steam drifting around her bathroom towards the open door, wondering if it was something important. Perhaps it was, so hurriedly she shut off the water, snatched one of the fluffy towels from the rail, and ran out to the small table in the hall. As she picked up the receiver she noted the window in her bedroom, and was reminded once again that she had no curtains. But it was daytime, and she was quite sure no one could see her at such a distance, not that anyone would be spying on her anyway. Nevertheless, she held the towel – a smallish hand towel, she realised in exasperation – up against her damp body.

				‘Hello?’ she said breathlessly.

				‘Ah, Miss Quincanon,’ came the reply.

				It was Mr Erasmus on the line! ‘Yes?’ she asked in excited confusion.

				‘I hope I’m not disturbing you?’

				‘Well, err, no, not really…’ She was certainly not about to tell him she had been in the shower. If he did have an eye for her, it would be wicked to give him such an image to ponder. Nonetheless, she suddenly felt rather naughty standing there all but naked with Mr Erasmus on the other end of the line. She clutched the little towel more closely against her, making sure that at least her breasts were covered.

				‘I’m sorry to bother you at home, Quincanon,’ he proceeded, ‘but this is somewhat urgent.’

				‘Yes sir, how can I help?’ she asked, water trickling slowly down her body.

				‘I understand you take the tube to work,’ he said.

				‘Yes, sir,’ she confirmed.

				‘Good. There is a post office just up Millbank, and a package addressed to me waiting there. Would it be terribly difficult for you to pick it up before coming to work tomorrow morning?’

				‘I – I suppose I could,’ she said. Wouldn’t he be astonished if he could see her now? Could he even imagine she was almost naked but for the inadequate cover of a hand towel? Would he become aroused if he knew, excited by the thought of her talking to him whilst virtually naked? She felt a little fluttering thrill in her stomach, and her nipple felt hard and sensitive against her hand. She leaned back slightly, propping her bare buttocks against the edge of the table.

				‘I’ll call ahead to make sure they’ll give it to you,’ he was saying. ‘It’s quite important, so be sure not to forget.’

				‘I won’t,’ she assured him.

				‘I realise, Quincanon, that your duties might sometimes appear rather menial,’ he went on, ‘but as you gain experience and the confidence of the staff, we’ll find more intellectually challenging work for you, I promise.’

				‘Thank you, sir.’ She had not really felt her work was menial.

				‘You’re an attractive young lady,’ he remarked suddenly. ‘Perhaps we can find some way in which you are more exposed to the public and able to make better use of your undoubted assets.’

				Zoe thought about how she looked at that precise moment, and suppressed a mischievous giggle.

				‘The party needs a more youthful appeal,’ his dulcet tones continued in her ear, ‘and I would imagine you’re naturally photogenic.’

				‘Um, thank you, Mr Erasmus,’ she said, her natural modesty finding his restrained flattery uncomfortable to accept.

				‘That’s a simple observation, Quincanon,’ he said frankly. ‘In any event, I shall see you tomorrow morning.’

				Zoe hung up pensively, wondering what his words meant. Exposed to the public? Was she to become involved with the people in Communications?

				He was not sure what made him glance at the girl’s window one more time before putting the telescope away. She was obviously in another room, and if true to form, would probably not return until her bedtime at around ten o’clock. He had been looking out of the front window instead, watching people returning home from work, and when that grew boring he carried the telescope back up to the attic to return it to its corner, but some impulse made him try for one last glimpse of his favourite subject.

				Yet he had not even checked her window first, instead focusing on the balcony of a nearby building where a young coloured woman sometimes stood. Then he zoomed in on her window, and gasped as he saw her standing just beyond the bedroom door, her mouth-watering bottom propped against a small telephone table.

				And the little beauty was almost entirely naked!

				Entirely naked except for a damned small towel clutched to her front!

				Charles Weatherby had an unrestricted view of her from her dainty toes up to her throat, where the top of the window cut her off.

				His eyes feasted on the exquisite shape and length of her leg, following it all the way up to her hip. He could see the side of her buttock, and cursed the towel that hid the front of her from his bulging eye. She was clutching it against her with one hand while the other was certainly holding the telephone receiver to her ear. He almost panted as he leaned forward, staring hungrily and groaning low in his throat as he mentally begged her to drop the damned towel.

				Then she hung up, and for the briefest of moments he caught the most teasing glimpse of her delicious buttocks before she vanished through a door he could not see.

				He cursed himself for not having looked sooner. How long had she been standing there while he wasted his time staring through another window at dull commuters trudging their way home? ‘Damn!’ he spat out loud. ‘Fucking damn!’

				Determinedly he waited for long minutes, but his reward was no more than the briefest glimpse of her in skimpy panties and camisole again, moving in and out of his vision in the blink of an eye. He waited for some time after that, but then finally put the telescope back in its place, and trudged despondently downstairs, reluctantly giving up for the night.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Three

				Zoe’s heels clicked on the pavement as she walked along Millbank Street. She had presumed, apparently incorrectly, that the post office to which Mr Erasmus had referred was close to Westminster, or else surely he would not have had her walking there from the station. It was an unusually overcast and humid morning, and she was already feeling quite uncomfortably hot in her grey turtleneck sweater and neat black blazer and skirt as she hurried along; she wore the thin sweater instead of a blouse because the weather forecasters had predicted a cooler day. She should have known better than to listen to them.

				Zoe had allotted only fifteen minutes to the task, and already half of them had passed and she had not yet found her destination. She knew it had to be in this direction, for going the other way the street became Whitehall, and Mr Erasmus had been quite specific. And he was tall, she reminded herself, with a long stride and no high heels to worry about, so perhaps the walk from the station seemed shorter to him than it did to her.

				She was in real danger of being late for work, and almost ready to admit defeat and turn back, when she spotted the post office just up ahead. She sighed with relief and quickened her pace, trotting up the front stone steps and into the little building, only to wait typically in a queue, unable to fathom why Mr Erasmus had whatever this package was delivered there rather than to his office or home.

				At last she took her turn at the wicket, and as Mr Erasmus had called ahead, she had no difficulty obtaining his package. It was small, about the size of a shoebox, but she was surprised at its weight and needed both hands to hold it. Although she could carry it easily enough in the short term, she knew it would begin to seem quite a bit heavier during the long walk back to the tube.

				‘Quincanon!’

				Zoe turned her head in surprise as she walked down the few steps outside to the pavement, saw a dark-green Jaguar parked at the curb, and to her great surprise saw Mr Erasmus looking out of the lowered window at her. He waved impatiently, and she hurried over to him.

				‘Get in,’ he said curtly, and without a word Zoe handed him the package through the window, opened the door and slid into the passenger seat beside him. The classic car was quite small and narrow, and smelled of old leather, and she gasped as he pulled sharply out into traffic and accelerated.

				‘I had forgotten the distance,’ he told her. ‘It used to be a dozen blocks closer, but they moved it last year.’

				‘Oh well, that’s all right,’ she said stoically.

				‘What did you plan to do today?’ he asked, the abrupt question coming out of the blue.

				She looked at him uncertainly. ‘Well, I suppose I plan to process expenses, and such,’ she answered, ‘and whatever else Ms Beacher tells me to do.’

				‘Nothing important, then,’ he mused. ‘Good, you can come with me.’

				‘Come?’ she echoed. ‘Come where?’

				‘I have to see the minister of agriculture, the old bore, and set him right on a few things. He’ll be at an announcement at a local riding, and a lot of people will wind up being introduced to me there. You can come along and keep track of them, there’s a dear, for I surely never will. Most of them aren’t very important, but they’re all party people and we try to keep the reality of their insignificance from them as much as possible. We can’t have one writing to me next month and mentioning the damned event and my not having a clue as to who he or she is, now can we?’

				‘No, I suppose not,’ Zoe agreed, ‘but… but what shall I do?’

				‘Linger discreetly and write down the name of anyone introduced to me and the topic of our conversation. Beacher has someone who puts these things into a file my administrative assistant refers to whenever they write to me.’ He glanced at her. ‘You’re looking somewhat played out,’ he observed frankly.

				‘It’s sticky outside,’ she said defensively, ‘and it was a longer walk than I anticipated.’

				‘Well, if you’re too warm remove your jacket, my dear,’ he suggested logically.

				‘I should, shouldn’t I?’ she agreed.

				‘That would be the normal thing to do.’

				So after a moment’s hesitation Zoe shrugged it off, folded it precisely, and laid it neatly across her lap. But Mr Erasmus casually reached for it and placed it behind them.

				‘You shouldn’t be so weary after such a brief walk,’ he chided her kindly. ‘Young people today have no stamina.’

				‘Well, I was in heels,’ she reminded him.

				He glanced down at her legs, and smiled slightly. ‘Are you aware of the purpose of women’s high heels?’ he asked conversationally.

				‘Purpose?’ she looked at him blankly.

				‘Have you never paused to consider the inefficiency and discomfort of high heels and wondered at the purpose they serve?’

				‘Well… not really,’ she admitted.

				‘Their purpose is to elevate the posterior, my young innocent; to lift the buttocks so as to make them appear more shapely and desirable to men.’

				‘That’s not true,’ she gasped, scandalised.

				‘I’m afraid it is quite true,’ he insisted. ‘Most everything women wear is designed for the purpose of catching an eligible man. The lipstick and the make-up, the short skirts and the high heels, the immense effort they put into their hairstyles. The brassiere was not designed for female athletes just to keep their breasts from bouncing about, you know. It was designed to squeeze the breasts up and together and offer them out to every passing male in the hope of catching a suitor.’

				‘Mr Erasmus, you’re being quite wicked,’ she protested, blushing uncomfortably.

				‘Am I? I do apologise. It’s the habit of people of my age and situation to speak truisms when dealing with the young.’

				‘Girls wear make-up and… and nice clothes, and stuff, because they like to look pretty,’ she argued. ‘It’s not all about catching men. Married women want to look attractive too.’

				‘Don’t take offence,’ he said tolerantly, reaching out and patting her knee.

				She bit her lower lip nervously. ‘You shouldn’t do that, you know,’ she dared to say.

				‘Do what?’ he asked casually.

				‘You know… touch my knee,’ she clarified the obvious.

				He laughed. ‘My dear girl,’ he said, patting her just below the hem of her skirt again, ‘I assure you I mean nothing presumptuous.’ He leaned closer to her, his eyes still on the road as he smiled. ‘The truth is, Zoe, it’s a mere affectation caused by a yearning for the warmth of human contact.’

				‘Really?’ she asked doubtfully, not really understanding what he was getting at.

				‘Oh yes, but I do see how a young woman of your age could misinterpret the gesture.’

				‘You do?’ She felt he was reassuring her, and that made her feel better, although she wasn’t too sure, and she certainly felt a little ashamed for behaving towards him like a sulking child. She was in the big wide world now, and she wanted to make a good impression to those that mattered. ‘Well, um… I’m sorry,’ she added meekly.

				‘Oh, think nothing of it, my dear.’ He squeezed her thigh affectionately, and then his possessive fingers inched just beneath her skirt and idly stroked her as she shifted anxiously in the seat. ‘Do you realise, Zoe,’ he went on idly, ‘just how delightfully smooth and soft and warm your skin is?’

				She stared at him, wide-eyed, her lips slightly parted as words failed her.

				‘Oh yes, there’s nothing like the flesh of a young woman. It’s like eiderdown, softer than silk, smoother than satin, but with a warmth and a glow all its own. The sheer tactile delight of such flesh soothes the tortured mind and re-energises the spirit against the cold of the human condition.’ He continued to caress her leg as he spoke, and Zoe stared at him in growing bewilderment.

				‘Do you ever touch your own flesh, my dear?’ he asked.

				‘Excuse me?’ she blurted.

				‘Tell me you appreciate the strength and vitality of your youth and the unblemished perfection of your own body, please, Zoe. I never did when I was younger. I was always too busy, what with the war, the hunting in Africa and those diplomatic trips to China and Japan.’ He glanced at her, smiling enigmatically, and then taking her inert hand in his, he squeezed it gently. This startled her, but not as much as when he placed her own hand on her leg and eased it slowly up the inside of her thigh just beneath her skirt. ‘Do you feel how delightfully soft your skin is, Zoe?’ he asked hypnotically. ‘It won’t always be, you know.’ He eased her hand a little higher, and she gazed down, breathlessly nonplussed as her fingers slipped further between her thighs while his wrist edged her short skirt up.

				‘Revel in your youth, my dear girl,’ he urged quietly.

				Her fingers gently brushed the front of her panties and she glanced anxiously up at him as he concentrated on his driving.

				‘Are you still too warm, Zoe?’ he pressed.

				‘I… I beg your pardon?’ she breathed, barely able to think straight.

				‘Are you still feeling a touch too warm?’ he elaborated slightly.

				‘I – I do still feel a little warm, yes,’ she confirmed, her mouth dry. ‘And, a little faint too.’

				Steven Erasmus let go of her hand, reached for the console, and cool air began blowing towards her face. ‘This car used to be owned by an American,’ he informed her, the return to conversational tones befuddling her thoughts even further. ‘They do like their comforts, the Americans.’ He smiled at her again, and Zoe abruptly realised her hand was still pressed between her thighs and almost touching her pussy, her skirt naughtily rucked up, so gathering her senses she pulled her hand away and eased her skirt down, Erasmus surreptitiously enjoying the little squirming movements of her shapely hips as she did so.

				‘So, young lady,’ he went on, after a few minutes of silence between them, ‘are you enjoying your youth?’

				‘I… um, I suppose I am,’ she said.

				‘How old are you now, twenty-five?’

				‘No, I’m twenty,’ she corrected him.

				‘Really?’ He looked at her with apparent surprise. ‘You seem so mature for only twenty. But of course, young people today…’ He shook his head. ‘A few generations ago you’d have been married at eighteen. Hell, a few centuries ago you’d have been married at twelve! We men didn’t let nubile young beauties like you stroll about sniffing flowers and watching sunsets alone. We used to be a rough, virile sort, we men, and when we saw a female we wanted, we’d jump her and mount her right there in the field. There was no shame to it, no guilt, no worries about proper etiquette. You just put her down on all fours and thrust yourself home—’

				‘Mr Erasmus!’ Zoe cried, utterly shocked and alarmed.

				‘Oh, I do apologise, my dear girl,’ he said with gushing sincerity. ‘Sometimes I forget to whom I’m speaking. I overlooked your youth and innocence, not to mention your gender. Please do forgive me.’

				‘I-I’m not…’ Zoe flustered, utterly flabbergasted by what such a distinguished gentleman had just said to her. ‘I mean… it’s not that…’

				‘No, it’s entirely my fault. I’m somewhat of an amateur historian, you see. I have a deep fascination for the ancient world, and tend to forget some people might be uneasy with the more raw aspects of life in the distant past. Still,’ he added, shaking his head, ‘you have to admire the straightforward way people lived back then, without the nonsensical shame and guilt the Christian churches have attached to anything remotely associated with human procreation. There were wild men in the ancient past, furious of mind and powerful of body, like lions. And beautiful females were their prey.

				‘Mind you, they weren’t entirely without guile and cunning too, those women of long ago. They might have moaned and groaned as they were being ridden by their wild men, but with their haunches high and their faces pressed into the grass, I’m sure they smiled smugly to themselves, feeling the fruits of their victory.’

				Zoe looked out of her window, blushing furiously and wishing she could think of some way to change the subject.

				‘But we’re much more civilised today,’ he concluded, again laying his hand on her knee and squeezing it absently. ‘And that isn’t at all a bad thing. It’s just that I sometimes long for the old days when matters were so much more simple and men spent their time in the hunt and not pushing papers in an office.’

				At last they pulled into a small curving driveway before a rather dull, institutional looking building. A valet immediately stepped up to the driver’s door, and opened it.

				‘Do stay close to me, Zoe,’ Steven Erasmus told her.

				A few hours later, the urbane gentleman took Zoe’s arm in his and led her to his waiting car. ‘Well, I think that went splendidly,’ he declared, opening the passenger door for her.

				‘All those people, all wanting things,’ she said in awe.

				He walked around the rear of the striking vehicle, climbed in beside her, started the throaty engine, shifted it into gear, and then his hand rested lightly on her thigh and the little finger slipped casually beneath the hem of her skirt as he pulled away, the tyres crunching reassuringly on the gravel drive. ‘My dear, if it weren’t for people wanting things, political parties would soon be out of business,’ he explained patiently. ‘For good or ill, people always want something.’

				‘That’s terribly cynical, sir.’ Zoe noted the hand on her thigh with a twinge of anxiety mingled with a slightly heady feeling of acceptance. She experienced more than a hint of pleasure at his touch, though she was at a loss to explain why or even acknowledge it.

				‘Power, my child, is what it’s all about.’ Between gear changes he continued to caress her leg slowly, casually, with small back and forth motions as he spoke. ‘The power to grant small favours and large, the power to make fortunes or break them, the power to destroy lives or repair them. All men and women seek it, or seek those who have it…

				‘And I have it, my dear…’

				Zoe swallowed nervously, feeling more than a little breathless, for the tips of his fingers were now gently caressing the soft inner flesh of her thigh mere millimetres from her panties, and she was again feeling she simply must say something to him about the inappropriateness of such an intimate and presumptuous touch. And yet she held her breath, neither wanting to offend him nor, she realised with a giddy shock, wanting to stop him.

				‘Do… do you enjoy being powerful, sir?’ she asked, trying to keep her mind from what he was doing, her voice faltering slightly.

				‘Do I enjoy it?’ he pondered. ‘Well, it isn’t a matter of enjoying it,’ he eventually answered, thoughtfully, ‘though I suppose some might consider it flattering to have other apparently powerful men and women pandering to them.’

				‘And you don’t?’

				He shook his head, easing to a halt before a set of traffic lights. ‘One makes use of power, of course, but one should never become seduced by it.’

				It may have been, as he suggested, that his caressing was little more than an unintentional quirk of his personality, little more than a compliment to the resilience of her youthfulness. Yet she found herself still holding her breath as she waited for his fingers to edge just ever so slightly higher. Without consciously willing it, her legs eased just a little apart, and as the car pulled out into traffic again, all her awareness was focused on his warm fingers softly stroking her inner thigh. Her sex felt hot and moist, and seemed to thrum with anticipation. She felt a fingertip touch the narrow elastic at the edge of her panties, and then move back and forth against it as if probing for a way in.

				‘Of course, in the old days power had more uses,’ he went on. ‘Then power meant being able to do much as you pleased, when you pleased, to and with whomever you pleased. There was no one to gainsay a powerful man who desired something, or someone.’

				The tip of his finger gently eased beneath the elastic, and Zoe thought she must surely faint. Her heart was pounding furiously in her chest, and she found she could hardly breathe at all, her lungs no longer functioning. It was his little finger, she realised, and it was casually caressing the underside of the elastic of her panties while ever so lightly brushing the skin beneath it. Then just as she thought she must surely say something, his hand eased back, slid along her thigh, squeezed it lightly, and rose to grip the steering wheel.

				After a long moment Zoe dared turn her face towards him, only to see him looking forward out of the windscreen, apparently quite at ease with himself and the world. She glanced down to see her skirt raised a little, and yet she made no move to lower it, some part of her wanting to maintain the same casual air he displayed despite the anxiety she felt.

				She turned her head away again, and pretended to examine the pedestrians they passed as she shifted in her seat. After a minute or two, during which she waited in an agony of anticipation for his hand to return to her thigh, she surreptitiously smoothed her skirt down a little.

				‘I swear, they really should have special roads for the intellectually challenged,’ he muttered as a red Fiat cut in front of them abruptly.

				Zoe let her hand brush lightly against her skirt again, lowering it a little more, and began to feel somewhat more at ease.

				‘How are you getting along with Ms Beacher, Quincanon?’ he asked abruptly, his austerity back in place.

				She looked at him, a little startled by the unexpectedness of the question. ‘Um, quite well, I suppose.’

				‘A very demanding woman, Beacher,’ he pronounced. ‘A stern woman.’

				‘Yes, I suppose she is,’ Zoe concurred.

				‘Sharp as a tack, though, and quite efficient, brooks no argument and won’t tolerate failure. Quite the disciplinarian. She’s sent a number of girls packing the past few years for not meeting her high standards. I suppose that’s all to the good in the PMO. After all, we can only have the best. You aren’t having any difficulties with her, are you?’

				‘Oh, no,’ Zoe lied hurriedly. ‘As you say, she’s very… efficient.’

				He nodded with apparent satisfaction.

				As it happened, one of the first people they encountered upon their return to work was the aforementioned Ms Beacher, who cast a reproachful glare at Zoe and pursed her lips disapprovingly.

				The young woman licked her own lips anxiously, and looked towards Mr Erasmus, but at that moment he turned off into the men’s room, leaving her alone.

				‘Miss Quincanon,’ the woman said between clenched teeth.

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher?’

				‘You will come with me at once.’ She turned and strode away, leaving Zoe with little alternative but to follow, her heels clicking rapidly on the marble floor as she tried to keep up with the taller woman. They turned a corner, and the sound of their heels became muted by the carpeting as they neared the supervisor’s office.

				Beacher brusquely gestured Zoe inside, and then followed her in, closing the door behind them. ‘Where on earth have you been?’ she demanded without preliminary.

				‘I – I was running an errand for Mr Erasmus.’

				‘You did not arrive for work this morning,’ Beacher stated coolly, now ensconced behind her desk.

				‘No, you see, he called me at home last night and—’

				‘He what?’

				‘He called me at home last night,’ Zoe confirmed, ‘and asked me to pick something up for him at the post office on my way to work this morning.’

				‘Why ever would he do that?’

				‘I have no idea, Ms Beacher.’

				‘And how is it you came to be missing the better part of the morning and arrived back in his company?’

				Zoe explained as best she could, but it was clear Ms Beacher’s suspicions regarding the man’s intentions were only reinforced by the tale.

				‘I will speak with Mr Erasmus,’ she said, ‘as I speak now to you, Quincanon. I do not approve of office relationships, particularly between junior and senior members of the staff.’

				‘But, Ms Beacher, I—’

				‘Silence when I’m speaking!’ There was an explosive crack as she brought her palm down angrily on the desktop, making poor Zoe visibly flinch. ‘I expect you to display only the highest of moral behaviour whilst working for the PMO, and if I find I am disappointed in that expectation, I will inform your parents and you will be seeking employment elsewhere. Is that understood?’

				‘But—’

				‘Is that understood?’

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher,’ Zoe sighed unhappily.

				‘Good.’ Gradually the woman looked appeased, for the time being. ‘Now, you have expense claims to process. You will go and do so at once.’

				Zoe withdrew, heaving another sigh, this one of relief, once she was back out in the corridor. Ms Beacher was very much like some of the stricter governesses and matrons at school – odious, stern, disapproving, and not in the least interested in explanations, no matter how truthful they may be. And Zoe had learned that the only way to deal with women like her was to agree with everything they said.

				She returned to her desk, and with that latest ticking-off fresh in her mind, smiled meekly at Normand Miller, who seemed pleased to see her.

				Jeez, but I want to fuck her! Normand Miller thought, as the gorgeous Zoe Quincanon appeared and headed back to her desk with a sensuality of movement he was sure she was totally unaware of possessing.

				She was carrying her blazer, and wore a thin grey turtleneck sweater that served to accent the soft pale skin of her beautiful young face, and frame it even more enticingly within the lush silky hair surrounding it. The soft material clung to her shapely body and emphasised her firm breasts and slender waist. He could almost, as she walked towards him, peel away the clothes in his mind and see her naked as she moved, her breasts jiggling ever so slightly in time with her elegant strides.

				‘Oh no, more expenses,’ she said plaintively upon catching sight of her in tray.

				‘The government moves on a sea of paperwork,’ he told her. ‘You’ll have to do your part to keep it afloat.’

				She pouted, sat down, and switched on her computer.

				‘What is it you intend with the Quincanon girl?’

				Steven Erasmus looked up from his desk, and smiled a broad, wolfish smile at Ms Beacher. ‘I’m sure you can imagine,’ he said smoothly.

				The woman folded her arms across her chest and glared down at him. ‘She’s far too young, even for a predatory fraud like you,’ she snapped disdainfully.

				‘Well I must say she’s remarkably well developed for one you consider so young,’ he countered sarcastically. ‘But the fact is, dear lady, she’s twenty years old.’

				‘I know you like them innocent, Steven, but isn’t this carrying it a bit too far?’ Ms Beacher argued futilely.

				‘Oh, I don’t think so. She’s utterly delightful, don’t you agree?’

				The woman ignored his little dig. ‘You’ll never get anywhere with her. She’s been raised practically as a nun.’

				‘Oh, on the contrary, my dear lady,’ Erasmus goaded smugly. ‘Already I’ve observed quite an interest on her part.’

				‘Is that so?’ she sniffed doubtfully.

				‘Yes, it is so. You have to understand what motivates people, Veronica. Young Zoe Quincanon has urges and needs like any other female, but she’s horribly repressed due to those very institutions of which you speak.’

				‘And you intend to help the poor girl, I take it?’

				‘Guilt and repression are not healthy,’ he stated sagely. ‘Clearly she’s in need of help, and I would not be fulfilling my responsibilities if I offered her none.’

				‘And have you considered, if you do manage to seduce – sorry, help – the poor needy girl, she’ll probably throw herself at the feet of the nearest Bishop and confess all,’ the woman warned.

				‘I don’t think religion is the source of her repression, but I take your meaning,’ Erasmus acknowledged. ‘Therefore I shall ensure that she is absolved of all guilt for anything that takes place between us.’

				‘And how do you imagine you can do that?’

				Erasmus’s lingering smile deepened. ‘Do you recall our little conversation some months ago, about what psychological and emotional traits drive people into particular sexual fetishes and behaviours?’ he asked.

				Beacher nodded. ‘Yes, what of it?’

				‘Young Quincanon is a classic masochist in sexual terms, that’s what.’

				She let out a bark of derisive laughter. ‘You’re joking.’

				‘Not at all, think about it. Sex will leave her wracked by guilt, but wrap her in chains and take a crop to her bottom, and she’ll be absolved.’

				‘What utter nonsense,’ Beacher snorted, unconvincingly.

				‘You know it’s not, Veronica. Guilt over their sexual behaviour is what motivates many women towards that particular kink. Only when bound and helpless can they experience true pleasure, for without a choice, or at least pretending that’s the case, they can cast aside all guilt and let their repressed sensual nature blossom.’

				‘And do you think that naïve girl is going to let you tie her spread-eagled to a bed and let you have your salacious way with her?’ Beacher challenged incredulously.

				‘Yes, as a matter of fact, I think she’ll do exactly that,’ Steven Erasmus stated with utter conviction. ‘I think the moment she feels the rope tighten around her wrists, and she thinks she’s being forced to experience what I can do to her, she’ll be begging for more.’

				‘Well, Steven, you don’t think much of yourself, do you?’ Her crooked smile was ugly.

				‘I know people. Quincanon wants to be a naughty girl but hasn’t the courage, so we will give her a way around those ghastly inhibitions her parents and her schools forced upon her.’

				‘We?’ Beacher’s eyes narrowed suspiciously.

				‘Yes.’ He nodded. ‘You’re going to help me.’

				‘I’m certainly not going to help you.’

				‘Of course you are.’

				‘And why would I?’

				‘Ah well, let’s discuss the price…’

				Zoe stared at the expense statement, receipts and notes spread out before her, trying to understand why the claim disagreed with the computer to the tune of ten pence. There had been a time when she would have shrugged aside such an insignificant difference, but she had quickly come to learn that absolutely no discrepancies would be acceptable to Ms Beacher, and that the claim would be returned if the statement did not match it precisely.

				For some reason she jumped a little when the phone on her desk suddenly rang. ‘Zoe Quincanon,’ she answered quickly, trying to sound professional.

				‘Come to my office, Quincanon, and bring your notes from this morning,’ Mr Erasmus curtly ordered.

				He hung up before she could respond, and she was left staring at the receiver in consternation. She laid it gently back on its cradle, and then looked nervously about for Ms Beacher. She had no wish to be seen with Mr Erasmus again today, and indeed she felt rather nervous about the prospect of once again being alone with the man. Yet the summons could not be ignored.

				She stood up, lifted her blazer off the back of her chair and slipped it on, wanting to be as fully dressed as possible in his presence. She picked up the notes, and then walked uncertainly along the corridor, hoping to run into Ms Beacher first and explain her summons so the woman could either approve, or order her to return to her desk. Unfortunately, even though she dawdled a little, her supervisor did not make an appearance, and she had little choice but to continue on to Mr Erasmus’s office and knock diffidently upon his polished door.

				‘Come in,’ he called.

				She would not, absolutely would not under any circumstances, sit on his lap this time, she told herself firmly as she grasped the handle and entered.

				‘Close the door,’ he commanded.

				She obeyed at once, and moved to stand before his splendid desk, noting as she did so that all the chairs in his office were still occupied by bundles of files and papers.

				‘Come around here, Quincanon,’ he said imperiously. ‘I need to see your notes from our little visit.’

				‘Yes, Mr Erasmus,’ she said in as proper a tone as she could manage. ‘Ms Beacher was unhappy that I went with you this morning, though,’ she added.

				‘Oh? Well, don’t worry about her. She’s a frightful woman, but probably not dangerous.’ He smiled in a whimsical fashion, and Zoe could not help but return it. ‘Now let’s see those.’ He reached for the sheets of paper clutched in her hand as he glanced around. ‘Well, I suppose you can sit on my lap again,’ he added, all chairs except his taken, as Zoe had previously noted.

				‘I don’t think Ms Beacher would approve of that, sir,’ she pointed out.

				‘Forget her,’ he said dismissively. ‘She has a nasty, suspicious mind.’

				‘I just…’ Zoe summoned all her courage, ‘I just don’t think it proper, Mr Erasmus, and if someone came in, they might think… well, who knows what they might think?’

				He heaved a long-suffering sigh, looked terribly disappointed with her pedantic attitude, and shook his head. ‘Oh, very well… no, don’t disturb those piles, for goodness sakes. I’ve gone to considerable trouble to sort everything just so. If you insist upon behaving like a frightened little mouse just, well…’ He looked around again, and then patted his desk. ‘Just sit here.’

				‘On your desk, sir?’ she gasped.

				‘Yes, good solid English oak.’ He rose abruptly, grasped her arms gently but firmly, and manoeuvred her round a little and back against the old and stout piece of furniture.

				She gasped as he lifted her effortlessly, perched her on the edge, and then resumed his seat.

				‘Now then, I need you to write a letter to one of those fellows we spoke to,’ he said, sifting through her notes. ‘Hmm, I can’t read any of these,’ he complained.

				‘I had to write terribly quickly,’ she explained, ‘and I was standing up with nothing to lean on, and—’

				‘Yes, yes, find Charles Hudson,’ he thrust the papers at her impatiently, ‘and read what you have about him.’

				She obediently took her scribbled annotations from him and sorted through them, at times finding it difficult to read her own writing. Finally, and with a little sigh of relief, she located the man in question. ‘Ah, yes, he built a factory in Bristol,’ she announced triumphantly.

				‘You mean he wanted a government loan to build a factory in Bristol,’ he corrected her.

				She looked at her notes again. ‘He didn’t say that,’ she contradicted doubtfully.

				‘Of course he did, he just didn’t say it in that way. Read me his exact words so I can see what to reply.’

				‘Well, um, I don’t have his exact words,’ she told him apologetically, feeling extremely awkward. ‘I mean, I thought I was just there to keep track of names and what you talked about in sort of general terms…’

				Her voice faded away, but before she had finished he started to rub his eyes wearily, heaved a heavy sigh, shook his head with evident exasperation, and once again she felt she had disappointed him greatly. He looked tired, and she wished she could do something to make him feel better.

				‘Just read what you have,’ he said jadedly.

				‘Well, sir, he spoke of the high cost of construction,’ she started, trying to sound bright for him, ‘the high unemployment rate, and that you only lost that seat by five hundred votes.’

				He chuckled. ‘And you don’t see what he’s suggesting there?’

				‘Well, not really,’ Zoe admitted.

				‘He wants an interest-free loan, or government grants, to pay for the construction, and hints that the subsequent operation would reduce unemployment, put money into the local economy, and give us something to crow about come next election time.’

				‘Oh,’ she said, carefully re-examining the words on the paper, still unable to see where that interpretation of the conversation came from.

				‘People never come right out and say what they really want, my dear,’ he told her, patting her leg lightly.

				She felt a sudden rush of mingled excitement and alarm at the touch, but tried to show nothing at all. Her legs were coyly together, for her position on the edge of the desk meant that Mr Erasmus could easily have seen right up her skirt otherwise.

				‘You’re such a delightfully innocent girl,’ he mused, his hand remaining where it lay.

				‘I’m not an innocent girl,’ she protested indignantly.

				‘No, no of course you’re not,’ he apologised, as his hand moved a little higher and eased beneath the hem of her skirt yet again. ‘I meant only that you are naïve to the ways of the world and possess a refreshingly innocent charm. It’s a compliment, believe me.’

				Zoe was not at all sure that was better; she wanted to be seen as mature and sophisticated, not innocent and naïve. And yet she wanted to leap off the desk and stamp her foot as his fingers moved in to caress her inner thigh, and then crept even higher.

				‘What do you think?’ he asked. ‘Should we give him grants and loans?’

				‘What do I think?’ she squeaked. ‘I mean, I couldn’t even guess!’

				‘But you’re an intelligent young woman.’

				‘But… well… I…’ It was nigh on impossible for Zoe to think straight with his hand where it was. As much as she wanted to deny the truth of the matter, his fingers were persistently pressing along the insides of her thighs, and his thumb was where they pressed together as if he wanted her to ease them apart – to grant him access to where she shouldn’t. She was desperately reluctant to yield to his unspoken demand, and yet felt oddly reluctant to disappoint him as well. Then, her mind reeling, she was surprised to see him stand up and loom over her, so she had to lean back slightly to meet his eyes.

				‘Do give me your opinion, Zoe,’ he coaxed. ‘On the one hand, we have government taxes entrusted to us by the voters. And on the other hand, we have poor unemployed people who are living unhappily, perhaps nearing poverty. Think of what the decision we make today could mean to them. Instantly there would be hundreds of jobs. In houses all across Bristol, people would be getting phone calls to come to work.’

				‘Well…’ so tense was the atmosphere between them Zoe could barely speak, ‘that’s quite a responsibility—’

				‘I will leave it up to you to decide.’

				‘Me?’ She gawped at him, all thought of his roaming hand temporarily forgotten.

				‘Yes, you – upon your word we will direct this money into Hudson’s factory, or not. Remember also that he’s a very wealthy man. He can afford to build his own factories.’

				‘But… but…’ The enormity of the decision terrified her.

				‘Of course, he’s a greedy sot, which is why he wants us to pay for it. He might not build there, otherwise. His whole reason for building in an area like that is to interest us in helping out financially.’

				Zoe realised what the wise man said was true, and the many times her father had angrily denounced the spending of government money that raised his taxes to support greedy companies flitted through her mind. But, ultimately, the thought of all those poor people getting phone calls to go to work decided the day. ‘I – I think you should give it to him,’ she decided, albeit without conviction.

				‘You do?’

				She nodded.

				‘Very well then, I will.’

				‘But… but surely not because I said so,’ she said, really hoping that wasn’t why.

				‘Yes,’ he said, dashing her hopes, ‘exactly because you said so. You’re an intelligent young lady, and so I trust your opinion.’

				He squeezed her thigh, and she realised her legs had somehow eased apart enough for his hand to nestle intimately between them. A shiver ran up her body as his fingers stroked closer and closer to her panties. ‘I – I think…’ She had no idea what she had been about to say.

				He smiled, then leaned closer and kissed her gently on the forehead. ‘Lovely girl,’ he whispered, his other hand caressing her hair.

				This was not right, she thought indistinctly as his lips hovered, and then he kissed her on the cheek. She felt her face redden and her breathing quicken.

				Still smiling, he moved again and kissed her on the lips. It was a soft kiss, but lingering, and she felt her own lips beginning to melt against his. He moved in even closer, and her breasts pressed against his jacket. His legs forced her knees further apart on the edge of the desk, and then she shuddered as she felt his fingers ease gently across the vital barrier of the elastic circling her thighs, and press ever so gently against her sex through the thin material of her panties.

				His mouth was still locked against hers as she tried to whisper a protest, her chest was tight to the point of breathlessness, and an electrical tension seemed to be coursing up through her body into her head and making it impossible for her to think straight. A single finger was moving unerringly back and forth over her sex lips, directly over her clitoris, and she could feel her pussy beginning to pulse with an almost painful level of excitement and anticipation.

				His tongue eased gently forward and flitted delicately across her slightly parted lips, and another crackling bolt of sexual electricity rippled through her. Then his tongue dipped into her mouth briefly, and she shuddered again as it made contact with hers.

				He lifted his head back, and she saw his eyes were for some reason filled with a yearning sadness. ‘You have no idea of the intensity of the pressure I’m under here, Zoe,’ he whispered, ‘and the terrible loneliness I sometimes feel.’ Then his lips were against hers again and his tongue dipped more deeply into her mouth.

				She felt her own tongue instinctively responding to meet his as their lips moved more firmly together. Her hands lifted to his shoulders as if to push him away, but she felt herself unable to exert any pressure as her mind tumbled and spun in a storm of emotions. The heat in her sex was becoming intense, and she let out a soft whimper, lost in his kiss as his finger eased gently beneath the edge of her panties, and touched that place at the top of her pussy where she had long noted the most wonderful sensations could arise. The pad of his fingertip began lightly stroking her there, and she felt herself literally melting against him.

				His other hand squeezed between them, and she moaned as it cupped her breast firmly, passionately, yet without the unrestrained desperation she had felt from the only fumbling boy she once permitted this one liberty to. Mr Erasmus was no boy. He was a man – a real man.

				His lips left hers and she let out an audible sigh as they eased in beneath her ear. This was wrong; she knew it was wrong, yet she could not bring herself to stop what was happening. His finger was doing shameful, wonderful things inside her panties, and she felt a tremendous hunger growing and consuming her thoughts, doubts and inhibitions.

				His lips moved back onto hers, his tongue pushing into her mouth just as his finger began moving more firmly and determinedly. She felt her lower body begin grinding unsteadily against the desk, and then a tremendous blossoming pleasure shot up from between her legs, shocking her with its blinding intensity.

				She cried out helplessly, her back arching as ecstasy rippled through her like a shockwave that ebbed gradually and left her trembling against him, trying to press her sex harder against his palm. ‘Oh, Mr Erasmus!’ she gasped, her head lolling weakly against his chest.

				His lips brushed her earlobe and he appeared not to hear her as his hand… his hand had somehow slipped up beneath her sweater. Even as her dazed mind slowly began to piece itself back together again, Zoe felt the fastening of her bra popping open, and a moment later a warm rush of excitement and pleasure overwhelmed her as his hand moved to cup her naked breast.

				‘We mustn’t, sir…’ she whispered. ‘Please, we mustn’t…’

				His lips were on hers again, silencing her. Then his other hand rose up from between her thighs and a tremendous relief warred with an equally tremendous disappointment, seeming to dash her in half. He embraced her more possessively, she felt her body easing further and further back towards the surface of the desk, and she moaned as her sweater was peeled up above her breasts. And then she was on her back, staring dazedly up at the crystal chandelier so far above her. She tried to move her arms, found them unaccountably restrained, and then vaguely realised he had pushed her blazer back off her shoulders and halfway down, effectively pinning them to her sides. Her hands waved feebly and uncertainly, her fingers clenching and unclenching, as he pushed aside her loose bra and slowly lowered his lips around one of her nipples, as she watched, utterly spellbound.

				The sensation electrified her. His lips were soft and warm, her nipple achingly hard and hot. She felt his tongue there, felt his teeth as he drew her rigid little bud into his mouth, felt the moist sensuality of his tongue as he sucked… she felt as if the world was spinning around her… and then it lurched to a halt between her legs as she felt his hand return to her sex, slipping easily inside her panties to caress the moist lips of her labia.

				She mustn’t… she mustn’t… she mustn’t…

				And yet she found no will to resist as her body was gripped by a charged desire that could not be denied. He was licking and chewing and sucking and doing shameful things to her breasts, things that had her gasping and panting and whimpering as the sensual thrill paralysed her ability to deny him. Then his finger penetrated her, gently but firmly, slipping between the tautly closed lips of her sex, and she climaxed again abruptly, her back arching and her head rolling from side to side on the polished desktop.

				The orgasm was prolonged and left her emotionally and physically drained as he continued to devour her breasts and push his finger even deeper inside her. Yet somehow she felt a new mental clarity as well, and her hands fumbled up weakly in an effort to push him away. ‘Mr Erasmus,’ she panted, ‘you mustn’t, please…’

				His face was suddenly above hers, his eyes still sad, and yet rebuking. ‘Would you deny me, Zoe?’ he said quietly but firmly. ‘Would you deny me the relief of tensions I’ve built up because of you? Would you leave me in the pain of rejection after the pleasure I have given you?’

				He straightened up, and she gasped anxiously as he gripped the material of her blazer so the garment imprisoned her arms even more tightly against her sides.

				‘I had not thought you that kind of girl, Zoe,’ he said forlornly. ‘I’m disappointed in you, to say the least. I had not thought you a tease, or that petty or selfish.’

				He was making the poor girl feel ashamed and wretched. ‘But I—’

				‘I had not thought you capable of such cruelty.’

				Zoe felt a sense of self-loathing and a frantic need to assure him that he was quite wrong about her.

				‘If you insist upon playing games with my kindness like a spoilt schoolgirl,’ he went on, increasingly displaying a simmering anger that alarmed her, ‘then you should at the very least relieve the terrible pressure that your incessant flirting has encouraged in me. I will be even more disappointed in you than I am already if you refuse me that one small thing, Zoe.’

				Utterly bewildered by events – so monumental to her – and his ever-changing demeanour towards her, poor Zoe did not know what to do or say for the best, so she nodded uncertainly, and was desperately happy to see a small smile of relief lift his stern expression, just a little.

				Steven Erasmus helped her off the desk, his hands easily cupping her bottom, and lowered her into his capacious chair. He settled her there for a moment, stroking her silky hair from her flushed and slightly perspiring brow, her arms still imprisoned by her own blazer, then, her wide and mesmerised eyes following their every move, his fingers went to the front of his tented trousers and unbuttoned them.

				She stared, appalled, as he slowly fumbled inside, paused while he gazed down upon her, and then drew out his erect penis. It was the first she’d ever seen, and it struck her as terrifyingly long and stout as it sprouted vaingloriously from the shadows of his gaping trousers. Gnarled, purple-blue veins entwined its girth, the smoothly bloated helmet pointing directly at her spellbound face.

				‘I knew you couldn’t be that cruel, my dear,’ he coaxed, inching his hips forward, towards her. The shiny head of his erection hovered, and she froze motionless as it brushed against her chin. ‘I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me…’

				Somehow she guessed his intention, and her eyes widened with shock as he held her head with one hand and gripped his penis by the base with his other, lifted just a fraction, and pressed the swollen tip against her very slightly parted lips. Her eyes widened even more as it persisted and managed to ease her lips a little wider apart, and nestled, just a little, between them.

				‘Oh yes,’ he whispered huskily, ‘I’m never wrong about people, and I’ve always known you would not disappoint me, my dear girl. Now be good and don’t move…’ and with a subtle push of his hips, Steven Erasmus sighed victoriously and sank smoothly into the gorgeous girl’s mouth, too late for her to resist, despite struggling weakly to turn her head away.

				‘Oh, my dear Zoe, you’re such a generous young lady,’ he croaked, the hand on her head applying just enough pressure to deter her from trying to turn away, the fingers gradually entwining in her silky hair to form a firm grip.

				Zoe swallowed to prevent herself from gagging, and her tongue flitted instinctively against the underside of the stalk impaling her mouth. Gradually she realised the taste and feel of him was not so unpleasant, and as her breathing calmed a sense of barriers falling away and unknown horizons opening up caused her to gaze along the length of his erection and realise she had come to a doorway that should have been opened long ago. Not to open it now would deeply disappoint Mr Erasmus, and confirm her as he’d said; spoilt and petty and selfish, and no one had ever described her that way before.

				He pushed deeper still into her mouth, and now her tongue could not resist full contact with his engorged penis. If it was to be done it was better to do it well and without hesitation, she knew, so she caressed the knotted length with her tongue, albeit a little hesitantly, and then experimented by sucking him tentatively.

				‘Yes, that’s it,’ he whispered, ‘lick, my dear, clever girl. Lick and suck.’ Steven Erasmus gazed down at the innocent beauty sitting before him, her arms pinned hopelessly at her sides, totally in his power. To be getting a blowjob from such a beauty was immensely pleasurable in itself, of course, but to exert such power over her really did enhance that pleasure beyond measure. And luring her to this point had been a major contributing factor in his enjoyment too. And the thrill of the hunt would not be over after this incredibly satisfying interlude, either; there was much more to enjoy of this delightful creature than just her surprisingly clever mouth…

				He moved the hand in her hair gently back and forth, and the glorious sight of his cock easing in and out of her warm wet mouth, her hollowed cheeks and her lips stretched tightly around him as he fucked her angelic face, almost took him over the brink far too soon. This girl was to be savoured, not rushed, and he clenched his jaw until the mini-crisis subsided. ‘That’s it, Zoe,’ he quietly enticed, ‘show me how kind and generous you really can be…’

				Encouraged by his response to her somewhat experimental efforts, and gratified to know she was pleasing him, Zoe obeyed, her tongue licking around his turgid head and pushing beneath it to caress him there.

				‘That’s very good… now suck again, my sweet girl. Suck gently, as I did on your nipples.’

				Her cheeks hollowed again as she continued to obey his guidance, sucking gently and rhythmically. She tried to reach up for him, but found her arms still pinned to her sides by her blazer. She tried to twist and shrug it off, but suddenly he was pushing even deeper, the full length of his shaft sliding between her lips and pressing insistently against the back of her mouth.

				He groaned, and again she felt gratified by the thought that she was giving him pleasure. She concentrated her efforts on pleasing him and doing a creditable job of it. She was aware of her inexperience, and blushed to think he might consider her an incompetent girl rather than a sophisticated woman, which made her try even harder to satisfy him even though she really had no idea what she was doing.

				He pushed against her and ground his hips slightly. His knees were pressed firmly against the front edge of the chair, between her parted thighs, and his hand released the base of his cock and gripped the back of the chair for balance as he leaned over her.

				Now Zoe found her face wedged firmly against him as he cocooned her head between his writhing groin, his belly, and his guiding hand still entwined in her hair. She felt the tip of his rigid penis moving back and then pushing into her cheek, forcing it outwards, and then twisting and pushing forward against her other cheek. He was fucking the whole of her mouth, literally, and the enormity of the thought almost overwhelmed her. Again he pulled back a fraction, pumping slowly in and out of her mouth as she tried her best to lick the underside of his shaft while at the same time sucking him rhythmically. He leaned against her even tighter, and she moaned as he threatened to glide all the way down into her throat. She nearly gagged, but he drew back and she redoubled her sucking efforts, suddenly wanting to bring his pleasure to a climax so he would seek no deeper penetration.

				A part of her was appalled by her actions, yet a strange and insatiable longing to please Mr Erasmus, to not disappoint him, forced all her misgivings aside. It was too late to stop what was happening now; she simply had to go on, she had no choice.

				Again he pushed forward, slowly but firmly, and she felt a hot little ripple of excitement as his erection sank relentlessly into her straining mouth. He pulled back so only the tip remained cosseted between her lips, and then eased forward once more, sliding his stiff cock deep between her stretched lips.

				With her jaw beginning to ache she marvelled at his stamina, and felt deliciously wicked as he moved inside her, filling her mouth and pulsing with life and hunger. His shaft was slippery with her saliva and twisted smoothly between her lips as her tongue lapped diligently at the engorged head. There seemed so much of him, especially as he began pumping more rapidly, his hands firmly gripping her head again. Each hard thrust came close to gagging her, and her hands fluttered upwards only to be restrained by the tangled blazer. She opened her eyes and stared dreamily at his erection, watching it glide forward and slip back directly beneath her eyes. His rigid penis was slick and glistening, and she trembled in awe as she submitted to it, letting it use her mouth in whatever way it wanted.

				Zoe thought she had surely become depraved, and yet as she stared at his groin moving forward and back, mere inches from her face, and at his cock pumping in and out between her lips faster and faster, she felt exhilaration at pleasing Mr Erasmus in such an intimate and sophisticated fashion. The soft wet noises his thick male member caused whilst ploughing in and out of her mouth sounded intensely lewd and carnal, and her sex ached to hear this same sound as his erection plunged deep into her belly. She wondered faintly if he would take her, if he would fling her onto all fours and mount her like his forebears…

				He thrust deep, and she gurgled helplessly as his swollen head threatened to gag her again. He was moving more quickly, panting for breath as he used her mouth for his own gratification. His fingers were clenched around her head, holding her in place as he fucked her face. She felt at once sordid and thrilled, ashamed and elated… Then, abruptly, her mouth filled with a bittersweet secretion. She swallowed reflexively, wincing at the odd taste, and shock and disgust blended with a dark, heady excitement as she realised he had spent himself in her mouth, which meant she had given him the pleasure he so desired. Almost at once his erratic movements slowed and she felt him begin to soften inside her, and experienced a profound sense of mingled triumph, relief, and loss.

				‘What on earth is the meaning of this?!’

				Steven Erasmus jerked back, releasing her, and Zoe watched, appalled, as a livid Ms Beacher strode across the office towards them. She stared at the woman in horror as she tried to get up, but fell back into the chair, clawing at the front of her sweater in an effort to pull it down over her naked breasts.

				‘Mr Erasmus!’ Beacher bellowed in a shocked, disgusted tone.

				‘Erm… hello there, Ms Beacher,’ he said. ‘I… I wasn’t expecting you.’

				‘I can see that!’ She turned her steely gaze on Zoe, who dropped her eyes, her face blazing. ‘Miss Quincanon!’ Her voice was filled with disappointment and rebuke.

				‘That will be all, Zoe,’ Erasmus said matter-of-factly, tucking himself away and straightening his dishevelled clothing.

				‘Yes, it most certainly will,’ Ms Beacher snapped.

				Chapter Four

				The horrible Ms Beacher glared at Zoe, and then marched around the desk, gripped her by the ear, and pulled her up from the chair. She then stood by impatiently as Steven Erasmus quickly adjusted the young woman’s clothing so her blazer was no longer pinning her arms down to her sides, and smoothed down her skirt.

				Ms Beacher then caught her by the ear again, and Zoe gasped and moaned despairingly as she was pulled towards the door, but she did not dare resist.

				‘I trust you’ll remain discrete about this, Ms Beacher,’ Erasmus said, somewhat contritely.

				Casting him a scornful look, the woman wrenched open the door, letting go of Zoe’s ear to grip her arm instead and force her out into the corridor. ‘I simply cannot believe it,’ she muttered to herself, shaking her head as she marched her prisoner along the corridor.

				Zoe looked down at the floor, mortified and ashamed and unable to speak, or to offer up the slightest defence. There was no defence. She had behaved like a wanton tart and been caught doing so. What possible defence could she offer? What possible denial could she make?

				Beacher all but flung her into her office, and slammed the door closed behind them. ‘How dare you?’ she growled. ‘How dare you treat the hallowed halls of the Prime Minister’s Office with such contempt? You vile, filthy girl!’

				Zoe continued to stare mutely down at the floor.

				‘Look at me when I’m speaking to you, young lady.’

				Zoe raised her eyes reluctantly, her face burning with embarrassment.

				‘I have no alternative but to dismiss you and inform your father and mother of the circumstances which led to that dismissal.’

				‘Oh no, don’t, please!’ Zoe begged, utterly horrified by this extra turn of events.

				‘I have no alternative,’ the woman insisted resolutely. ‘I cannot condone such lewd behaviour and I cannot keep a girl of such low morals around here.’

				‘But you can’t!’ Zoe squealed desperately. ‘You just can’t!’

				‘You must be properly punished, and your parents are the only ones who can see to it,’ Beacher said firmly.

				‘Please don’t tell them,’ Zoe begged. ‘I’m so ashamed!’

				‘Clearly you have no shame.’

				‘But I do, I do! I’m so sorry! I can’t think what came over me…’

				‘My concern now is that it does not come over you again.’

				‘It won’t, I promise!’

				‘Clearly you haven’t the necessary self-control to make any such guarantee. Clearly you were not sufficiently disciplined in your youth, and it is not my job to discipline you now.’

				‘But please, my father will be so… it would be so horribly embarrassing. I could never look at him again!’

				‘Well, the only fitting alternative is that I punish you here, Zoe,’ the woman said thoughtfully, her fearsome mood seeming to soften very slight. ‘Is that what you want?’

				‘Oh yes, please, I’ll do anything you say, anything,’ Zoe implored, at last seeing a chink of hope from an awful situation.

				‘Will you?’ A smile touched Beacher’s thin lips. ‘Will you do anything?’

				‘Yes, I swear,’ she said fervently.

				‘There is a method used to discipline unruly schoolgirls,’ Beacher said scornfully. ‘It’s not something to be used on women but on foolish, ignorant girls.’ She moved over to a cupboard, opened the door, and searched about inside. Her hand then emerged holding a long, slim length of wood, which she brandished before Zoe with a nod of satisfaction. ‘Well, are you still eager to be disciplined by me?’

				Zoe stared at the thin cane with dawning recognition and trepidation. It was longer than the ones used on her at school, and she suspected her hands were not the intended recipients of the discipline Ms Beacher had in mind. Still, there was no need to even think about it. Anything was preferable to having her father and mother made aware of her awful, sluttish behaviour. ‘Yes, Ms Beacher,’ she eventually said softly, her voice shaking.

				‘Very well,’ the woman sounded pleased, ‘then you will bend over the desk.’

				Zoe turned reluctantly, and looked at it a moment before stepping closer until the hard edge of its surface pressed against her thighs.

				‘Remove your blazer first. We don’t want it getting creased, do we?’

				‘No,’ Zoe agreed sullenly, took it off, laid it across the nearby chair, then leaned forward and spread her hands on the desktop, flat and apart for support.

				‘All the way,’ the authoritarian instructed.

				Obediently, Zoe bent more deeply from the waist, folding her forearms beneath her face and resting her cheek on them.

				‘Reach back and lift your skirt up, young lady,’ came the continuing directions.

				Blushing furiously, young Zoe obeyed again, peeling the soft material up over her bottom until it was around her hips.

				‘Now lower your panties.’

				The command mortified her. ‘Must I?’ she whimpered.

				‘Of course you must.’ The woman was relentless. ‘It will be far more effective in helping you learn your lesson.’

				Ms Beacher was quite right, of course, but Zoe felt even more humiliated as she timidly eased her panties down, baring her bottom. She intended to let them stay just below her cheeks, but they slipped down her slender legs to her ankles, making her feel quite indecently exposed.

				‘Now show me your character by remaining silent,’ Beacher commanded.

				Zoe closed her eyes and braced herself. She had heard boys speak of being caned, and it had sounded quite awful. Of course, the canes they described had been thicker and firmer than the one Ms Beacher was wielding, which seemed more of a switch than a cane, but she was certain it would hurt terribly nonetheless.

				She felt ashamed to be treated like a naughty schoolgirl. She had wanted so much to make a good impression and be respected, and now she lay bent over Ms Beacher’s desk like a bad girl gone to see the headmistress, her panties around her ankles.

				And yet there was something quite lewd and exciting about exposing herself in such a way, even something strangely comforting. It reminded her of her childhood, when life was completely governed by her elders and her betters, when there was no need to worry about making something of herself, or trying to make her own way in the world. She felt somewhat comforted, too, that she was exposing herself only on Ms Beacher’s express orders, and that she would now receive the punishment that was her due. She deserved to be soundly thrashed; she had behaved most abominably, like a wicked, wicked girl. Even now as she recalled her actions she felt startled and somewhat awed by how brazen she had been. She wondered how she could possibly have done such things, and then the pleasure returned… the feel of Mr Erasmus’s fingers on her sex, the swelling of his penis in her mouth, the heady air of excitement and passion and wonder as the blood coursed through her veins…

				She heard the sound of wood slicing through the air and stiffened, but Ms Beacher appeared to be simply testing the cane’s weight.

				‘You will have to gain some measure of control over your body, Quincanon.’

				Abruptly, Zoe felt the tip of the cane pushing against her sex. She gasped as it moved gently up and down her vulva, and then eased between her labial lips to saw lightly back and forth.

				‘This is the source of your difficulty,’ Beacher stated. ‘This is where those filthy ideas come from, where your wicked desires arise. This,’ she stroked more firmly, ‘is what you must control if you are to behave like a respectable member of society.’

				It hurt a little as the cane sawed against her sex, for though the wood was smoothly polished it was angled in against the hood beneath which her clitoris sheltered, and Zoe still felt terribly sensitive down there. Remembering the exhilarating pleasure she experienced as Mr Erasmus touched her there, and rubbed her there, she thought how fitting it was that the next touch her clitoris felt was the wood of the cane that was to punish her for indulging in such indecent sensations.

				And yet the pressure of the cane only served to feed the dark sense of excitement she had begun to feel after lowering her panties and bending over the desk. She had never done anything very bad or immoral before today and a part of her exulted in finally having done so. The cane did not exactly feel good, but it did not feel at all unpleasant, either. Zoe thought she must be quite terrible indeed to be experiencing any pleasure at all whilst being punished, and she blushed at the anger and outrage Ms Beacher would exhibit if she suspected what her naughty charge was feeling.

				Beacher abruptly jerked the cane back and up, Zoe gasped at the explosion of feeling in her clitoris, and even as she did so, she heard the hiss of displaced air as the cane whipped upwards and then down again to crack viciously against her buttocks. The sound of the impact was muted, but not so the stinging pain that made her cry out and spasm violently beneath it.

				‘I said to be quiet,’ Beacher snapped. ‘Stop behaving like a spoilt brat.’ She gripped the back of Zoe’s head, forcing her firmly down over the desk once more, and slapped her hand away from her bottom, where a line of fiery pain now throbbed fiercely.

				‘But it hurts!’ Zoe wailed.

				‘Of course it hurts. Whatever do you imagine the point of this exercise is if not pain?’ Zoe felt the rounded shaft of the cane slip between her thighs once again and slice between her sex lips. ‘Do you really think we’re here merely so I can see your girlish charms? Now be still and be silent.’

				The cane pulled back, and again Zoe gasped softly, bracing herself as it cut through the air and then sliced cruelly into the quivering cheeks of her bottom. She jerked fiercely beneath the impact, but was able to suppress a cry of agony. She merely groaned and pressed her wrist against her mouth as another line of pain began throbbing and stinging across her tender cheeks.

				‘Girls like you, Quincanon, must be taught their place in life.’

				Zoe bit her lip, preparing for another strike. She had behaved badly, and now she must be punished for it – punished most cruelly. She felt a strangely relaxing sense of martyrdom at the thought, and mentally urged Beacher on.

				The cane slashed across her bottom once more and her whole body jerked, tears forming in her eyes as the torment intensified. And yet she experienced an odd sense of satisfaction as well, mingled with determination, because she needed to be punished. Her wanton body needed to feel the torment that was the price of pleasure.

				‘You think you can go about flaunting your body at men and seducing them into wicked behaviour without punishment?’ Beacher demanded. ‘Well, think again, young lady.’

				Once more the cane cracked across her upraised bottom, and again Zoe’s body quivered and tears filled her eyes as her buttocks throbbed and burned. Yet she embraced the agony, gathering it about her like a mantle and hugging it tightly, revelling in the feel of it consuming her traitorous flesh.

				‘It is the temptations of the flesh we must resist,’ Beacher said coldly, stroking the cane back and forth against Zoe’s sex, the shaft pressing up between her soft pubic lips as it moved.

				Even through a haze of torment, Zoe could feel her response to the caress of the smooth wood; could feel the heady arousal seeking to spread up through her body. She wanted Beacher to strike her again quickly, but instead the woman continued to move the cane back and forth against her sex.

				‘Women in particular have a duty to restrain themselves and suppress the vile urges they feel down there, where wickedness is spawned,’ the older woman went on, and Zoe knew she was right, so very right, for she was feeling such vile urges even now, even while desperately seeking to suppress them. She raised her bottom, trying to pull her sex away from the caress of the cane and draw another blow, and she was rewarded for her effort as the cane hissed back, and then snapped down again, leaving another trail of fire burning across her flaming cheeks.

				‘Are you sorry for what you did, Quincanon?’ Beacher urged.

				Zoe gasped, unable to speak but nodding fervently as the cane stroked her sex again.

				‘Then say so. Say you’re sorry.’

				Zoe felt those awful urges towards pleasure and wanted to beg the woman to strike her once more. ‘I – I’m sorry,’ she gasped.

				‘Sorry for what, Quincanon?’

				‘Sorry I… sorry I was so… so bad,’ she stammered breathlessly.

				‘Sorry for doing what, Quincanon?’

				Zoe moaned, and then gasped as the cane pressed up hard against her sex. Images of herself with Mr Erasmus filled her head, remembered sensations of excitement and ecstasy as his hands moved over her body, and she felt her nipples hardening and her breasts growing more sensitive where they were pressed against the desktop.

				‘Sorry for what, Quincanon?’

				‘I’m sorry for letting Mr Erasmus… touch me,’ she moaned.

				The cane whipped up and down, hissing through the air and cracking against her flesh.

				‘Sorry for what, Quincanon?’ Beacher repeated relentlessly.

				The slender weapon stroked her sex again, pushing up between her pubic lips and making her clench her teeth as she resisted the delight blending with the pain. ‘I’m sorry for… for sucking his cock,’ she whimpered.

				The cane snapped down and Zoe felt the echo of the impact passing through her lower belly and making her pussy throb.

				‘Vile, wicked girl!’

				Again the cane slashed across her bottom and she felt the sting even as another strangely delicious muscle spasm moved through her lower belly and into her groin. She thought she could feel her clitoris swelling in response, and for one wild instant imagined it was Mr Erasmus standing behind her, seeing her so lewdly displayed as he punished her for such indecent behaviour.

				‘Do not use obscene words in front of me, Zoe Quincanon,’ Beacher reprimanded her further. ‘Your obscene actions were bad enough. You performed fellatio upon him.’

				‘Yes,’ she gasped, ‘that’s what I did.’

				‘And are you sorry for it?’

				‘I’m sorry I performed f-fellatio on Mr Erasmus!’ Her hands turned beneath her so her palms pressed against her breasts, and she squeezed them subconsciously, groaning as another blow made her bottom quiver and blaze.

				‘We do not appreciate girls who behave like sluts here, Quincanon,’ Ms Beacher warned her sternly.

				The very idea that she was a slut was laughable, and yet it was true, she had behaved like a slut. She felt a wicked elation at the thought, followed by a terrible sense of shame, but then the cane slipped between her thighs again and pressed up into her sex. Her bottom jerked upwards as the thin wood sliced slowly against her furrow, and a wave of indecent excitement flooded her.

				The cane cracked across her bottom once, twice, a third, and then a fourth time in quick succession. At each blow both the torment and her arousal grew in strength and intensity, and tears escaped her tightly closed eyes even as her hands squeezed her breasts in time with the dark hunger suffusing her body.

				‘If you wish to gift your body to men, young lady, so it can be used as a sexual plaything, then do so elsewhere, for I have no desire to witness your degradation.’

				Another blow slashed into her buttocks, then another, and she moaned as pain and pleasure spun and twisted inside her in a maelstrom of sensations.

				‘Very well, that is all, you may dress yourself,’ Beacher suddenly announced, and Zoe barely heard her as she experienced a profound sense of relief tinged with disappointment. She straightened up slowly, feeling utterly wrung out. Her hands moved back to cradle her throbbing bottom, and looking down over her shoulder, she glimpsed thin red lines decorating her burning rump.

				‘Pull up your panties,’ Ms Beacher said unsympathetically.

				Stiffly, Zoe bent and eased them up her legs. Her buttocks continued to throb painfully, and as the strange excitement ebbed away, she felt a renewed sense of shame that quickly made her smooth her skirt down to cover herself.

				‘I trust we will not need to repeat this,’ the woman said.

				‘No, Ms Beacher,’ Zoe whispered meekly.

				‘Then go back to your desk and concentrate on your work.’

				‘Yes, Ms Beacher.’ Grabbing her jacket, Zoe all but fled the office she was so eager to remove herself from the woman’s presence, feeling a deep sense of relief as the cool air in the corridor wafted up her skirt and around her blazing posterior. And she suffered a gratifying sense of rightness, as well. She had done a bad thing, and had been punished for it appropriately, which greatly eased the guilt she would otherwise have felt over her terrible behaviour with Mr Erasmus.

				And her behaviour had been terrible. Even as she made her way back to her desk, remembered passion, pleasure and lewdness played through her mind again and again. The thought of his immense penis, remembering how it had felt inside her mouth and the sense of being fully possessed by him, of being selfishly used for his pleasure, made her sex throb and grow warm and heavy again. And as for the fact that he had actually come in her mouth…

				She walked by two women standing in the corridor who stared after her as she passed. One was a slim, exotic looking Asian girl with long black hair. The other was a statuesque blonde, and they interrupted their conversation as Zoe hurried away from Beacher’s office.

				‘Who on earth is that?’ the blonde asked.

				‘That’s the new girl, Zoe something-or-other.’

				‘Did you notice her bra seemed to be undone inside her sweater?’

				‘Yes, I did. Fancy that.’

				‘Well, well, well, I had no idea Beacher swung that way.’

				‘Now, Allison, we don’t know that,’ the Asian girl said in a thoroughly unconvincing voice.

				‘No, of course we don’t,’ the blonde mused, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

				‘If she did, wouldn’t she have gone after you long before now?’

				‘You’d think so, wouldn’t you?’ the blonde said, pouting exaggeratedly. ‘But who can say? Tastes vary. Do you know anything about this girl?’

				‘She’s supposed to be very old fashioned, from one of those Swiss finishing schools parents who want to keep their daughters chaste send them to.’

				‘So, Selina, do you think that nasty old Beacher and the virginal young intern have a thing going?’

				‘It would be precious, wouldn’t it?’ the Asian girl agreed.

				‘We’ll have to find out.’

				‘Well, you could always have a go at the girl yourself.’

				‘You’re more her age.’

				The Asian beauty made a face. ‘What am I supposed to do?’

				‘Befriend her.’

				‘Oh, please.’

				‘Seduce her, I mean.’

				‘But you know I’m straight.’

				‘Do I?’ Allison’s smile broadened.

				‘Okay, so you can make me come, big deal,’ Selina conceded. ‘It’s just a physical response, that’s all, and God knows you know how to bring out physical responses in a girl. So what?’

				‘I told you before that all of us are bisexual at heart, Selina. It’s only our inhibitions that keep us from realising it.’

				‘You blackmailed me into that,’ Selina protested, her chin pushing out resentfully.

				‘You made a bet and lost,’ Allison pointed out, her lips moving close to the other girl’s ear, ‘and then you squealed and wriggled and twisted like a fish on a hook while I ran my clever fingers and tongue all over your pretty little body.’

				Selina moved away, frowning. ‘It was a physical reaction, nothing more. Besides, I was drunk. I’d had a lot to drink to brace myself when I knew I’d have to let you touch me.’

				Allison snorted.

				‘And it won’t happen again. I’m engaged.’

				‘Yes, to a boring little man for a marriage arranged by your parents, and you’ll get married in a quaint little ceremony and be a dutiful little wife to him forever.’

				‘There’s nothing wrong with that,’ Selina snapped. ‘Don’t make it sound like that!’

				Allison moved her face closer again. ‘Does he make you writhe and twist like I did?’ she goaded.

				‘We haven’t done anything yet,’ Selina retorted resentfully, turning away.

				‘You haven’t? Good God, is he under the illusion you’re a virgin? He doesn’t know about those wild times in Paris, or about the time in Oxford?’

				‘Be quiet!’ Selina hissed in exasperation.

				‘What about the wet T-shirt contest at that grotty little bar in New York?’

				‘Please, be quiet, someone will hear you…’

				Allison chuckled as they walked down the corridor in silence for a few moments.

				‘I was younger then,’ Selina said abruptly. ‘Now I’m more mature. Some people grow up and stop doing foolish things.’

				‘I think pretending to be something you aren’t, and marrying someone who thinks you’re going to act like a pretty little China doll, is supremely foolish,’ Allison said haughtily.

				‘There’s no reason he has to find out anything unless someone tells him.’

				‘Not me, my lips are sealed. We’re friends, after all.’

				Now it was Selina’s turn to laugh cynically.

				‘Let’s get back to this Zoe girl,’ Allison urged.

				‘Okay, but I am not going to seduce her,’ Selina insisted.

				‘Okay, okay, I was joking anyway. I’ll do that myself. But you can befriend her and find out all you can about her and Beacher.’

				Selina sighed.

				‘I’m your boss, after all,’ Allison reminded her amiably. ‘Think of it as espionage. We need to know what the enemy is up to. You don’t have to sleep with the girl, just play up to her.’

				‘All right, all right,’ Selina gave in. ‘I’ll see what I can do.’

				Normand Miller stared at Zoe as she approached her desk. She was carrying her jacket in one hand, and something was wrong with her sweater; the previously smooth, unmarred top seemed oddly wrinkled above her breasts, but as she drew nearer he saw this was not in fact the case, and after a moment more he realised why. Her bra – the lines of which beneath the form-fitting material were detectable to his well-practiced eye – was twisted up somehow. In fact, the left side was actually pushed up above her breast, which made the outline of her soft orb much clearer than had been the case previously, so clear in fact that he could define its perfect shape right down to the dimpled presence of her nipple at its centre. This in itself was intensely exciting, and he feasted his eyes on her as she came nearer, only just remembering to raise them from her alluring bosom as she looked over at him with an unconvincing smile.

				But why was her bra up above her breast and how was it she did not appear to notice? As she turned her back on him, placed her jacket over the back of her chair and sat down – rather gingerly, for some reason – Normand saw and confirmed the twisted outline of her bra strap over one shoulder, and clearly the strap traversing her back was undone. Putting this fact together with her fragile smile and slightly less than perfectly brushed hair, and using his rather sordid imagination, he almost immediately came to the exciting conclusion that someone had been at her; someone’s hands had undone her bra and pushed it up to fondle her lovely sweet breasts.

				Hardening instantly beneath his desk, he imagined her naked body in a variety of positions, and then discarded them all; clearly she had not removed her clothing. Her state of dishevelment spoke of furtive fondling and groping. He wondered who the lucky bastard had been as he pondered her odd behaviour as she sat, the way she settled gingerly and then seemed to squirm and constantly shift her position. He wondered lustfully if she was still so aroused that she could not bear the contact of her pussy against the chair, and jealousy mixed with desire as he imagined her nubile body being pawed and mauled by some lucky, undeserving slime-ball.

				Then his lascivious mental ramblings were interrupted by the approach of another young woman, and he furtively squeezed his erection between his thighs at the sight of her. It was Selina Chan, the Chinese girl who worked with Allison Parker. Petit and slender, with a pixy-cute face and straight black hair falling like silk down her back, she had been the subject of his masturbatory fantasies for days after he last saw her and before the glorious Zoe Quincanon entered his drab world. It was difficult to determine her age. Asian girls all seemed so young to him, but the computer database said she was twenty-three and unmarried. She hardly had an accent, but he knew she was first generation.

				He watched her stop at Zoe’s desk, and heard her ask about an old travel claim Allison Parker had made months earlier. Zoe produced the file and photocopied it for her, after which Selina leaned a little closer and whispered something to her. Zoe seemed to blush a little, and as Selina turned and walked off, she got up and hurried away herself towards the ladies’ room.

				When she returned, her bra was once again restored to its rightful order beneath her sweater.

				Normand observed this series of events with intense fascination.

				Zoe was relieved when the day was finally over. She had been dreading having to see Mr Erasmus or Ms Beacher again, which would have been too embarrassing to bear. She even tried to think up ways of quitting her job that would not draw outraged demands for explanation from her parents.

				She hurried down the back stairs, and heaved a sigh of relief as she exited the building, heading for the tube. It had been quite an eventful day, and she had yet to come to terms with those events and the part she had played in them.

				She was almost at the station entrance when a voice made her look back, and she forced a polite smile as the Asian girl who had spoken with her earlier appeared beside her.

				‘You take the tube as well?’ Selina asked cheerfully.

				‘Yes,’ Zoe said, despite not really feeling in the mood for company, ‘it’s hard to find anywhere to park.’

				‘Yes, it is, but the tube is probably faster than driving anyway. I don’t live far, just in Mayfair. And you?’

				‘I live in Mayfair, too.’

				‘Oh, how nice.’

				They trotted down the steps together, and stepped through the gates to stand beside the tracks.

				‘Got your bra fixed, I see,’ Selina observed with a cheeky twinkle in her eye, and Zoe couldn’t help feeling so silly. ‘Don’t worry, I shan’t tell anyone. Who was he?’

				‘He?’ Zoe echoed anxiously, paranoia convincing her that everyone at work already knew every sordid detail about her encounter with Mr Erasmus. ‘I, um, I don’t know what you mean.’

				‘Oh, come now,’ Selina giggled. ‘It certainly didn’t undo itself without you noticing. Unless you were so very preoccupied you would certainly have noticed.’

				‘It just broke, that’s all,’ Zoe insisted, feeling increasingly uneasy.

				‘And now it’s fixed? Oh never mind, then.’

				Zoe was relieved when the pretty Oriental girl turned the conversation to safer subjects, and they chatted fairly easily whilst travelling the crowded underground towards Mayfair. Selina got off first, and Zoe rode the rest of the way in reflective silence. She alighted at her station, climbed up to the street, and glanced at the nearby bus stop. There was a large queue, so she walked past it, continuing on down the street towards her flat on foot.

				The time spent with Selina had been a good thing really, she supposed. It had taken her mind off the almost unbelievable events of the day, and introduced the possibility of making a new friend at work. She had few friends in the city; all her friends had been at school, and originated from all over Europe and America. Selina seemed like a nice person and very confident in herself, a trait Zoe greatly envied. Perhaps she would have her over to tea the next time they met up.

				She picked up her mail from the mat, which had been pushed through her letterbox, and closed the front door behind her. Then she stiffened slightly as she discovered another one of those naughty cards mixed in with her usual bills. As with the previous one, it had her name written across the expensive envelope in gold script, and she hesitated to open it for long seconds feeling a mixture of dread and anticipation. Finally, she set everything down and ripped it open.

				As before, she pulled out a wordless card with a well-rendered black-and-white drawing of a lovely young woman. The girl was kneeling, and she was naked except for high heels and a tight black leather corset that covered her from hips to just below her breasts. Shackles encircled her ankles and wrists, which were bound together behind her. A chain above lifted her arms high, forcing her to bend forward so her head was deeply bowed, perhaps in submission to the person imprisoning her. She appeared to be kneeling on a stone floor with a rough stone wall behind her.

				Zoe noticed her hands were trembling slightly as she looked down at the picture, imagining the girl as the prisoner of a cruel master in a dark land somewhere, held captive for her beauty and used in unspeakable ways.

				She felt her chest tightening as she imagined herself in the same position, vulnerable to the cruel lusts of men, naked and chained against her will. She wondered what it would be like to be completely at the mercy of cruel people, with no way to protect herself from any who chose to take advantage of her.

				There was a darkly sensuous air to the picture, and an odd excitement in the images it caused to pass rapidly through her mind. The tribulations of the day were much in her thoughts, and she recalled with a feeling of breathlessness just how she had felt very much a vulnerable captive, how her arms had been pinned to her sides by her blazer so she was unable to resist Mr Erasmus as he pushed his greedy penis deeper and deeper into her mouth…

				She shuddered, put the card down on the telephone table, and drifted distractedly into her bedroom to change. She stripped quickly and hurried to the bathroom, to her full-length mirror that hung on the back of the door. There, for the first time, she could examine her still stinging bottom, and note the angry red lines that had been laid without mercy upon her pale flesh. The welts were thinner than her small finger, but they ached intensely as she tentatively traced them. Her face coloured again as she remembered the shameful way she had been punished, and yet at the same time she recalled the sense of heady arousal as the cane stroked her sex. She slipped a finger between her thighs, rubbing lightly, and felt a growing tension in her tummy…

				Zoe scolded herself and put on her robe, wanting to relax fully without having to bother with any clothing, and went out into the front room. She looked at the clock, noting the time and comparing it to the previous day when Mr Erasmus had phoned. She wondered if he would call again, and whether or not he knew Ms Beacher had punished her pretty severely. Surely he must wonder what had happened after they left his office.

				She turned on the television, gripped by a disturbing sense of sexual tension she did not know what to do with as she moved about her flat, filled with a breathless anticipation.

				Then the phone rang.

				Zoe gasped, and felt a debilitating anxiety grip her as she stared across the room at the receiver. It rang again, and after an agony of indecision, she moved to it.

				‘Hello?’ she said tentatively.

				‘Ah, Zoe, how good to hear your voice.’

				Her heart skipped a beat. ‘Mr Erasmus,’ she whispered. ‘It’s you.’

				‘I do hope Beacher was not overly hard on you for what happened in my office today.’

				‘No, she…’

				‘It was entirely my fault. I feel as though I’ve taken awful advantage of you, dear girl. I behaved appallingly, and I feel terrible. Please forgive me for being a silly old fool.’

				Zoe felt dreadful that he was feeling such recriminations. ‘No, it was my fault, sir, I—’

				‘Don’t argue, my dear.’

				‘Yes, sir… I mean, no sir.’

				‘You cannot be blamed for your natural bloom of loveliness, Zoe, for the silkiness of your skin, the seductive scent of your hair and the irresistible fullness of your breasts. It is not your fault that a lonely old man was entranced by your charms and longed to feel, if only for a moment, the freedom of youth in your embrace. Do you remember when I took your budding nipples into my mouth, my dear?’

				Her lips were moist and slightly parted as she held the phone, listening to his every seductive word.

				‘Zoe?’

				‘Yes, Mr Erasmus…?’

				‘It was wonderful for me, you dear girl,’ he said, his husky tone mesmerising her. ‘For the first time in many a year I felt alive again with your ripe nipples between my lips and against my tongue…’

				The blood was rushing to Zoe’s face and pounding in her temples, making her feel light-headed. Her brain felt like cotton wool and she was sure her breathing would falter. Wet warmth radiated between her tightly clenched thighs, and the thin robe suddenly seemed heavy against her tight nipples. Without conscious thought or effort she loosened the waist tie, letting it fall away to the sides, her face hot as she stared at nothing.

				‘…And the feel of your lithe body against me was like renewed life,’ Erasmus went on quietly. ‘Nothing has made me feel so rejuvenated as the soft cries of pleasure that whispered from your beautiful lips when your orgasm was upon you, Zoe. And I want you to know that the feel of your beautiful mouth around my erection was like heaven on earth. Had I died at that moment, I could not have died a happier man. Never have I felt more joy in my whole life…

				‘Are you there, sweet girl?’

				Zoe tried to speak, but could not.

				‘I know, I shouldn’t be saying these things. It’s quite wrong of me to be talking to you like this. Forgive me, I’m taking liberties with your kind, uncomplicated nature again, but I wanted you to know just how much our brief moment together meant to me… means to me. For giving me such unconditional joy, my dear, I will seek some way in which I can repay you in kind.’

				Zoe was not sure what he meant or why he should say that. ‘I… you don’t… there’s nothing to… to repay, sir,’ she managed, realising her sex was pressed against the rounded corner of the small table. Her free hand moved sheepishly up and cupped her breasts, and she felt a sweet wickedness take hold of her at the thought that she was once again nearly naked while she spoke to Mr Erasmus.

				‘I do hope you aren’t feeling bad about what happened, Zoe?’

				‘No, I think I’m all right, sir.’ She felt the glow of perspiration on her forehead as she began rubbing her clitoris gently against the table. The wickedness that he did not suspect what she was doing, that he had no way of knowing, excited her immensely.

				‘You aren’t like other girls I see today, Zoe,’ he went on, his detached voice a low drawl. ‘You have a much better sense of what it means to be a woman, a much greater appreciation of the roles of the sexes. You don’t try to act like a man. I could tell that about you from the start. I hope you haven’t suffered for it because of me.’

				‘I – I didn’t… suffer…’

				‘Didn’t you? You wouldn’t be dishonest with me, would you, Zoe?’ His voice grew slightly distant.

				‘I… it was nothing,’ she fumbled for words as her mind spun.

				‘What was nothing? How did Beacher punish you, Zoe?’

				She was too embarrassed to reply.

				‘Did she punish you in the traditional way?’ he prompted.

				‘I suppose she did…’

				‘I thought she might. She’s such a tyrant. I hope it didn’t hurt too much, my dear.’

				‘No, thank you for your concern, sir, but I’m fine…’

				‘The thought of you bent over to bravely receive your punishment gives me great respect for you, Zoe. And yet, for some inexcusable reason, even the thought of you in such a humble position revives my inappropriate thoughts for you. I shouldn’t, it’s wrong of me, but I can easily imagine myself standing behind you as you submitted to your punishment. It would have been like the old days, when men of great strength and power disciplined wayward young maidens.’

				Her eyes closed as a mysterious heat suffused her whole being. She was rubbing herself steadily against the corner of the table, memories sweeping in and out of her mind – the feel of his hands on her body, the sight of his aroused penis all slick and gleaming and gliding in and out of her mouth, and the dark hunger she felt as Ms Beacher stroked the cane between her legs before bringing it down across her burning bottom again and again.

				She felt an exquisite, pulsing tension in her sex, an intoxicating desire and excitement, as her free hand moved back and forth across her naked flesh, over her swollen breasts and erect nipples, and down to her taut belly.

				She was behaving terribly, she knew, but she could not help herself, could not even seem to care. She pressed herself harder against the table, and ached from the pressure against her tender flesh, yet the discomfort only seemed to stoke her arousal.

				‘How is your bottom, Zoe?’ his voice went on. ‘Are there livid red lines across that delicate, porcelain skin? Has Beacher lined the perfection of your lovely arse?’

				She began climaxing listening to his deep, suggestive timbre, and quickly slammed the receiver back into its cradle, her fingers growing white around it as the orgasm caught and swept her away. She sobbed with pleasure, grinding herself against the wooden table, her eyes closed and her head lolling back as ecstasy gripped her.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Five

				‘This is truly amusing,’ Steven Erasmus said, as he put down the receiver.

				Ms Beacher was just entering his office, and she dropped a thick folder on his desk. ‘What is truly amusing?’ she asked.

				‘Our little Zoe, naturally.’

				She smiled thinly. ‘Please don’t tell me you’re engaging in phone sex with her now. Is there no level to which you won’t stoop?’

				‘I wouldn’t define it that way, precisely.’ He pursed his lips thoughtfully. ‘But she does seem to respond to choice words.’

				The woman shook her head. ‘I suppose I should know better than to disagree with you about how young women can be seduced,’ she acknowledged. ‘You do realise her father will make quite a deal of noise if ever he finds out.’

				‘Ah, but I’m counting on him finding out, Veronica,’ the conniving man disclosed, ‘although not until I’m ready.’

				‘And when will that be?’

				‘When he will do his best to make as little noise as possible about my little bit of fun with his precious daughter by supporting my bid for a knighthood and a safe seat in the House.’

				‘Support you?’ She stared at him in disbelief and snorted. ‘But he loathes you!’

				‘Yes, doesn’t he, though?’ Erasmus mused. ‘But that won’t matter.’

				‘I don’t see how he can be damaged by his daughter having a public affair with you, though. You’re the one who would bear the brunt of the scandal.’

				‘Not an affair, you’re quite right, there,’ he said. ‘But what if she was to be found involved in something far more brazen?’

				Beacher narrowed her eyes, waiting.

				‘Something to excite the minds of the plebs and that would draw enormous media coverage,’ he teased.

				‘You’re going to have her sleep with someone from royalty, is that it?’

				‘Not quite, but how about Sir Patrick?’

				‘Patrick Stewart?’ she gasped, staring at him in shock.

				‘The very same.’ He nodded, his demeanour one of amusement. ‘I understand he still has an eye for the young ladies.’

				‘An eye, perhaps, but he never touches them these days,’ Beacher argued. ‘He’s harmless. Especially now he’s Minister of State at the Home Office and, I might add, Quincanon’s greatest ally.’

				‘How many men do you know who could resist a girl like Zoe should she express an interest in them?’

				‘You think you can persuade her to sleep with a stodgy old fossil like Stewart?’ Beacher scoffed. ‘Think again. You haven’t even persuaded her to sleep with you yet.’

				‘All in good time, Veronica,’ he assured her with a confident smile, ‘all in good time. The path to young Zoe Quincanon’s heart lies in convincing her she’s doing good, and certainly sleeping with Stewart would be an extremely altruistic deed.’

				‘If it didn’t kill him,’ she pointed out derisively.

				‘Oh, it’ll hurt a little,’ he agreed with a shark-like grin, ‘but he’ll survive the experience. Speaking of which, how did our little girl take her punishment?’

				Beacher shrugged uncertainly. ‘I don’t know. She didn’t complain, and in fact, she acted as if she deserved it. And at times… well, if I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was secretly enjoying it, in a strange way.’

				‘Yes, in a strange way indeed,’ he ruminated. ‘We’ll have to see to more punishments for our chaste young lady. But first, of course, we’ll have to persuade her to be naughty again.’

				‘You know,’ Beacher said wistfully, ‘there’s a wonderful thrill to punishing someone like that. The feel of the cane as it strikes innocent flesh, the way she squirms, her reactions…’ She cleared her throat and blushed a little, pulling herself together.

				‘You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?’

				‘I wouldn’t say that,’ she replied defensively. ‘It’s just that… I don’t know, the sense of power is rather appealing.’

				‘Yes,’ he agreed with an inscrutable smile, ‘I know it is, and soon I hope to be able to feel that sense of power myself.’

				It was going to be another hot and humid day. Zoe squinted as she looked out of the window, and then sighed and moved away. She hated humid days; they made her feel uncomfortable and sapped her vitality. Also, her bottom was still sore from Ms Beacher’s punishment and she did not like to think about getting all hot and bothered at her desk.

				She did not like to think about work at all, in fact. Her mind shied away from the thought of seeing Mr Erasmus again, and she cringed at the memory of the wicked things they had done together, and the lewd way she reacted as he spoke to her over the phone. It was a new day and she felt ashamed of herself, and of the excitement that simmered every time she imagined doing such things with him again. She would have to stop by church on the way home, definitely. She would ask God to forgive her sinful ways and to help her resist such temptations.

				She looked over her wardrobe doubtfully, seeking something cool, and decided upon a lovely new cream dress she had not yet worn. It was made of silk and cut in an Asian style, with a round neck and short sleeves. It was snug but not too tight, and the short skirt was comfortably loose. Flowery green embroidery decorated it over her left breast and meandered down to her waist. Seeing it reminded her of Selina, and she wondered if the girl would like it.

				She took the dress out, and smiled. It was very pretty, yet somewhat formal. She imagined herself having tea with Japanese ladies, all of them bowing very politely, and dismissed the concern that the skirt might be considered a little short for work. So she slipped it on and went to examine herself in the mirror.

				The appearance pleased her, although her concerns about the skirt resurfaced a little. So rather than leaving her legs bare, she would wear pantyhose. But she wrinkled her nose at the thought; later in the day, especially, it would be uncomfortably hot for hose, and they wouldn’t be comfortable for her tender bottom. So she would just have to wear stockings instead.

				Of course, the stockings required a garter belt, which she found in her chest of drawers and put on under the skirt of the dress, and then placing a foot on the edge of the bed, she rolled the first stocking slowly and gently up her slender calf, over her knee and up her thigh. She attached it to the suspender, and then repeated the procedure with her other leg, again rolling the stocking slowly up her smooth skin and fastening it to the waiting suspender.

				She turned to the mirror and ran a brush through her hair as she imagined what Mr Erasmus might think of her. She felt a thrum of excitement at the thought of feeling his touch again, and sternly sought to discipline her mind against such unacceptable meanderings.

				Then just before leaving her little flat for work, Zoe hesitated a moment, and then sank to her knees, raising her hands and clasping her fingers together against her chest. She bowed her head and prayed for the strength and character to do what was right and proper.

				Feeling a little more at ease and ready for another day at work in the stuffy old building, she slipped into her high heels and examined herself in the mirror again, checking her hair. After her morning shower she had styled it in a cute ponytail, so she adjusted the fringe across her forehead, pronounced herself fit, and headed off to work.

				Walking briskly along the pavement towards the corner, feeling good in the crisp bright morning, enjoying it before the oppressive humidity took over, she turned onto the busy street and headed for the bus stop. There were several men waiting ahead of her, and their bored expressions altered as she approached, tongues sliding subconsciously across lips as they preened themselves, smoothing back hair or adjusting ties and shirt collars.

				The little queue had been facing forward, but as bored eyes followed her graceful approach, three men eased side-on as she took up her position at the end of the line. Three heads leaned forward and three pairs of eyes flitted sideways to drink in the lovely shape of the young woman in the cream dress.

				The bus arrived, slowed to a stop, and the three men stepped back, two with casual glances elsewhere, the third with a bashful grin as he waived her forward. She smiled brightly, and stepped up into the bus as three pairs of eyes drooled over the backs of her thighs to where a briefest glimpse of the lacy borders of her stockings was just revealed. They followed her up the stairs to the upper deck, the first and second man scuffling briefly for the choice position right behind her, their eyes crawling hungrily beneath her skirt for a tantalising peep of soft thighs and white silk panties hugging her gorgeous bottom.

				Zoe, blissfully unaware of being lusted after, stepped down the aisle, heedless of the indrawn breaths of the men she passed. She turned at a free seat, sat down carefully, and her hem slid up higher, but she set her purse in her lap and looked past the man beside her and out of the window, wondering what the day would bring.

				A few minutes later and there were many disappointed men, and some women, left on the bus as Zoe alighted at her stop and caught the tube the rest of the way to work, arriving in good time as usual. She stopped, as always, in the ladies’ room to inspect her appearance and touch up her hair – she had been raised to have pride in her appearance and always strive to look her best – and was just putting her brush in her shoulder-bag when the door opened and Selina appeared. The Asian girl looked a little surprised to see her, and then smiled.

				‘Hello,’ she said cheerfully.

				‘Hi,’ Zoe responded happily.

				Selina wore a dark business jacket with trousers, and her long black hair was down. ‘You look nice,’ she said.

				‘It’s kind of an Oriental dress, isn’t it?’ Zoe asked, looking down at herself.

				‘Well, the top half is.’

				‘Isn’t the pattern pretty?’

				‘Yes, it is…’ Selina’s eyes moved slowly up and down the dress.

				‘Anyway, I have to go now,’ Zoe said. ‘See you at lunch, perhaps?’

				‘Hmm?’ Selina seemed somewhat distracted. ‘Oh, yes, if you like, see you then.’

				Zoe smiled and Selina’s eyes followed her until the door closed behind her. ‘Jesus,’ she whispered; the innocent creature had looked utterly lovely, and Selina found herself actually imagining what it might feel like to run her hands over the mouth-watering curves that lay beneath the shimmering surface of that snugly fitting dress, to cup her lovely bottom, and then on down those smooth, stocking-clad thighs as their breasts moulded together within a sensual embrace…

				She shook her head in annoyed confusion – annoyance towards herself and towards Allison, who was putting such thoughts in her head. She had no interest in girls, none whatsoever.

				Normand Miller drew in a sharp breath as he caught sight of Zoe crossing the floor towards her desk, watching her come closer and closer to where he sat. She looked stunning in that dress, and could those possibly be stockings she wore? Yet again he felt his groin throb and his cock begin stiffening and rising in his trousers.

				‘Good morning, Mr Miller,’ she acknowledged him cheerily.

				‘Hello, Zoe, you’re looking… well, this morning.’

				‘Thank you,’ she beamed. ‘It’s a lovely day, which makes it all the more hard to be inside, especially in a musty old place like this.’

				‘Yes, I know what you mean,’ he said conversationally, enjoying the fact that the innocent beauty had no idea that he was squeezing his cock beneath his desk, imagining her pink lips stretched around it. In fact, he was sorely tempted to take it out of his trousers and have a furtive wank while they exchanged pleasantries. ‘You should be at the beach.’ He was hardly aware of what he was saying.

				‘Oh yes,’ she sighed wistfully. ‘That would be lovely.’

				An image of Zoe in a tiny bikini entered his mind. Immediately the bottom became a thong, and then the top disappeared completely. He watched her sit down, feasting on the brief sight of her lacy stocking tops as the hem of her dress rode up a little, and then her legs disappeared beneath the desk.

				Normand knew that actually having anything physical to do with such a goddess was impossible for the likes of him, but he was suddenly gripped by a desperate need to at least see her naked, to confirm what he already knew; that her body would be as breathtaking in reality as her choice of clothes always suggested it would be. But how could he possibly manage that?

				A variety of outlandish and ridiculous plans drifted through his head as he stared at her, all of them improbable, if not impossible. And seeing her naked would not be enough. He actually wanted to see her being dirty – having sex. Surely she was not a virgin. A girl who looked as good as she did couldn’t be. He wondered if she was seeing anyone, some lucky bastard, and if he might be able to follow her, somehow…

				The computer gave him her address. She did not live very far away. He thought of going there, hiding somehow nearby, and peering through her windows… no, the address suggested she lived upstairs in an apartment building. Perhaps he could break in somehow… but of course, he did not have to break in! Being such a trusting soul, she often left her purse in the desk drawer when she went somewhere else in the building. He could snatch her flat key, make a quick copy, and get the original back before she even noticed it was gone!

				The outlandish yet irresistible plan continued to formulate and race through his mind. He could sneak into her flat, into Zoe’s flat, hide under her bed, or in a closet… and then what?

				Zoe tried to concentrate on her work, but despite her cheery mood it was very difficult. Her eyes kept drifting towards the offices before her, nervously waiting for either Ms Beacher or Mr Erasmus to appear. Whenever she thought of them she grew confused, and her emotions oscillated from shame and anxiety to an almost giddy sense of anticipation. When by chance she looked up and saw Ms Beacher striding across the far end of the open space in which her desk sat, her heart leapt into her throat and her chest tightened as her face began warming up. Yet the woman did not even seem to notice her as she disappeared from view.

				The morning passed with Zoe getting her work done, after a fashion, her eyes darting about every minute or so, for every small noise startled her. At lunchtime, rather than go out and possibly encounter Miss Beacher or Mr Erasmus, she read a newspaper someone had discarded, leafing dispiritedly through the pages, forgetting her impromptu date with Selina.

				In the paper she came upon an odd story that caught her attention, about an orphanage in Leeds about to close down for lack of funding. The very notion of an orphanage seemed so dated; the term ‘orphan’ was rarely ever used any more. Parentless children without relatives to care for them were looked after by the child welfare authorities and were generally put into foster homes. But as she read on, she discovered that this rarely produced happy living environments. Fostered children grew up without any certainty or security in their lives, bouncing from one place to another, often abused and neglected by the people entrusted to care for them. But the orphanage in Leeds harkened back to older times by housing a large group of children with a staff of teachers and social workers to care for and educate them. Even if their teachers and workers changed from time to time, these children at least had the consistency of their surroundings and of the other children, who became a surrogate family for them. At least that was the theory. There were many attestations from the children housed there about the serenity of their existence, and the misery they had felt as interlopers in foster homes. Some of the stories brought tears to Zoe’s eyes, and she had to dab at them with a tissue as she read on.

				The children had gone on a hunger strike and several threatened suicide, when they learned the orphanage was to be closed for lack of funding. It seemed many child welfare authorities were highly indignant about its existence, calling it an antiquated notion in child raising, and demanding the children be fostered out into allegedly loving environments, even if they did bounce from house to house every year or two. The concept of an orphanage simply went against the grain of current child welfare philosophies and theories.

				All of this made Zoe both sad and indignant, but there was more to it than that. She knew the department of the PMO that issued grants was currently looking for new and experimental methods to keep children from becoming delinquents, and the statistics that accompanied the article showed that children raised in foster homes had enormously greater odds of becoming delinquents, of using drugs and of getting pregnant out of wedlock. The traditional concept of an orphanage seemed a perfect example of what the grants were designed for.

				Zoe was filled with sudden zeal as she turned around and showed the article to Normand Miller, and he agreed wholeheartedly with her, which increased her enthusiasm significantly. But unfortunately, what he told her next caused her considerable anxiety; that it was Mr Erasmus who was in charge of that particular funding program.

				On the one hand, Mr Erasmus had shown trust in her judgement before. He had made that grant to the factory in Bristol at her behest, so there was every reason to think he might do the same in this case. But on the other hand, the thought of seeing him again so soon after… well it filled her with uncertainty, for she had little confidence in her ability to judge what was proper behaviour any more, and much less in her ability to resist his suggestive approaches.

				Yet the thought of those poor orphans going hungry in a desperate attempt to hang on to the only home they had made her worries seem trivial and selfish by comparison, so she steeled herself to be as convincing as possible as she carried the newspaper along the corridor to Mr Erasmus’s office, her heart beating faster and faster the closer she got.

				His door was half open and she hesitated, still gripped by the earnest need to save the orphanage, but almost as strongly in the thrall of her own fears and anxieties… and shamefully rising excitement.

				Her hands trembled as she thought of what she’d done the last time she was in his office, and her shame intensified. Yet if she had to take part in such goings on in order to help the orphans, well, it was surely a price worth paying, and one of which she could be proud.

				She eased her head around the edge of the open door and peeked in, her eyes moving around the room in search of him. To her disappointment, and partial relief, he did not appear to be there. Perhaps she would simply leave the article on his desk with a brief note of explanation. She need not even put her name on it; a man of Mr Erasmus’s intelligence would quickly understand the good that could be accomplished by granting money to such a worthy cause.

				She hurried through the door and over to his desk, placing the newspaper – appropriately folded open to show the article – dead centre on his large embossed blotting pad. She hesitated about a note, but then decided it was best to take no chances and began writing one.

				‘Well, well…’ She yelped in surprise, dropping the pencil as she straightened and turned to see Mr Erasmus standing in the open doorway, his hand resting casually on the ornate door handle. ‘Hello, young Quincanon,’ he said, with an avaricious glint in his eye she could not fail to notice. ‘What a pleasant surprise.’

				‘Mr Erasmus…’ she blurted, ‘sir, I…’

				He closed the door behind him, very deliberately, and she felt a surge of alarm as she watched him nonchalantly lock it as well, before approaching her. ‘You don’t know how delighted I am to see you, my dear,’ he said, smiling. ‘I was so afraid I had offended you last night with my frank words on the telephone.’

				Poor Zoe hadn’t a clue what to do or say, so she instinctively backed away from him very slightly and mumbled, ‘Um, no, I – I wasn’t offended, I was—’

				‘No, no, you must allow me to apologise,’ he cut in, and grasped her upper arms. ‘It was unforgivable of me to use such language over the phone with a young lady like you. It was quite indecent. I can only blame this strange spell you seem to have cast over me. I seem to lose my wits whenever I think about you.’

				‘You do?’ She stared up at him, unable to think straight, but desperately trying to do so.

				‘I do,’ he confirmed, nodding seriously. ‘And I still feel absolutely mortified that I forced you to do such wicked things to me.’

				‘Oh but… I mean, you didn’t force me, sir, I—’

				‘No, no, a refined young lady like you would never willingly have lowered herself like that just to offer a moment of pleasure and comfort to a silly old fool like me.’

				‘But you’re not a silly old fool,’ she protested fervently.

				‘And for what in return?’ He did not seem to hear her. ‘Certainly not for your own pleasure. And yet a girl like you deserves to live her life in pleasure, Zoe, deserves to feel the greatest pleasures God made possible.’ He suddenly hugged her, but pulled back almost at once, and still holding her arms he shook his head as if in wonder, his eyes taking her in. ‘Oh, Zoe,’ he sighed, ‘did you wear that dress for me? Did you know how it would affect me? Did you know it would drive me mad with desire for you?’

				Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth to issue a denial, but then he embraced her again, so intensely that she gasped as her breasts were crushed against his chest.

				‘Oh, Zoe, you are such a wonderful, sweet girl, so ready to sacrifice herself for the needs and happiness of others.’ He groaned. ‘Even those as unworthy as me.’

				Suddenly his words reminded her of her mission, and she turned her head towards the newspaper she had left on his desk. But then his fingers snaked through her hair, and a moment later his lips began nuzzling her cheek, her earlobe, and the elegant curve of her neck, undeniably giving her goose bumps. ‘Please, Mr Erasmus,’ she whispered, and despite not wanting to hurt the poor man’s feelings, managing to get her hands up between them and pushing a little against his chest as she tried to arch her back a little away from his smothering embrace, ‘I – I did… I mean… I wanted to—’

				‘I’m afraid this pathetic old man is completely under your spell, sweet Zoe,’ he mumbled against her dainty ear, and then his lips drifted down to hers and his arms held her so tightly she could scarcely breathe, and definitely not move. She was overwhelmed by the intensity of his longing for her, and could not resist a little glow of pride and excitement that he thought so highly of her. She found her tongue moving to meet his as he clutched her even more passionately against him.

				Then when he backed away, without breaking the seal of their lips, he drew her with him and pulled her down as he dropped into his chair. She tried to edge back, but his strength was surprising and she unwittingly found herself kneeling astride his thighs, her knees wedged against the backrest and her bottom on his lap… and there was something bulging up directly against the tautness of her white panties covering her sex.

				At last he interrupted the kiss and she gasped for air, swaying slightly as his lips moved to the nape of her neck, while his hands crept down her back and beneath her short skirt to caress her bottom through her thin white panties.

				‘M-Mr Erasmus,’ she breathed, squirming in his grasp as she battled contradicting emotions of excitement and embarrassment.

				‘I feel so, so terrible for making you give me pleasure with your mouth, Zoe,’ he whispered hoarsely between kisses. ‘I must make it up to you. You must let me make it up to you!’

				‘But, I… oh…’

				His hands slid beneath her panties and she gasped again in alarm and helpless excitement at the feel of them against her bare skin. She was still tender from the caning and the touch made her wince, too. Then fingers slid like a snake between the cleft of her buttocks and followed the contours of her body between her thighs, to cup her warm sex. It was quite terrible of him to touch her there, and equally terrible of her to let him. Yet he had touched her there before, and so it was hardly the place to draw a line now, especially since he seemed so desperate to repay the pleasure she had given him. She neither wanted to hurt his feelings, disappoint him, or make him so upset he would ignore her entreaties about the orphans, which meant she was totally confused about how to respond to his salacious overtures. And to make matters worse, a cloud of steamy sensual arousal began swirling around her mind and body, growing in heat and strength and making it difficult to think as her sex became hot and wet with need. His fingers were doing wicked things to her there, wonderfully wicked things, and her pussy was responding.

				His middle finger penetrated her abruptly, slipping up into her body from beneath and behind, and she winced a little as she felt her soft flesh give way around the intruding digit; felt the succulent folds of her sex forced open and stretched as his finger pushed deeper, and deeper. She groaned, swaying, and then his lips were on hers again and she moaned into them.

				‘I shall return the pleasure you gave me, Zoe,’ he whispered. ‘I shall sacrifice my own pleasure for yours.’

				She had no idea what he meant and sucked in a dizzy breath as he rose with her in his arms, turned, and set her back down in his chair. Then with a smooth, fluid motion, he caught her wrists and kissed both palms, before pushing her hands up and above her head and over the back of the chair.

				‘Please, Mr Erasmus?’ she gasped in confusion.

				‘Sweet Zoe, I promise I’ll give you the pleasure you deserve,’ he droned hypnotically.

				The hem of her skirt was already around the tops of her thighs, exposing their soft white flesh framed by her stockings and suspenders, and he lifted it higher as she slumped down in the large chair, peeling the dress up to her breasts, and then turning it inside out as he tugged it up over her head, where he left it covering her face as he tied the loose folds tightly together around her forearms.

				‘W-what are you doing?’ she gasped again, her voice muffled by the soft cream silk.

				Without answering, Steven Erasmus sank to his knees, seizing her legs and letting his fingers massage their velvety flesh before he lifted them up and apart, draping them across the arms of the chair and spreading her open. She moaned and squirmed as he began gently kissing his way up and down her inner thighs, whispering sweet words of promise she could not make out as his fingers roughly massaged her sore buttocks.

				He detached the slim elastic straps holding up her stockings, undid the suspender belt around her slim waist, and pulled it away. He hesitated, but then a feral smile touched his lips and he slid the belt around one of her legs just above the knee, cinching it tight as he pulled it sideways and down along the side of the chair. The belt stretched, and he wrapped the other end around a brace beneath the seat. An instant later his own belt was off and he smoothly wrapped it around her other leg, pulling it down alongside the chair’s other arm and once again binding it beneath the seat.

				With the girl blinded by her own dress, he opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a pair of scissors, with which he neatly snipped the sides of her white panties, letting the front of them fall away to reveal her glorious young sex. Framed by the stockings, her pussy and thighs were the sum of all his dreams and fantasies, and he stared at the glorious vision for a long moment, utterly enthralled.

				Zoe’s legs were trembling but firmly bound in place as he admired her womanhood. He let his hands slowly stroke the sweet band of flesh between the top of her stockings and the neat little V of silky hair surrounding her pouting sex lips. Then he slowly leaned in, savouring the moment – another triumph – and let his tongue revel in the taste of the lovely young woman bound before him, his nostrils flared as he inhaled her intoxicating scent.

				She flinched at the wholly alien touch, and moaned in fear and pleasure, writhing weakly in the chair. ‘M-Mr Erasmus, you mustn’t…’ she protested from beneath her rumpled dress.

				‘Have no fear, Zoe, for I will be the perfect gentleman,’ he assured her, and began raining kisses against her inner thighs as his thumbs massaged them, working his way slowly closer until his tongue twirled through her downy pubic hair and traced a path against either side of her virgin sex. His fingers massaged her pubic lips, and then gently spread them open as his tongue probed her fresh succulence. She flinched again and yelped in surprise, and then cried out softly at the feel of his tongue slithering wetly over her sex.

				He gazed at the moistly glistening vulva before him, noting the swollen clitoris pushing out from beneath its protective hood, and an avaricious look possessed his eyes as he let his tongue flick lightly around it.

				Zoe squirmed helplessly, quite shocked and confused by what was happening. And then his tongue lapped her pussy and she understood, after a fashion, that he intended to please her with his mouth just as she had pleased him with hers. She had no idea how such things were done, but she was quite sure it was very, very wicked. Then her thoughts succumbed to a growing sense of wonder at the electrifying pleasure she experienced as his tongue glided across her pussy in such a shockingly intimate fashion. She had been astonished by the delicious feel of his fingers there, but that was as nothing compared to the shimmering, glittering fire stoked inside her core as his tongue danced just beyond her clitoris.

				She was reduced to little shudders and gasps as his fingers dipped inside her and his tongue slithered against the inside of her pubic lips, moving ever closer to the glowing little seed at the top of her sex. She found herself writhing from side to side, moaning and jerking against the bonds which held her as his tongue finally began touching her there and she began melting, her mind floundering in the bliss surging through her virginal flesh.

				‘Oh…’ she cried. ‘Please, Mr Erasmus… you shouldn’t… you shouldn’t be…’

				There was nothing she could do within the imprisonment of her dress as his fingers and mouth worked expertly, except experience the joy his touch induced. She was shocked, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of it, her hips squirming against her bonds. Now two fingers were inside her, moving in deep and then slipping out and up to caress her slick sex lips. His mouth was against her clitoris, kissing and gently sucking as his tongue probed and swirled and taunted her.

				Her climax arrived with shocking suddenness and her body bucked violently beneath it, trembling helplessly as the power of her release tore through her soul, leaving her limp and breathless.

				‘Just the merest touch of the pleasure you deserve, sweet Zoe…’

				His words drifted in her head as if from a great distance. Her sex seemed to be glowing, and then she felt his fingers on her breasts, massaging them through the delicate bra cups. Somehow the bra seemed to vanish, and then she groaned weakly as delight flared inside her anew when his lips closed around one of her stiff nipples. His tongue and lips sucked and massaged it, his teeth nibbling and chewing lightly while his fingers kneaded her softness. Then his mouth eased lower, sliding down her belly and between her legs once more as his fingers continued squeezing and caressing her breasts.

				Guilt surfaced briefly inside her, but was instantly swept aside as his tongue stoked her excitement again, bringing a raw desperation to her need, until her flesh once more seemed to dissolve in orgasmic bliss… this was terrible… it was wicked and awful and shameless of her… she ought not to be feeling as she was… she ought not to be letting Mr Erasmus touch her as he was…

				He pinched and plucked at her nipples, twisting and tugging them until they ached, and then he took them in his mouth again and massaged them with his warm, moist tongue, sucking on them gently and rhythmically. She groaned as his tongue traced a path back down her belly, and once more began swirling around her clitoris. She felt an intoxicating lust growing inside her, along with a dazed sense of submission and the desire to give herself to him in every way, to let him use her and possess her and drive his penis into her. She felt shock at the thought, and then a hot glow of naughty excitement. Yes, she wanted him to take her right then and there. She wanted him to thrust his erection deep into her body and possess her!

				But instead his tongue and his fingers teased and taunted, luring her towards another glorious release of tension. Yet just as she felt the peak of her pleasure approaching, his tongue trailed away, gliding up and down her thighs while his fingers massaged the soft flesh of her buttocks.

				‘Dear, sweet, lovely Zoe,’ he crooned. ‘Beautiful Zoe. Wonderful Zoe.’

				She could not bring herself to speak. She was hot in the cocooning shadows of her dress, and her hair felt damp against her forehead. All her senses were focussed on the movement of his fingers and lips against her skin.

				Again he edged closer, his lips massaging her clit as he sucked gently, and then blew on it lightly. His fingers sank deeper inside her and his tongue began circling her throbbing button yet again. She felt the furnace in her pussy re-igniting and her lust flaring as another climax approached, but then again he slackened his pace and his attentions and she whimpered in disappointment. She wanted to beg him to keep licking her, to keep touching her, yet she could not bring herself to volunteer such terribly wanton desires to a man of such standing as Mr Erasmus. And so she quivered with anticipation as his tongue moved up her tensed belly, and moaned in ecstasy as it teased her nipples, then groaning in frustrated delight as it slid back down to brush lightly against her sex.

				‘You’re such a naughty girl, Zoe,’ he chided quietly. ‘Such a wicked girl.’

				Slumped low in the chair, she could only moan in agreement, and then gasp in surprise as he slapped her bottom where it protruded slightly over the edge of the seat.

				‘Naughty girl,’ he said. ‘Naughty, naughty girl.’ He smacked her bottom twice more, and then rained kisses upon it. His fingers sank into her pussy again and she groaned, arching her back. There were three of them, surely, and they pushed quite deep. She could feel the pressure of his bunched digits as they strained her opening wider, making her hips roll in response as they began pumping in and out of her.

				‘Nasty girl,’ he said, his other hand spanking her bottom again. ‘Naughty, wicked girl.’

				She groaned feverishly. She was wicked. She was horribly naughty.

				‘Are you a naughty girl, Zoe?’ he demanded, pinching both her nipples in turn and twisting them painfully.

				‘Yes!’ she gasped. ‘Oh yes, I am!’

				‘Say it,’ he urged, his voice somewhat hoarse.

				‘I’m a naughty girl!’ she gasped.

				Again he slapped her bottom. ‘Do you want me to lick you again, Zoe?’ His fingers pumped swiftly in and out of her, and she groaned each time they drove deep inside and his knuckles wedged against her. ‘Do you? Just whisper it, Zoe.’

				‘Yes, please,’ she breathed.

				He spanked her again. ‘Say it,’ he commanded.

				‘Yes…’ she gulped.

				Yet again he smacked her buttocks. ‘Say it.’

				‘Lick me,’ she begged in a choked voice, muffled by the dress.

				‘That’s not the way to ask for something,’ he reprimanded, twisting his fingers.

				‘Please,’ she sobbed, ‘please lick me, sir!’

				‘Much better,’ he said approvingly.

				Her face glowed beneath the dress but she rolled her head back in ecstasy as his tongue circled her swollen, throbbing clitoris. ‘Where do you want me to lick you, Zoe?’ he teased her cruelly.

				‘My pussy,’ she breathed, knowing there was no going back now.

				He smacked her bottom. ‘Do not forget your manners,’ he chided. ‘Say “please sir”.’

				‘Please, sir!’

				‘Please sir what?’

				‘Please, sir, lick my pussy!’ Her sluttish begging made her cringe with embarrassment, even as she moaned when he spanked her again.

				‘You’re a naughty girl, Zoe,’ he said disapprovingly, but then his tongue circled her clitoris again, twirling closer and closer before raking softly across it, causing her to writhe and groan and arch her back. She felt his hands cupping her bottom and raising it upwards, his mouth opening wider, devouring her, licking and chewing and sucking as her pleasure soared to almost unbearable heights. She gulped in air beneath her stifling dress as a firestorm of sensory joy possessed her, and began bucking wildly and uncontrollably against his tongue and his fingers, crying out in delirious ecstasy as her body was wracked by a series of orgasmic convulsions. The pleasure went on and on, consuming her body and mind before it reached a final devastating peak, and began ebbing away slowly.

				She slumped weakly in the chair, a profound languor filling her with a wonderful sense of fulfilment and peace, in which there was not the slightest trace of guilt or shame.

				Chapter Six

				Zoe blinked dizzily as her dress was lifted up away from her head. It pulled her hair up with it, which then tumbled down around her dreamy face, the ponytail no longer in existence. She stared at Mr Erasmus, and then down at herself, a flush of guilt returning. She pulled instinctively against the bonds holding her legs apart, and then stared at them in confusion as her scattered wits returned and she realised they were bound in place, as were her arms. This was something decidedly new and confusing. She stared at him for a moment, but then found she could not bear to meet his eyes any longer with her body so lewdly on display.

				‘Lovely Zoe,’ he whispered.

				He must untie her now, of course, so she waited for him to do so, her face red and her eyes downcast.

				‘Don’t be embarrassed, lovely Zoe.’ He caressed her thighs soothingly. ‘You have nothing to be ashamed of.’

				‘But I’m so… bad,’ she breathed, pouting sullenly.

				‘Yes,’ he agreed, ‘you are.’

				She blinked up at him, for she had been sure he would comfort her by disagreeing.

				‘You’re a wonderfully pretty, adorably sweet, little slut,’ he elaborated with a gentle smile.

				Slut? She gaped at him, her arms tugging indignantly at the bonds.

				‘Think about it, Zoe,’ he went on. ‘Think about how wonderful it would be to let yourself be one of those wild, wanton women lusted after by every man who comes near her, admired and envied by so many other women.’ He bent over and slipped his hands beneath her glowing buttocks, lifting them slightly.

				For the first time she could see him, could actually watch as his face pushed in against her sex. She gasped, wanting to tell him to stop as she observed his tongue licking around her moist opening. Her wrists and legs jerked helplessly, and she moaned aloud. She was a prisoner. She was his prisoner, his helpless prisoner, naked and bound… she thought of the pictures, the cards she had been receiving in the post, and imagining herself as one of those captive women a fresh flood of arousal overwhelmed all her reservations. She stared at him, her eyes wide as she watched every lewd movement of his lips and tongue against her sex, and she grew more and more helplessly excited despite the shame gnawing at the edges of her pleasure.

				She climaxed again, her hips bucking up against his face, her head rolling from side to side and her back arching as waves of joy crashed through her exhausted body.

				Erasmus smiled and pulled his face back, his chin glistening. Then he quickly untied her legs before getting to his feet. He moved behind her, released the knot of the dress from around her forearms and wrists, and cast the garment aside entirely. He then took off his silk tie, wrapping it quickly around her left wrist, and as she instinctively began pulling her legs in, he bent her forward, drew her other arm behind her back, and bound her wrists together there.

				‘Oh no, Mr Erasmus?’ she protested wearily.

				‘Oh yes, Zoe, come, get off the chair, my dear…’ he coaxed her. ‘That’s it. Kneel here… there’s a good girl.’ He stroked her hair as he took her place in the chair, then crossed his legs to disguise his swollen groin, and smiled benignly down at her as she blinked up at him with wide uncertain eyes. She glanced timidly over her shoulder, tugging at the tie binding her wrists, and then gazed back up at him with such an adorably vulnerable expression that was such a turn on he could have very well embarrassed himself by making a premature mess in his tailored trousers.

				‘You enjoyed that a lot, didn’t you, my dear?’ he said, calming his excitement a little, noting with delight how the bluntness of the question suddenly rendered her unable to meet his stare. He smiled. ‘I think you’re one of those young ladies who is perhaps more… responsive… to her innate lusts than might be proper,’ he diagnosed, frowning in concern.

				Her head bowed still further as a flush spread over her cheeks.

				‘I was only teasing earlier when I called you a slut, Zoe, but society is, unfortunately, very judgmental about lustful thoughts or behaviour in proper young ladies. Do you want to gain a reputation as a slut, my dear?’

				‘No,’ she whispered miserably. ‘No, I don’t.’

				‘Of course you don’t, yet your body seems to crave sexual experiences. I’m amazed you managed to avoid acquiring a reputation for as long as you have. Of course, you’ve spent almost all your life being closely supervised, and it would be most unfortunate for your father if it now got around that his daughter was morally delinquent.’

				‘M-morally delinquent?’ The words seemed to take a while to sink in. ‘But I’m not morally delinquent,’ she protested.

				‘Not yet,’ he said, steepling his fingers like a man of great wisdom – which to Zoe, he was. ‘But we both know what such corrupting desires can lead to, don’t we?’

				She lowered her eyes again, feeling nothing but shame beneath his scrutiny.

				‘You wanted me to thrust my erection into your body just now, didn’t you?’ he suddenly accused with alarming frankness. ‘Let’s not be coy with each other; you wanted me to fuck you.’

				Zoe knelt, her face lowered, her hands bound behind her back, thinking she was about to cry.

				‘Of course you did,’ he pressed. ‘Lust took over your body and your mind. They both craved the release I just gave you. You can’t deny it. And that craving will only grow worse now. You’ll need to achieve that release on a regular basis, or who knows what your hunger will drive you to.’

				‘But… but what can I do, Mr Erasmus?’ she asked in despair.

				‘Oh, there are many things you can do,’ he said assuredly. ‘The situation is far from hopeless.’ He leaned forward and combed his fingers through her silky hair again, smiling compassionately at her as she knelt before him. ‘I can help you, Zoe,’ he offered. ‘I’ve had experience with such feelings in young ladies before. I’m sure I can help you control your unnatural lusts without anyone else being any the wiser.’ He sat back. ‘Perhaps Ms Beacher can help as well.’

				‘Ms Beacher?’ she gasped, meeting his eyes again in disbelief.

				He smiled, almost sadly. ‘The only true way to discipline your body, Zoe, is through pain, and I’m far too smitten to inflict pain upon you.’

				‘Pain?’

				He stroked her hair comfortingly. ‘Just as a father controls a wayward child by spanking her so she learns the errors of her ways, so can an older woman teach a wayward young woman like you proper control of her body. I, being a man, am entirely too affected by your beauty and seductive nature to do anything but admire you and want to give you pleasure.’

				‘But… but does she have to know?’ Zoe asked.

				‘Ms Beacher is a woman of the world, my dear Zoe. She has conquered her own lusts and won’t be at all surprised to see them manifesting in such a young and beautiful woman as you. She’s already seen it before, as you’ll recall.’

				Zoe did recall, with a mixture of dread and anticipation, the strange pleasure she had experienced as Ms Beacher caned her bottom. There was no denying it, as always Mr Erasmus was right. She had often felt lust for men since she left school, often found herself imagining their lips on hers, their fingers kneading her breasts, and… and… She cringed at the thought of her father finding out his daughter was so shamelessly lustful.

				‘Would you come in here please?’

				She looked up in alarm just in time to see Mr Erasmus replace the receiver on its hook. Her eyes darted towards the door, and she pulled her wrists against the tie binding them behind her. ‘No,’ she gasped, trying to rise.

				‘Sit, Zoe,’ he commanded.

				‘But…’

				The door opened and humiliation flooded in as Ms Beacher entered the office. She saw the shock on the woman’s face when she caught sight of her, and looked away quickly.

				‘What on earth…?’

				‘Ah, Ms Beacher, thank you,’ Mr Erasmus said pleasantly. ‘We have a small problem with young Zoe here. You, being an experienced woman of the world, can help her, I’m sure.’

				‘What problem?’ Ms Beacher asked.

				‘Zoe is one of those unfortunate young ladies who finds herself overwhelmed with thoughts of lewd behaviour. As we both know, only stern discipline can help control such impulses.’

				Ms Beacher nodded in agreement. ‘Of course.’

				‘Unfortunately, I find myself unable to give her the necessary discipline,’ he announced casually. ‘Could you…?’

				‘Yes, of course I could,’ the woman said.

				Zoe was desperately wishing she could melt through the floor as she hid behind the curtain of her hair.

				‘Quincanon, come here,’ Beacher snapped.

				An order such as that could not be disobeyed, and deeply ashamed of her behaviour as well as of her nudity, Zoe slowly forced herself to her feet. Staring down at the floor, she shuffled around the desk to the straight-backed chair on which Beacher had seated herself. She felt hideously embarrassed and yet… and yet she was also strangely excited. Ms Beacher had seen her bottom before, but now she was virtually naked, and despite her shame, Mr Erasmus had taught her how desirable her body was. She knew she should not be taking pride in it now, but she could not quite stop herself from doing so.

				‘Clearly you did not take sufficient warning from our previous encounter,’ Ms Beacher said in a chill tone, and Zoe could not speak.

				‘Look at me when I am addressing you, young lady.’ Zoe raised her eyes, her face scarlet and her body trembling. ‘You continue to have the self-discipline of a recalcitrant girl,’ Ms Beacher reprimanded her. ‘Therefore, we will treat you like a recalcitrant girl.’ She patted her lap, frowning sternly.

				Zoe did not understand at first, though she thought she might. But surely Ms Beacher did not want her to—

				‘Place yourself across my thighs, young lady.’

				Zoe’s mind shied away from the humiliating concept. It would be too awful to be spanked across Ms Beacher’s lap, and in front of Mr Erasmus too, who was so kind and wise and gentle and sophisticated. She had already humiliated herself sufficiently before him by displaying the depths of her own vulgar desires. She could not bear the thought of being spanked like a wayward girl while he looked on.

				‘At once,’ Ms Beacher commanded.

				Her face flaming, Zoe shuffled to the edge of the chair, and bent over awkwardly, but she could not bring herself to lean fully forward. She stood there, half bent from the waist, and was almost grateful when Ms Beacher took her arm and guided her the rest of the way down across her lap. She felt the soft material of the woman’s skirt against her breasts and belly and thighs, and then gasped as her head and shoulders dipped to hang upside down, her hair sweeping the floor. Her legs hung over the other side of Ms Beacher’s legs, her toes touching the floor while her bottom was presented, raised and vulnerable.

				‘Open your mouth.’

				Zoe cried aloud as Ms Beacher, using the expedient of gripping her long hair, forced her head up and back. And as her mouth opened to issue another cry, the woman pressed something between her lips – her own wadded panties.

				‘You’ll be taught to behave yourself properly, young lady,’ Ms Beacher stated resolutely, and smacked her bottom sharply.

				‘I just knew you were the person to set her right, Ms Beacher,’ Mr Erasmus purred.

				The pain as Beacher began spanking her was sharp and stinging, but it was not nearly as bad as the knowledge that Mr Erasmus was watching. She moaned into her panties as her bottom warmed up, squirming awkwardly and breathing through her nose as Beacher’s hand rose and fell relentlessly. The blood flowed to her head, giving her the throbbing beginnings of light-headedness, and the strangeness of her position made her feel increasingly dizzy and disoriented.

				Beacher gripped the young lady’s upper thigh near her sex, easing her into a better position, and Zoe felt a sudden stab of secretly pleasurable sensation in her pussy as the edge of Ms Beacher’s hand pressed against it. The awareness of her helplessness and nudity blossomed inside her with renewed strength, and with it came a strange sense of arousal. She imagined the view Ms Beacher must have, not only of her bottom but also of her sex – a sex still warm and moist from all the attention Mr Erasmus had recently paid it… and he was looking on…

				Zoe did not know why this excited her, why being naked and bound and helpless at the mercy of others should give her such a thrill, but she felt an undeniable current of arousal course through her belly. And even as Beacher resumed her hard spanking, she felt a growing hunger in her sex. Each blow made her squirm and jerk in response and caused her to cry out softly through her moistening gag… and Mr Erasmus was watching… it was all so embarrassing and yet so strangely exhilarating.

				Finally, the spanking ended and she moaned breathlessly.

				‘I hope you have learned your lesson, Quincanon,’ Beacher said sternly.

				‘There is a test you might consider,’ Mr Erasmus suggested.

				From the corner of her eye Zoe saw him handing something over to Beacher, a pencil, she thought, and a moment later she felt the ignominy of it sliding against her nether lips, and then entering her body. She trembled as it slid deep into her warm wet pussy, twisted slowly, and then withdrew.

				‘I don’t think her body has learned anything from this,’ Beacher commented dryly. She grabbed a handful of Zoe’s hair and forced her head up and back once again. The young woman cried out weakly as the tip of the pencil was pushed beneath her eyes, and then rubbed against her cheek to demonstrate how shamefully wet it was from its brief sojourn inside her.

				‘Perhaps sterner methods are required,’ Mr Erasmus suggested mildly, and abruptly pulled Zoe off Ms Beacher’s lap. He dragged her still half on her knees to a nearby sofa, an old red leather antique with thick, curved arms.

				‘Place yourself across it, Quincanon,’ Beacher ordered from behind her.

				Zoe grunted as she fell forward, not over the arm of the sofa as she had expected but along it, her thighs straddling the old leather and her pussy coming down wetly against it. And as the arm curved upwards towards the back of the sofa, so too did she find herself bent forward, but not fully, so that quite a bit of pressure was placed on her clitoris.

				Mr Erasmus stood back to one side, and Zoe trembled anew at the inviting view he must be enjoying of her bottom and her sex. Then she saw that Ms Beacher was holding a ruler, just before it swatted cruelly against her flushed buttocks. She cried out into her gag, her body jerking forward. The ruler stung, but her pussy rubbing over the leather arm produced an entirely different sort of feeling and she hissed in astonished pleasure. Again the ruler smacked her vulnerable bottom cheeks, and again her body instinctively lunged forward, grinding on the now slightly moistened leather.

				Again and again the ruler struck, and each time Zoe jerked forward a few inches along the arm of the couch as the smooth leather grew slicker and slicker with her juices. She was going to come… she knew she was going to come even as the ruler sent sharp shocks of pain through her bottom. She did her very best to resist the climax building inside her, and her very best to hide what she was feeling, but failed utterly when an orgasm washed over her as she ground her pussy frantically on the immoveable piece of old furniture. Shame flooded her even as ecstasy washed away her ability to think clearly, and yet deeper than thought was the odd satisfaction a part of her took in the depths of depravity into which she was so swiftly sinking.

				She lay limp, draped along the arm, straddling it, her lips parted as she panted for breath, her eyes closed. She could not bear to turn her head and look at the two stern adults behind her. She could only imagine what they thought of her after witnessing such a shocking display.

				Beacher stepped forward and untied the girl’s wrists, her fingers, unnoticed by the other two, trembling slightly as she fought to control herself. ‘Dress, Quincanon,’ she said firmly.

				Zoe straightened up, her face flushed, and took the dress Erasmus handed her. Without a word, even after she gingerly pulled her panties out of her mouth, she slipped the slight silk garment on over her head, and only then seemed to realise her bra was still on the floor. She reached for it, but then paused, reluctant to remove her dress again in order to put it on.

				‘Go,’ Beacher commanded.

				‘I think it would be a good idea, Zoe, if you stopped wearing panties for a while,’ Mr Erasmus said matter-of-factly, condescendingly. ‘Perhaps the air wafting over your sex will cool it down a touch.’

				‘Go!’ Beacher snapped again. ‘Get out of here, and toss those disgusting things in the wastebasket on your way out.’

				Zoe obeyed with alacrity.

				‘Wasn’t that fun?’ Erasmus asked in a deeply amused manner when he and Beacher were alone, and the woman gasped and frowned as his hand slid between her legs and cupped her sex through her skirt. ‘And I think that you, my dear Ms Beacher, found that almost as stimulating as young Quincanon.’

				‘Get your hand off me,’ she said indignantly, attempting to push him away. Yet her arms had little conviction in them, and even as she squirmed against him, the feel of his fingers pushing into her sex had her reacting with desperate hunger.

				‘You were getting off on that almost more than I was, dear Veronica,’ he sneered, and then his mouth covered hers, and Beacher could not bring herself to push him away any longer. Already he had her dress raised and his fingers were wriggling down into her knickers to cup her hot and eager pussy.

				She was going to come… she was going to come on his hand… but she twisted around and shoved him away. ‘Stop!’ she cried.

				He laughed, and then gripped the hem of her dress and tugged it up over her head. ‘You want it, Veronica,’ he taunted. ‘You want it like Zoe had it.’

				And she did, God help her, even if she could not admit it, not for a second. She pushed half- heartedly against him again, needing to show resistance, and he laughed knowing what a false front she was putting up. He practically ripped off her bra and, as she tried to turn away again, shoved her forward across his desk. He gripped her knickers and tore them off as if they were paper, and Beacher felt her sex almost glowing with needy heat.

				‘No, not here, I think,’ he said, his voice a low, threatening purr.

				He pulled her back and twisted her round, and she was too dazed to resist as he forced her over an arm of the same sturdy sofa. She cried out as he swept his open palm down across her exposed bottom, and then he was against her, his trousers falling and his erection springing up. She burned with shame, but the truth was she desperately needed him inside her. Despite her embarrassment, she raised her bottom and shifted her legs apart as he positioned himself behind her.

				He thrust, and she cried out again in pain and satisfaction, clenching her teeth as he forced himself the last few inches into her aching sex, jamming himself to the hilt in her soft depths.

				‘It’s been too long, Veronica,’ he growled. ‘I just knew if you ever let go of your arrogant pride there’d be something in there that was hot and wild and hungry.’ He ground his pelvis against her buttocks and began pumping. He showed no concern for her feelings, no gentleness, no careful expertise designed to impress her with the range of his experience. He simply rammed himself into her, taking her like an animal, hammering his hips against her quivering bottom cheeks as his thick and rigid cock pounded in and out between them.

				And God help her, it felt wonderful. She gasped and grunted, nearly blinded by the sexual fever possessing her as his hands moved over her body, slapping her bottom and groping her breasts, pulling on her hair and shunting her legs even further apart. It was the kind of raw, rough, undignified sex that had always been anathema to her as a proud, independent woman, but now her body was exulting in it, and a shattering climax was racing onward, ever closer, like a freight train. And when it hit she would never be able to see herself in quite the same way again.

				Zoe could not bring herself to return to her desk, not immediately. Instead she locked herself in a cubicle of the nice quiet toilet, sat down, and dropped her face into her hands.

				She cringed each time she thought of her behaviour and of what Ms Beacher and Mr Erasmus must think of her. The fact that they had barely even spoken to her afterwards proved how shocked they had been to see her behaving so awfully before their very eyes.

				Her bottom was hot and sore, but she paid it little mind; she was far more concerned with what she was going to do now. She needed to quit her job, but she would have to find a good excuse for doing so to give her father; an excuse he would accept without condemning her or suspecting anything. But she knew that if she quit she would be forced to return home to live with her parents, and would once more have to accept their dictates about every aspect of her life, from her friends to her education to her clothing, and she rebelled at the thought.

				But would Mr Erasmus even have her on the staff any more now that he knew what an immoral young woman she was? Immoral was perhaps not the proper term, but she certainly lacked discipline. A woman like Ms Beacher would never give in to such lascivious impulses, whether in private or in front of others.

				Zoe simply did not know what to do. She could not quit, and yet she could not bear to face her two elders again. Obviously she had a desperate problem and needed someone to help her with it. She certainly could not discuss it with any of her friends. They would be shocked, quite likely disgusted, and would possibly gossip about it to everyone who knew her, which would inevitably lead to her father finding out what a shameful, lustful daughter he had.

				She emerged from the cubicle and splashed cold water over her face, hoping to clear her head, needing to gather her wits. Then she combed her hair with her fingers wishing she had brought her purse and brush.

				She looked down, and cringed when she saw how her stockings had slipped and were wrinkled. Pulling them up was easy, but without her suspender belt she would have to keep doing so for the rest of the day. Yet she could hardly remove them, nor could she return to Mr Erasmus’s office for her suspender belt. And she would have to leave her bra and ruined panties there as well, she thought, looking at herself in the mirror. Her panties were of no use, but she should have grabbed her bra when she left them, but that could have caused even more embarrassment should she have met anyone in the corridor whilst clutching it in her hand.

				She would have to go and buy another bra. That was not an appealing thought, for she was always embarrassed when buying undergarments, a by-product of years of hearing teachers tell her that such garments and what they concealed where shameful and should never, ever, be seen by anyone except one’s future husband. But she should be able to find a relatively empty shop this time of day, and she needed to get out of the building anyway, for some fresh air and time to think about her strange plight – a plight which had her head spinning.

				Leaving the toilet she bumped straight into Selina in the corridor. ‘Oh, hi,’ the friendly girl said, smiling.

				‘Hi,’ Zoe echoed, trying to smile in return, but failing.

				‘I looked for you at your desk. Want to go for a late lunch?’

				Zoe hesitated. She was not hungry, but the girl seemed so friendly she did not want to disappoint her. ‘Um, well, I guess so. I mean, I was just going to… to run a little errand.’

				‘Oh fine, I know the perfect place,’ and without further deliberation Selina took Zoe’s arm and guided her along the corridor to the building’s exit, chatting happily about the café up the street and the delicacies it offered.

				Zoe listened, bemused, to the story of how Selina had met her fiancé, and how their parents had arranged their marriage and settled almost everything except where they would live. They were outside walking by then, and she was trying to think of a way to get rid of Selina long enough to find a store that sold undergarments without being rude. She was only half listening, despite how fascinating the story was, when she spotted a lingerie shop a little further along.

				‘So, did you want to buy a bra to replace the one you’ve lost?’ Selina suddenly asked, and Zoe stared at her in shock, her cheeks turning a lovely pink.

				‘Excuse me?’ she managed.

				‘Well, it’s kind of obvious. I mean, you were certainly wearing a bra earlier, and you certainly aren’t now. You can pick up a new one and tell me all about whoever it was took the last one off you.’

				‘I – I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ she protested, totally flustered.

				‘Oh, don’t worry, I don’t gossip about things like that. So who was it? Beacher?’

				‘Beacher? Ms Beacher?’ Zoe squeaked, the very idea of doing anything sexual with Ms Beacher appalling.

				‘Well, I saw you coming out of her office the other day and your bra seemed to be undone then, so I figured the two of you had something going.’

				Zoe was astonished the girl could say such things in such a casual manner, her face as calm and smiling as if she had just asked her about the weather. ‘I – I never…’ she stammered. ‘With a woman? I couldn’t do anything… anything… homosexual!’

				‘Oh? Well, so many girls do these days, you know, just for fun, but that’s okay, I just figured it must be her.’

				‘Well it’s not, it’s Mr Erasmus,’ Zoe blurted, instantly mortified by her admission, but justified because she simply had to convince the girl she was not interested in lesbian sex.

				‘Erasmus?’ Selina’s eyes widened.

				‘Well, I mean, it’s not… um, it’s nothing, really,’ Zoe said weakly, realising she had probably just made a very big mistake. ‘I mean, it’s nothing serious. It’s not like we’ve… done it, you know.’

				‘That’s all right, Zoe,’ Selina comforted, ‘you don’t have to justify anything to me. What did he do, tear it off, or something?’

				‘No… it’s a very long story.’

				‘Good, then we’ll have something to talk about over lunch,’ she said cheerfully. ‘In the meantime, you can buy a new bra so people can’t see your nipples so easily,’ and she laughed, and accompanied the embarrassed girl to the lingerie shop, though Zoe was grateful she moved away from her as soon as she went to look at the bras.

				She hurried to buy one, and was relieved it was inside a bag when Selina approached her again carrying a blue and black lace and silk number she purchased for herself. Then she followed the attractive Oriental girl to the café, and tried to keep the conversation away from what had happened that morning as Selina kept trying to tease the story out of her.

				Finally, needing someone to talk to, to get things off her chest, Zoe admitted that she and Mr Erasmus had been intimate and that Ms Beacher found out about it and punished her.

				‘What did she do?’ Selina asked eagerly, chewing delicately on her sandwich.

				‘Well, you know…’ Zoe looked down at her untouched croissant.

				‘No, I don’t,’ Selina pressed. ‘Did she fire you?’

				‘Oh no.’

				‘Then what?’

				‘Well, she… she spanked me.’ She was embarrassed to admit it, but corporal punishment had been a fact of life since she’d been a girl, and she and her friends at school had never been particularly shy about discussing it.

				Selina fought to keep the shock from showing on her face as she almost choked on the sandwich, and then swallowed a mouthful of tea to clear her throat. ‘Oh,’ was all she could manage to say, and then at last asked, ‘Did Erasmus punish you, too?’

				‘No,’ Zoe answered, and then elaborated without any further prompting. ‘And the other day, in her office, Ms Beacher used a cane. That hurt even more.’

				‘A cane?’ Selina lost all interest in her sandwich and placed it, unfinished, on the plate.

				‘I felt so stupid,’ Zoe looked around uncomfortably as she confided in the other young woman, ‘you know? I mean, we never got spanked at school; it was always the strap, and then later the switch.’

				‘On your… on your back?’

				‘No, on my bum, of course, and it’s still sore.’ She squirmed a little on her seat.

				‘On your bare bottom?’ Selina asked, her stomach fluttering strangely.

				‘Yes.’ Zoe gave her an embarrassed grimace.

				‘While Mr Erasmus watched?’

				She nodded. ‘That was the worst part; I felt so silly.’

				‘Oh, I’m sure he didn’t think of you in that way.’ Selina stared at Zoe imagining her bent naked across her lap, her lovely bottom awaiting the touch of her hand. She felt a heat beginning to smoulder deep inside her despite her earlier determination not to be affected by the girl’s beauty and charm. She was not into girls. She had never been into girls. She was heterosexual. It was true that some modern girls played around with each other, almost because it was required these days to experiment in that way, but she was not that kind of girl… not exactly. She had climaxed very nicely in Allison’s hands, but that was a mere physical reaction; a machine could have made her climax. And yet she could not hide from herself the sexual interest she was feeling for Zoe. It was not just the girl’s undeniable beauty. Allison was beautiful too, and yet she felt no real attraction to her. ‘So, tell me, did you like it when Erasmus touched you?’ she asked.

				Zoe lowered her eyes and struggled to answer.

				‘You came, didn’t you?’ Selina pursued.

				‘Well, I…’ Zoe felt terribly ashamed, ‘yes…’

				‘Hmmm,’ Selina mused, ‘he does know his way around a girl’s body, that man. Did you do it on his desk?’

				‘I didn’t do it,’ Zoe insisted indignantly.

				‘I didn’t mean it,’ Selina hastily clarified, not wanting to let the girl slip away now, ‘I meant, you know, whatever it is you did.’

				‘Well, a little on his desk, I guess,’ Zoe replied, desperately wanting to confide in someone. ‘Some in his chair.’

				‘And you let him?’

				‘I couldn’t help it,’ Zoe answered defensively. ‘I mean… I couldn’t move.’

				‘You couldn’t move?’

				‘He… well, he kind of tied me up.’

				‘Tied you up?’ Selina could hardly believe what she was hearing. ‘And then Beacher found you like that?’

				‘Yes,’ Zoe nodded sulkily. ‘I was so embarrassed. I couldn’t even cover myself.’ She leaned forward conspiratorially over the table. ‘Did you know,’ she spoke in a low voice, ‘that sometimes when girls have sex they react really… strongly?’

				Selina blinked in surprise and confusion, but said, ‘Yes, sometimes.’

				‘Well, Ms Beacher thinks I might be one of those girls, you know, a nymphomaniac, and that’s why I don’t have any discipline.’

				‘She does?’ Selina went along with what she was hearing. ‘Um, that’s too bad.’

				Zoe sighed sadly.

				‘But she says she can cure you?’ Selina asked, thinking she was beginning to understand what was going on here.

				‘Yes,’ Zoe nodded again, a little more enthusiastically this time, ‘and I really hope she can!’

				‘You know, there are ancient Chinese spiritual and physical exercises designed to dissipate the desires of women,’ Selina said sagely, and for all she knew, there really might be.

				‘Oh, could you possibly teach me some, Selina?’ Zoe asked hopefully.

				‘Do you know,’ Selina said, smiled warmly, ‘I’d be delighted to. You see, I sometimes have the same trouble too.’

				Chapter Seven

				That evening after work, and having invited Selina round for a light salad, Zoe blinked in surprise as her new friend emerged from the bathroom. She was wearing the blue and black teddy she’d bought at the lingerie shop, and it looked stunning on her. Though she was not a busty girl, it displayed a deep and enticing cleavage. She had said they should both get into their sleepwear to be as relaxed as possible before they began the exercises.

				‘That’s, um, very pretty,’ Zoe told her clumsily.

				‘You think so?’ Selina said softly. ‘It’s just a teddy, but it’s very comfortable to sleep in.’ She turned around, and Zoe’s eyes widened as she saw that the other girl’s buttocks were all but naked. The teddy was even more daring at the back, dropping to a narrow V of material at the cleft of her cheeks, and then tapering to nothing but a narrow strip between them. She almost giggled nervously, and yet found herself gripped by an odd fascination at how the garment looked, as she wondered too how it felt. It seemed almost to eroticise the girl’s bottom and highlight how firm and round it was, and despite being slightly scandalised by the scantiness of the thing, she found herself admiring its effect with awe. Selina looked incredibly sexy in it, and she wondered if she too might look sexy in such a thing, or if she would only look and feel silly. She glanced down at her pink pyjamas and blushed as she realised how sophisticated Selina appeared in her skimpy lingerie and how girlish she must seem by comparison.

				‘Nice view,’ Selina said, moving to the window and leaning over to peer down at the tree-lined street. She turned her head and smiled. ‘Aren’t you afraid someone will see you without any curtains?’

				‘Oh no, there’s nobody who could see in this high,’ Zoe assured her.

				‘Are you sure? Maybe someone has binoculars, or something.’ She turned and gave Zoe a saucy look as she began rolling her hips in a slow, erotic dance, sliding her hands languidly up her body and through her long, fine hair. ‘Think someone might see me?’ she asked coyly, thrusting her nearly naked bottom at the window.

				Zoe licked her lips and did giggle nervously, even as she shook her head. Selina was clearly not a shy girl, but then she was from another part of the world, and who knew what was considered proper there?

				Charles Weatherby’s jaw dropped and his cock became instantly erect as he saw the girl in the window. It was not the same girl he had been desperately trying to catch glimpses of for over a week, but it was an unquestionably beautiful young woman, and she was wearing a lacy blue teddy that left very little to the imagination. He jammed his eye against the telescope and zoomed in on her amply displayed cleavage, his heart pounding as he noted the firm dimples of her nipples beneath the thin silk.

				‘Oh Christ,’ he gasped. ‘Oh yes… oh beautiful…’

				The Asian girl turned her back to the window and he let out a little cry of shocked delight as he saw her bare buttocks. Then she began rolling her hips and he groaned deep in his throat, his knees weakening.

				‘Oh God, she wants it, she wants a stiff one!’

				He saw the other girl then. She was wearing simple pyjamas, and he was frustrated she was so overdressed. But the dark-haired girl seemed to be taunting her to dance, holding out her hands.

				‘Take it off,’ he breathed. ‘Come on, girlie, take it off!’

				But neither young woman appeared inclined to cooperate with his feverish demands, content to dance with each other before the window, and Weatherby stared, transfixed by the sight, salacious imaginings filling his mind about what they might be doing together in the small room. Was the Oriental girl a new roommate? Was she a relative? Was she a lover? Why was she dressed like that and why were they dancing? They moved away from the window and he cursed savagely, but they had not left the room and he stared impatiently, waiting for one or the other to step in front of the window again. Were they stripping now? Were they making love? He was desperate to know what was going on.

				‘So how should we start?’ Zoe asked innocently.

				Selina lay back on the bed, resting her hands beneath her head, and shrugged. ‘We need to relax, and we need to expose our most terrible sexual demons and confront them.’

				‘How?’ Zoe was sitting on the edge of the bed next to her, noting how closely the teddy hugged the girl’s body, accentuating every toned curve.

				Selina stretched, arching her back and straining the material over her breasts as she smiled up at Zoe. ‘This makes me feel sexy,’ she purred, ‘and feeling sexy is a good thing.’

				‘It is?’

				‘Of course it is. Don’t you like it when men stare at you?’ She smiled in a catlike way. ‘I can tell what they’re thinking. I know they’re undressing me with their eyes, and that in their imaginations they’re doing all sorts of wicked things to me. You’re prettier than me, so I have no doubt you get the same looks.’

				‘I’m not prettier than you,’ Zoe protested humbly.

				‘Oh, of course you are,’ Selina insisted. ‘You have bigger breasts, you’re a little taller, you have gorgeous legs and a lovely face. And your hair…’ she shook her head, smiling. ‘I doubt there’s a single man at work who hasn’t thought about what you look like naked and what it would be like to get you into bed.’

				‘Selina!’ Zoe gasped, scandalised.

				‘That’s just the way it is, Zoe. Men are the hunters, and we’re the hunted.’ She stood up on the bed abruptly, rolling her hips in time to the music from the radio, her eyes narrowing. ‘We’re the hot, sexy girls all the men pant after. You should be happy. It’s so much fun having them all lusting after you and not being able to say a word. It gives you a great sense of power.’

				‘But you’re not supposed to think like that,’ Zoe protested worriedly.

				‘Says who?’ Selina sniffed. ‘I like being sexy. I like it that people think I’m hot and want to touch me and do unspeakable things to me. It doesn’t mean I’m a bad girl. My fiancé would go crazy if he saw me like this,’ she added, leaping gracefully off the bed and strolling over to the window again. She straightened a leg and put her bare foot on the ledge, and then she let her hand slowly caress the length of her shapely limb. ‘He wants me so bad, but he has to wait until we’re married.’

				‘Well, that’s good.’

				‘But I want him too,’ she sighed. ‘Sometimes I get so horny I could just yank down his pants.’ She lowered her foot from the ledge. ‘Honestly, Zoe, don’t you just get these times when you’d give anything to feel a man inside you?’

				‘To be honest, no,’ she lied.

				‘Or to feel his hands on your breasts?’ She cupped hers, squeezing them and looking imploringly at Zoe.

				‘That’s wrong…’

				‘Oh, but it’s so much fun being a bad girl.’ She began dancing seductively again. ‘Come on, dance with me, be a naughty girl.’ She reached out, took Zoe’s hands, and pulled her up off the bed.

				‘I can’t dance,’ Zoe protested.

				‘All women can dance,’ Selina said firmly. ‘You just need to stop being so body conscious. Pretend you’re on a stage and hundreds of men are watching you, devouring you with their eyes. Taunt them. Show them what they can’t have.’

				‘That’s awful.’ Yet she felt a quivering in her belly as she tried to imitate Selina’s slow, graceful movements.

				‘Take this off,’ Selina commanded, reaching for the top button of Zoe’s pyjamas.

				‘I can’t do that.’ She clasped her hands together protectively over her chest.

				‘Really, Zoe, you can’t be a seductive female in pyjamas. Besides, nobody can see, it’s just us here.’ She brushed aside Zoe’s hands and quickly undid the buttons down the front of her baggy top, exposing the ivory flesh within, letting the front drape open a little to expose the inner slopes of Zoe’s breasts. ‘That’s it,’ she whispered huskily, ‘the secret is to show something, but not everything. Give them little teasers and glimpses.’

				Zoe continued to dance awkwardly, feeling quite exposed as the top of her pyjamas swayed open as she moved. Yet she had been seen naked by both Mr Erasmus and Ms Beacher, so this was not nearly as difficult as it would have been only a few days before. Besides, it felt exciting to think of herself as a sexy, seductive female.

				She began to loosen up a little, rolling her hips as Selina did, even as she drew apart the sides of her top and exposed her breasts completely. She felt a rush of exhilaration imagining there were hundreds of men watching her, all of them breathlessly excited as she revealed herself to their hungry eyes. Then, to her shock, Selina moved behind her, slid her hands over her shoulders, grasped the edges of her open top, and slipped it off with a seductive rustle.

				For a moment Zoe crossed her arms over her chest, blushing, but then her excitement took hold and she relaxed again, dancing in the loose pyjama bottoms, grinding her hips while imagining herself as a belly dancer, her hands rising over her head as she watched her breasts swaying and trembling in time to her movements. Her nipples were hard, and she felt a sudden anxiety that Selina would find that perverse, but then the girl let the straps of her teddy slip over her shoulders so her breasts were also fully exposed, and Zoe saw that her brown nipples were erect as well. She felt a strange sense of sisterhood with Selina, as if the two of them were members of a small, private club of seductive women, lording it over less beautiful girls who envied them.

				Weatherby’s heart was beating like a drum as he watched the two dancing girls. The usual girl’s top was open, and he caught tantalising glimpses of very firm young breasts. But the loose material kept hiding the loveliness of her, and every time she seemed to expose more she moved beyond the window frame, or worse, she turned around. At one point she danced with her hands well above her head, and he could see even from behind that her top was pulled completely open, yet he could only catch glimpses of the sides of those beautiful breasts.

				She danced out of his view and he cursed, but then the dark-haired girl appeared and he licked his lips, moaning as she slipped the straps of her teddy down her slender arms. His pulse rocketed as she bared her breasts, and his fingers trembled on the telescope as he tried to jam his eye even harder against the lens.

				The other girl appeared again and he groaned, for she was completely topless now, even though her back was to the window. The pyjama bottoms were much lower on her hips than before, hugging the top of her buttocks, and he stared, willing them to fall even lower, desperate for her to turn around and face him.

				‘This dancing is making me hot,’ Selina panted, dropping onto the foot of the bed.

				‘Me too,’ Zoe said breathlessly, mistaking her meaning as she sat beside her.

				‘You know, Zoe,’ Selina went on, ‘over the centuries we Orientals have learned a thing or two about how to enjoy life.’ She glanced down at Zoe’s mouth-watering breasts, her fingers eager to feel the softness of those gorgeous orbs. She slipped an arm around Zoe’s shoulder in a friendly gesture, so that their nearest breasts pressed together.

				It made Zoe uncomfortable to feel how warm and soft, and close, Selina’s flesh was, and she swallowed anxiously. The intimate contact was both naughty and strangely exciting, and while not wanting to offend her, she dearly wished Selina would move away slightly.

				‘Do you know that where I come from it’s almost impossible for a girl who isn’t a virgin to get a husband?’ Selina whispered.

				‘No,’ Zoe said in surprise.

				Selina nodded. ‘They’re so stuck on that. The men can have all the fun they want, of course, nobody cares if they’re virgins, but a good Chinese girl is supposed to be a virgin until she’s married.’

				‘But surely that’s not fair,’ Zoe protested sweetly.

				‘I know, it’s not,’ Selina agreed. ‘We get excited just like the men do, but we’re simply supposed to be able to ignore our desires.’

				Zoe nodded uncomfortably. Every time the girl moved, even if it was just to shrug or shake her head, she could feel that soft breast moulding against hers. It was a startlingly cosy and sensual sensation.

				‘We have ways of coping, though,’ Selina went on. ‘We have spiritual and physical exercises we do together to exorcise the demons of lust, and all that.’

				‘Oh?’ Zoe found this extremely interesting, since exorcising those demons was just what Mr Erasmus and Ms Beacher claimed she needed to do.

				‘Yes, let me show you.’ Selina rose elegantly, and then almost casually brushed her teddy down her legs, stepping out of it to stand naked before her.

				Zoe stared at her in surprise, and then blushed as the girl smiled down at her. Of course there was nothing wicked about a naked female, yet she still felt there was something wrong – sinful – about being alone with Selina in her bedroom. Then she realised with a strange shock that the girl had no hair down there, between her legs, which made her seem even more naked.

				‘Yes, oh yes, God be praised!’ Weatherby whispered fervently as he stared at the naked girl. His eyes crawled over her body, from the tips of her erect little nipples to the delicious gap between her thighs, and then over the perfect expanse of smooth flesh covering her back and buttocks as she unwittingly turned around for him.

				Selina watched Zoe’s expression with an intensity she fought to conceal and control. She was deeply aroused revealing herself to the girl, and as she had for hours now, she felt a desperate desire to run her hands all over Zoe’s beautiful body and make her cry out with pleasure. Her every move and statement since she entered the flat had been calculated to reassure and yet arouse the bewitching girl. And she was suffering more than a little guilt about that, both because Zoe seemed so innocent that she felt almost like a dirty old lecher seducing her, and because she was experiencing a tremendous amount of rebellious distress about the feelings she had for a girl.

				‘Stand up,’ she said, fighting to keep her voice steady and relaxed as she took Zoe’s hands and pulled her to her feet again. ‘You have to lose these,’ she declared, gripping the waistband of Zoe’s pyjama bottoms and easing them down. Zoe was startled, but she did not resist as they slid down to her ankles and gathered in a pool around her feet.

				‘Here, step out of them,’ Selina encouraged.

				‘Well, okay.’ Zoe’s voice was a little shaky.

				‘Good, now first we have to relax by just hugging for a moment.’ She slipped her arms around Zoe and pulled their naked bodies together. She relished the softness of the other girl’s breasts as they pillowed against her own, and she could feel the pinpoint hardness of her nipples. ‘Just relax,’ she urged, her hands gently stroking Zoe’s back. ‘Relax,’ she whispered. ‘Clear your mind and let your desire flow down through your hands. Imagine it flowing out of your fingertips like… like energy, and let it flow into me.’ She eased her head back and kissed Zoe chastely on one cheek, and then on the other. She noted the breathless look of confusion on the girl’s face as she kissed her delicately on the chin, and then on the curve of her throat.

				‘Relax,’ she whispered again. ‘Don’t fight it. Let your mind float and let your body feel the desire and lust inside you. Let it flow through your fingers into my body.’ She eased back and reached down for Zoe’s hands. She placed them against her own stomach and pushed them up slowly, until they were just beneath her breasts. ‘That’s it…’ She positioned her hands beneath Zoe’s breasts, mirroring the girl’s stance, and caressed her soft flesh. Then she gently cupped her taut breasts and stroked their tender undersides. Almost as if in a trance, Zoe did the same to her, and Selina felt a whiplash of excitement grip her. Her nipples ached with need, and she squeezed Zoe’s luscious mounds, kneading them hungrily.

				‘Now we need to… we need to… take the heat out of our… out of our bodies in different places,’ Selina breathed, swaying slightly. ‘Do as I do.’ She raised her hands and took Zoe’s erect nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

				Zoe blushed, but obediently copied the gesture.

				Selina moaned softly, the sound barely audible as she began rolling Zoe’s nipples. Zoe mimicked her actions, and felt her nipples revelling in the firm touch of the other girl’s inexperienced fingers. Selina tugged Zoe’s nipples, Zoe did the same, and both tugged harder and harder until Selina began wincing and her aureoles seemed ready to burst with exquisite tension. Her pussy was almost painfully hot and clenched repeatedly around a frustrating emptiness.

				‘Now we need to confront our nasty demons,’ she said urgently.

				‘What demons?’ Zoe panted.

				‘The nasty fantasies we have. We need to admit them to ourselves.’

				‘I couldn’t possibly…’

				‘I’ll start… I dream I’m a courtesan in ancient China wearing a long silk gown of the deepest green. I imagine myself as the most beautiful woman in a great castle, and that all the men lust after me everywhere I go. They’re all so very polite, but they all want me so badly, all of them. I’m the only woman in the castle, and there are hundreds of men, and I taunt them with my beauty, loving to see how excited they get around me. Everywhere I go their eyes follow me, and I can tell they’re thinking things they shouldn’t, thinking of me naked and at their feet, stripped and tied like you were today, helpless before them so they can take me and use me… I often fantasise about that, and when I get all hot and excited I imagine them punishing me.’

				Zoe was shocked, and intensely aroused. She’d never had a fantasy that lurid; she had never imagined herself being taken by hundreds of men. She thought of those girls in the pictures she had received in the post, and how tightly bound they were, and then thought of herself in their place surrounded by men.

				‘Tell me one of your fantasies,’ Selina urged.

				‘I – I couldn’t…’

				‘Go ahead, it couldn’t be more shameful than mine.’

				Zoe hesitated for a moment, and then took a deep breath. ‘Well, I dream about… about a man doing things to me,’ she confessed. ‘And I can’t stop him because… because I’m tied up. And everywhere he touches me my body seems to turn to fire and I can’t stop myself from responding to him, I can’t hide how excited I become as he touches me.’

				Selina’s eyes were alight. ‘I think I know how you can overcome this fantasy,’ she said, gently brushing the hair away from Zoe’s flushed face.

				‘How?’ She was not entirely sure she wanted to overcome it.

				‘Scarves.’

				‘Pardon?’

				‘Do you have any scarves?’

				Zoe nodded and pointed to the second drawer of her wardrobe.

				Selina opened it, and took out a handful of silk. ‘We’ll exorcise this demon for you, Zoe,’ she promised. ‘Lie back on the bed.’ Zoe obeyed, and within moments Selina had carefully wrapped the delicate scarves around her wrists and ankles and bound them to the bed’s four posts so her arms and legs were spread wide. Then she draped the last scarf over Zoe’s eyes, tying it in place.

				‘Now you can pretend I’m that man,’ she said, her voice husky. ‘Pretend I’m the sexiest man in the world and I’ve captured you and I’m touching you like you imagined. All you have to do is resist that touch.’

				‘But I can’t,’ Zoe protested.

				‘Ah, but you know it’s me, and since I’m just a girl, you’ll have a much easier time of it.’

				That made sense to Zoe, but she was still anxious, for her body was already feeling very aroused, and she was quite worried she would respond to almost any touch, even that of another girl. She tugged instinctively at the soft scarves pulling her ankles and wrists apart, and felt a renewed sense of excitement at how firmly she was bound. And it struck her then as it had not struck her before that she was bound, bound naked and spread-eagled to the four posts of her bed, vulnerable, open, completely helpless. She blushed as she imagined what she must look like, as she thought of Selina staring down at her. Of course, Selina was only a girl, but even so…

				What if it was Mr Erasmus standing over her? She felt goose bumps at the thought, and then it was swept away by a rush of heat as she felt fingers sliding up her ribs and circling her breasts. She gasped, pulling at the scarves, her back arching briefly as she let out a soft cry of surprise.

				‘Remember, it’s just me,’ Selina said. ‘You can easily resist me.’ She leaned forward over the bound girl, hesitated, and then let her hands slide gently up and down her legs, caressing her knees and her inner thighs. Her fingers skated downwards against her calves, and then back up across her knees and outer thighs before rising higher to dance on her tensed tummy. She watched Zoe’s flesh quiver in response, rising and falling as she twisted slightly against her bonds.

				Selina’s fingers stroked higher, circling her plaything’s breasts and easing up over them to rub her stiff nipples. Zoe gasped and pulled at the scarves again, but other than that she made no protest as invisible fingers deftly massaged her full breasts and pinched her erect nipples.

				‘Remember, think of that handsome man but remember it’s me here touching you,’ Selina coaxed breathlessly. ‘That will keep you from getting excited.’ Selina smiled to herself as she bent lower and closed her lips over the trussed girl’s left breast, moaning in feverish desire as she felt the stiffness of the nipple against her tongue. She suckled it gently but firmly, her tongue flicking harder against the rigid bud, and her lips drew in to suck on it with rhythmic hunger.

				Zoe tried to twist away at first, but Selina’s mouth clung tenaciously to her. ‘S-Selina,’ she gasped, ‘what are you doing?’

				‘Are you getting excited by what I’m doing, Zoe?’

				‘No, of course not,’ she lied desperately.

				‘Good, then it’s working. Remember to think of your fantasy.’ She looked down at the girl’s sightless face, and then bent and kissed her cheek, at which point lust overcame her and she simply could not resist kissing the innocent beauty, her tongue thrusting into the startled girl’s mouth. She twisted feebly against her, but Selina would not be denied, and her lips locked against hers as her tongue danced and dipped inside her mouth. And then, to her delight, Zoe’s tongue pushed back.

				Selina lowered her body, crushing her breasts against Zoe’s, their nipples hot pinpoints of excitement between them as their flesh ground together. ‘I’m a man,’ she said in a hoarse whisper, ‘an avaricious, nasty man who has you prisoner and is about to ravish you senseless before he gives you to all his friends to use!’

				Zoe moaned as Selina slowly and carefully began grinding her pussy against her thigh. Then she instinctively angled her sex upwards as the other girl angled hers down, and both of them moaned at the soft touch of each other’s body. But then, suddenly remembering herself, Zoe stiffened and stopped moving.

				Selina hesitated, and then eased herself up slightly. ‘You know, I had an idea just now,’ she said.

				‘W-what would that be?’ Zoe breathed.

				‘Wait a moment.’

				Zoe felt the other girl leave the bed, and waited anxiously for her to return, wondering what the idea could be.

				‘You need to relax,’ Selina said, from somewhere above her.

				‘What are you doing?’ Zoe gasped, as she felt the girl grasp a curl of her pubic hair.

				‘You’ll find out,’ she teased, and then Zoe stiffened anxiously as she heard the snip-snip of scissors cutting her pubic hair close between her thighs, and then she gasped as warm water was dabbed there, followed by the rather pleasant sensation of shaving gel being gently massaged into her sensitive skin.

				‘Selina, what on earth are you doing?’ she repeated apprehensively.

				‘Just tidying you up a little,’ Selina replied, then picked up the razor she’d found in Zoe’s tiny bathroom, along with the scissors and gel, and began carefully but quickly shaving the lovely captive’s pussy.

				‘Selina, stop it!’ Zoe protested.

				‘You’ll be much neater, much more attractive this way, Zoe,’ Selina assured. ‘Really, all the girls do it now.’

				‘They do?’

				She did not answer, and then it was over and Zoe felt herself being patted dry with a towel. She knew she should never have permitted Selina to perform such an intimate task on her, and felt embarrassed about it, but there was a strange thrill of anticipation smouldering inside her as well, and try as she might, she could not repress it.

				She felt Selina’s weight return to the bed between her spread thighs, and then felt the girl’s breasts against her tummy as they slid slowly upwards, until they were pushing against her own breasts as she once again settled on top of her.

				‘Ready to start again?’ Selina asked softly, her lips brushing Zoe’s ear.

				‘I – I don’t know…’

				‘Just pretend I’m a man and resist me. Try to keep yourself from feeling any sexual enjoyment at all.’ She let her body press fully against Zoe’s, her breasts moving softly back and forth and from side to side. Then, as before, she spread Zoe’s legs wide open, resting each one of hers over them to bring her soft, hairless sex into contact with the freshly shaved one. She could feel the moisture on the girl’s pubic lips as she rubbed against them, and could feel her swollen clitoris pushing out from beneath its hood to meet hers as she gently ground her pussy down and forward in short, urgent movements that had the bound girl moaning and writhing and pulling against the scarves pinning her in place. Selina also groaned with pleasure, her buttocks rolling slowly back and forth as she ground herself downwards, her breasts crushing Zoe’s as her lips found hers again.

				‘You’re my prisoner, Zoe,’ she said in a hoarse voice. ‘And I will drive you mad with desire.’

				Weatherby cursed, infuriated by what he could not see.

				He had already ejaculated once, into a bundle of tissues, at the sight of the naked Asian girl and the knowledge of what was transpiring in the flat across the way.

				He could see the other girl’s feet and most of her legs up to her knees, and those feet were bound to the foot-posts of the bed. He could see the lower legs of the dark-haired beauty between them where she knelt, and could imagine only too well what she was doing to her friend.

				And imagine was all he could do, for the rest of the bed was hidden from his view. Yet what he was able to see was enough to again arouse him to a feverish pitch, and to enrage him at what was hidden from his lustful eyes.

				Although not the most experienced man sexually, Weatherby had no doubt whatever as to what was taking place in that flat. He watched as the bound girl’s feet began jerking against the scarves holding them in place, and he groaned aloud. It had already occurred to him that while it was impossible for him to see what was going on to the right of the window from his present position, he could shift his view if he moved to the left. Unfortunately, he was already as far to the left of his own window as he could get. He had tried rushing downstairs and jamming the telescope out of the bedroom window, which was several feet further to the left, but the lower height meant he was then unable to see anything at all. So he had frantically raced back up to the attic with the telescope to continue staring at those tantalising lower limbs, cursing in frustration all the while. Were it possible, he would willingly have battered down the wall and thrust the telescope through the hole.

				The Asian girl sat back on her heels, which let him see her fully, if only from the side, and then she bent forward, disappearing from his view again. He imagined their naked bodies entwining together and a haze of agitated lust gripped him. He moaned forlornly and pulled his eye back, staring at the wall to his left. Another foot or two and he would be able to see everything. He cursed his luck and peered into the telescope again, hoping against hope that they would move down towards the foot of the bed.

				Zoe could feel the other girl’s pussy caressing hers. She had never felt so smooth and clean down there, never felt such a pure touch. She was amazed a girl pressing against her like this could feel so good, and her efforts to resist the sensations flooding her were fleeting and confused. There was something about being stretched out naked and bound that had her heart pounding before Selina even touched her. And as her new friend continued to grind down against her, the warmth and pleasure between her thighs intensified almost painfully. The only sound in the room was that of their panting breaths as they rolled and ground against each other.

				With her wrists and ankles bound, Zoe experienced a strange freedom in her climax, flinging herself wildly and mindlessly into it, her body thrashing and convulsing against the mattress, her limbs pulling wildly against the scarves holding them in place. The ecstasy burned through her loins and up her spine, and yet even through the storm of pleasure, she could hear Selina’s altered breathing, could hear her gasps and moans as she ground her vulva down against hers ever more intensely, and she knew the lovely girl was climaxing as well.

				Zoe was startled by the force of her orgasm, as well as by the orgasm itself. They both lay still and gasping in the aftermath of their pleasure, their overheated bodies languorous, their breasts rapidly rising and falling together. She had never imagined having an orgasm with a girl before, and marvelled at it. It felt very strange; from the day she’d been old enough it was drummed into her psyche that sexual contact with men – outside of wedlock, at least – was wicked, and that touching herself was definitely substantially more wicked. Yet no one had really spoken about touching another female, or being touched by one. She was sure it was something her parents would disapprove of, and yet they had never mentioned it, never even hinted at it.

				The feel of Selina’s silky hair as she rested her head on her shoulder was exquisite, and despite the languor induced by her recent climax, her body responded to every movement of the other girl’s hand as it gently stroked her. This was quite wrong, of that Zoe was certain, and on the verge of asking Selina to move, she felt the girl’s body shift, felt her soft hair sliding over her breasts and nipples and then down to her belly as she adjusted her weight against her.

				‘You can resist better than that,’ Selina chided her gently. ‘But you didn’t do too badly. Will you help me now?’

				Zoe groaned in response, having no idea how she was expected to do that. She felt Selina’s weight shift again as her hands slid up her body and over her breasts, and sighed as she felt a weight on her abdomen, and realised Selina was straddling her. A moment later the girl was sliding upwards over her breasts, and she felt hands slip beneath her head.

				‘I’ll try to resist,’ Selina said. ‘Try to excite me, and I’ll try to resist you.’

				Zoe was bemused, and then she felt something soft against her mouth, something moist and musky and warm.

				‘Lick me, Zoe… lick me…’

				Obediently she pushed her tongue up and felt the warmth of flesh and a tangy taste in her mouth.

				‘Higher,’ Selina gasped.

				Zoe licked blindly, trying not to think that it was Selina’s sex she was feeling against her lips, that she was licking another girl as Mr Erasmus had licked her. She felt Selina pressing down more heavily against her face, riding back and forth over her chin and nose and mouth and making it hard for her to catch her breath.

				‘Harder!’ the Oriental urged, and Zoe gasped as Selina’s pussy rode her mouth, grinding wetly and insistently. Her tongue pushed up against the suffocating sex, and as she licked, desperately catching her breath, she pictured herself again in her mind’s eye, naked and bound. She pulled at the scarves, twisting in the throes of a forbidden excitement as her tongue wriggled shamelessly up into another girl’s pussy.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Eight

				It was very warm the next morning. The sun was shining into Zoe’s room with such strength that the thin sheet over her legs felt uncomfortably hot. She flung it off and swung her legs out of bed, sighing as her bare feet made contact with the somewhat cooler wooden floor. For a moment she gazed happily out at the sunny morning, and then the events of the previous day and evening came crashing down around her and she felt a jarring anxiety tighten her stomach.

				She was suddenly reluctant to get out of bed and ready for work. She had humiliated herself before Mr Erasmus, and then been humiliated by Ms Beacher in front of him, and she was not quite sure what to think about the visit from Selina; she did not want to think about the visit from Selina.

				Zoe was not used to seeing herself as a bad girl, and it was a very worrying thing to have Mr Erasmus and Ms Beacher thinking of her that way. She was a bother to them, a troublemaker, but from now on she was determined to behave properly at work, at all times.

				And then there were the orphans. She felt ashamed to have given in to her own physical pleasure the previous day and forgotten to mention the poor orphans to Mr Erasmus. She would have to remedy that first thing, and even while the thought of seeing him again filled her stomach with nervous butterflies, she told herself sternly that she would simply have to behave far more correctly in order to help the poor innocent children.

				She climbed out of bed and, naked, examined herself somewhat shyly and reluctantly in her full-length mirror. She felt a warm tingling in her sex, and a little shocked pleasure ran up her spine at the sight of her body. She stared, especially between her thighs where she was so naked. Her pussy was quite brazenly displayed, and yet without the soft curls of pubic hair surrounding it, it seemed much more neat than sinful.

				She had masturbated before, but very infrequently, and always with a deep sense of guilt. Now, however, she propped her bare bottom against the basin, eased her legs apart, and caressed herself boldly, gasping and moaning with pleasure. She had never before put her fingers inside her pussy, but a wicked impulse coaxed her to do just that, and her back arched as her other hand rose to cup and knead her breasts.

				She climaxed with a long, shuddering moan as her soft bottom quivered and ground against the cool ceramic.

				Zoe dressed for the heat in her lightest, thinnest white bra, and bikini panties she had once considered too daring to wear. Over them she wore a short white summer dress that buttoned down the front and was cinched in at the waist by a blue silk sash tied jauntily over her hip.

				Zoe thought she looked quite modest as she examined herself in the mirror again. The skirt was a little short, and she tugged uncertainly at the hem as if to change that, but otherwise it seemed not at all inappropriate for work.

				But she did not examine herself with the early morning sun bathing her from behind, for if she had she might have noticed how translucent the dress had a tendency to become. Certainly a number of men travelling to work that morning noticed it as their eyes were drawn to her slender, shadowy silhouette, which showed clearly through the fine fabric.

				Completely unaware of being watched, absorbed as she was in thoughts about orphans and her own degenerating morality, Zoe walked through the doors of the old grey building and up the wide wooden staircase to the main lobby, where she took a musty elevator up to her floor.

				The overhead light was not as revealing as the bright sunlight, yet it did allow Normand Miller to make out the delicate flowery pattern on her lacy bra as it pressed against the equally delicate fabric of her dress. He smiled and nodded his head in greeting as she arrived, feeling a sudden surge of frustration that he would again be taunted by the close proximity of her beauty while unable to do anything about it. Even were he not married, a man of his age and humble position, any looks he might have once had long since deserted him, did not ask a girl like Zoe Quincanon out for a drink. She would turn him down without question and he would be utterly embarrassed by the rejection, and thereafter they’d both be uncomfortable working so closely. Yet his constant exposure to her was leading him to ever more desperate flights of fancy. In his imaginings, he did everything from hide in her wardrobe at home to watch her undress, to don a black mask and kidnap her in order to have his wicked way with her somewhere, anywhere. He knew where she lived, and it ought to be fairly simple to get a key from her bag when she was elsewhere in the building and have a copy made. In fact, the more the idea took root the more it gave him an erection and the more certain he was that he’d carry it out. No longer did it seem such a foolish plan, and the risk element only added to the spice – which surprised him, because Normand Miller did not take risks. But once he had a copy of her flat key, he could leave ahead of her and hide there awaiting her return…

				It took little time for Normand to put his plan, fairly hazy as it was, into motion, for no sooner did she settle at her desk than she rose again and walked away towards the claims department. He quickly got up, opened the top draw and slipped her key out of her purse, and took it down to the shoe repairer and key cutter along the street. Within minutes he had a copy made and was on his way back upstairs feeling a strange sense of heady surprise at having actually gone through with his daring plan up to that point.

				Thankfully Zoe was still away from her desk when he returned, which made him feel that Fate was urging him on. He replaced the key, and then sent Beacher an email claiming a medical appointment later that afternoon, so he could leave early.

				Zoe knocked on the heavy polished door, and experienced a surge of anger and frustration as she realised that even before speaking to him, even before seeing him, she could feel her nipples tightening within the cups of her bra and her pussy growing warm and moist in her panties. She pushed open the door, redoubling her determination to behave correctly.

				‘Close that, would you please, my dear?’ he said, without looking up from some papers he was reading.

				She did not wish to close the door, for it implied a privacy she did not want, and yet she could hardly refuse. It was not in her nature to disobey her elders, and even less so a man who was so far her senior. In any event, it was his office, so he could certainly choose to have the door closed or not.

				‘And lock it, please,’ he added.

				She braced herself, her hand gripping the door handle, and then reluctantly slipped the lever up to lock it before approaching his desk.

				‘And what may I do for you this lovely morning, Ms Quincanon?’ he asked, with a polite smile.

				‘Good morning, Mr Erasmus,’ she said, licking her lips anxiously. ‘I wanted to bring something to your attention, and—’

				‘Yes?’ He rose and stepped around the desk.

				‘Mr Erasmus, I was hoping to talk to you about… about…’

				‘Your weakness?’ he prompted.

				She blushed, shaking her head. ‘No, Mr Erasmus,’ she said determinedly, ‘nothing like that.’

				‘Have you given any thought to the need to discipline your body, Zoe?’ he persisted.

				Unable to deny him a response to the question, she said, ‘Um, well, yes…’ Although she had not succeeded in the least, she had certainly thought about it.

				‘We do want to help you, Zoe.’

				‘Thank you, Mr Erasmus, but—’

				‘We should take every opportunity to do so, you know.’

				‘I beg your pardon?’ This was not going at all how she intended.

				‘I have great hopes for you, Zoe.’

				‘Um, thank you, sir.’

				‘I know you have the inner strength to conquer this problem of yours. But you wanted to talk to me about something else?’ He folded his arms across his chest.

				‘Well, yes, about the orphans,’ she said, getting her thoughts back on the reason for her being there.

				‘The orphans?’ He blinked in surprise. ‘I suppose we can discuss orphans if it’s your pleasure… pleasure,’ he repeated, considering the word. ‘You know, we should take advantage of this and see if you can focus your concentration and avoid giving in to your naughty impulses. Yes, there’s an excellent idea.’ He uncrossed his arms and slipped his fingers into the loose knot of her sash, tugging it undone so that it hung from the two loops at her hips.

				‘W-what are you doing, sir?’ she asked weakly.

				‘Placing before you temptation, so you can fortify yourself against that temptation,’ he explained sedately, and her hands rose without conviction to stop him as he began slowly undoing the buttons down the front of her dress.

				‘Hands up behind your head,’ he ordered, his tone suddenly abrupt and firm, and she instantly responded to that tone of authority as much as to his words. She felt her heart beating faster as he undid the last button, and her dress draped open. Her eyes widened as she recalled her newly shaven sex, and colour filled her face as she imagined what he would think of her if he saw it.

				‘Chin up and chest out,’ he instructed, positioning her hands so they rested firmly on the nape of her neck. He then caressed her slowly from just below her breasts down to her belly, where the tips of his fingers eased beneath the delicate elastic of her panties. ‘Now I want you to maintain this position and to keep your voice perfectly calm, Zoe. I want you to ignore whatever your body is telling you; whatever urges it sends to your brain. You can conquer those urges, if you’re strong.’

				He rubbed her stomach gently, his hand moving in a circular motion. ‘Are you feeling any urges yet?’

				‘No,’ she answered softly, thinking it best to lie even though lying was also wrong and totally against her nature.

				His fingers crept up her body and squeezed into the half cups of her bra, tugging them gently downwards. She inhaled sharply as she felt the cups pulled lower, felt the material sliding down despite its resistance, and her soft breasts exposed, pushed up and out by the bunched white band of material lodged beneath them.

				‘And now?’ he asked, tweaking one of her erect nipples.

				‘A little,’ she confessed truthfully.

				‘You must resist those urges,’ he said sternly, even while squeezing her nipple.

				‘I will,’ she sighed. ‘I will try, Mr Erasmus, I promise, but I wanted to talk to you about—’

				‘And I will help you, my dear.’ His hand slipped down, into her panties, and her pulse accelerated and she cringed mentally as he eased the soft cotton down and stared at her bare sex.

				‘It – it feels kind of neater this way,’ she said desperately. ‘I mean, it seemed… I was thinking that lots of girls are now—’

				‘Be quiet,’ he ordered, bending to tug her panties all the way down her legs, and slapping her ankle so she would raise her foot and step out of them. Then he straightened up again, glowering at her. ‘Zoe Quincanon, this is not good,’ he growled.

				‘But…’ she didn’t know what to say, ‘but…’

				‘You disappoint me,’ he said, and then his hand was between her legs, cupping her naked sex, his palm pressed hard against it. ‘You must ignore the lascivious thoughts that come to you from here unless you want to be thought of as a wanton by all who meet you. But I see we will have to resort to sterner methods.’ He released and moved behind her, tugging the dress over her shoulders and forcing her arms back as he did so. She gasped, but held obediently still as the dress slid down her arms, and off. A moment later he wrapped the sash around her arms just above her elbows, slowly drawing the material in so her shoulders were pinched back and her breasts thrust out.

				‘Oh, Mr Erasmus, my arms—’

				‘Perhaps a little pain will distract you from your wanton desires and this unnatural fixation you have for sex, young lady. In fact, it would not be a bad thing for you to associate sex with pain instead of pleasure. Perhaps then you might be better able to resist its call.’

				Zoe groaned as her arms were forced back even further, her shoulders aching as Mr Erasmus tightened the sash. She felt her lower arms pressed together, and then her elbows made contact, which heightened the pain in her shoulders.

				He stepped in front of her again, and then moved over to his desk and picked up an old wooden ruler, returning whilst shaking his head at the sight of her.

				She remembered her cause again, and without letting herself think, blurted out, ‘Mr Erasmus, I need to talk to you about the orphans!’

				He sniffed. ‘Do so then. It will be a good measure of your determination if you can remain focussed upon a worthy cause. Orphans, you say? What about them?’

				Her breasts rose and fell quickly. Being naked was part of it, but it was the sash binding her that was seriously arousing her. ‘Well, there’s this orphanage, you see…’ she started.

				‘Really? Didn’t know we had any of those left.’

				She watched him slide the tips of two fingers between his lips, and then place them on either side of her right nipple. He squeezed it.

				‘I read about it in the paper!’ she gasped. ‘The orphans are going to lose their home and I… I thought it would be a good place for your grant program.’

				He drew his fingers back, brought the ruler up next to her nipple, and lightly slapped it. She cried out softly. It was only a light blow, it hardly stung at all, but then he swung the ruler somewhat harder again, and then again, slapping her stiff nipple, and the repeated stinging sensation began making her aureole turn a hot pink and begin to throb.

				‘Which grant program?’ he asked, idly continuing to slap her nipple as she squirmed and her toes curled up in her shoes.

				‘The one… to prevent,’ she panted between slaps, ‘juvenile… delinquency!’

				‘And how would we use that to help orphans?’ he asked conversationally.

				‘I thought… that if the orphans… lost their home… they’d be more likely to… to be at loose ends and… and get into trouble!’ she gasped, her shoulders aching as she trembled beneath the steady rain of stinging flicks.

				‘How do you know being in an orphanage will stop delinquency?’ He turned his attention to her other nipple.

				‘It’s the uncertainty,’ she said, her vision swimming a little. ‘It’s moving around all over the place, in and out of one foster home after the other. They have no stability, no security. They do much better at the orphanage.’

				He pressed his fingers against her lips, and almost without thinking she licked as they slipped into her mouth. He smiled at her as he withdrew them, and a moment later she felt them against her sex. She gasped, her back arching a little as he stroked her bare furrow. She could feel the hardness of her clitoris and its raw need for attention.

				He pulled his fingers back and then let the ruler ease down between her legs. With short, almost gentle movements he swung it up against her sex, especially near to where her swollen bud hid. The quick little spanking blows brought tears to her eyes, and she whimpered in pain. Where before her pubic hair might have offered some protection, now the flat wood slapped unhindered against her moist flesh, and sharp little stabs of discomfort shot up through her sex. She squirmed and moaned and pulled her thighs together.

				He halted, frowning at her. ‘You never try to close your legs when feeling pleasure, Quincanon,’ he observed bluntly, ‘so don’t do it against the pain. Open your legs at once, young lady.’

				Reluctantly, Zoe tried to relax and eased her thighs apart. It was hard to think straight, but she knew she had to obey Mr Erasmus’s orders.

				Her nipple throbbed and ached as he bent and took it into his mouth. He suckled and chewed at the surrounding flesh, and she moaned as he bit harder. Then he gripped her hair suddenly, and she cried out softly as he pulled her head forward while at the same time thrusting two fingers up into her slick pussy and pumping them rapidly in and out.

				‘You feel this terrible carnal desire, don’t you, Quincanon?’ he said spitefully. ‘Perhaps it requires something else besides discipline. Perhaps it’s like an itch that needs to be scratched.’ He drew back as he forced her down. ‘On your knees…’ he hissed, his rapid change of mood alarming her. ‘That’s it, now bend forward, and I shall place you into the position of the conquered female forced to submit her body to the greater strength of the conquering male.’ And he pushed her down until her cheek was pressed against the carpet and her buttocks raised high. Then he lifted the ruler again as he looked down upon her submissive beauty.

				‘Raise your bottom higher and keep your knees apart,’ he commanded, slapping her bottom with the ruler so it cracked loudly against her skin. Then he prowled slowly around her as he spoke. ‘I want you to feel the instinctive desires within you,’ he said quietly, ‘the knowledge that this is the position of womanhood, the position of submission, the position of the female begging to be mounted by the male.’

				Zoe instinctively pulled her knees closer together, but another sharp smack on her bottom cheeks had her spreading them again as he continued pacing around her.

				‘Is that what you think you need, Quincanon? Is that what your body craves? Do you even now imagine a man covering you and plunging his powerful erection deep into your sex, gripping your hips and riding you like a wild bitch in heat?’

				‘No!’ she gasped, though his words made the dark hunger inside her deepen dangerously.

				‘Well,’ he mused, ‘we shall see.’

				Zoe felt him kneeling behind her, and bewildering anticipation screamed through her mind and body as his hands caressed her hips. She felt naked and open and vulnerable as his caress travelled over her buttocks. His fingers probed her juicy sex, and then there was something else there, something hard yet tender and much thicker than his fingers.

				‘I will mount you, Quincanon, and ride you like the bitch you are,’ he promised, ‘and perhaps this will serve to sate your unnatural desires for a time.’

				She felt the thick girth of his erection as it pushed against her virgin sex, and knew he was going to do exactly what he said he would. She berated herself for the pleasure coursing through her as his cock probed, eased just inside, paused in her moistness as she held her breath, and then with a stab of his hips it thrust deep… and deeper… and deeper still, his shaft seeming to slide endlessly between the taut lips of her sex as her mouth opened in a silent scream, the bulbous head pushing aside her softly resisting flesh as it burrowed into her belly.

				Mounted. Ridden. Fucked!

				The words echoed in her head, bringing with them an exquisite sense of submission. She groaned as his erection plunged to the hilt inside her and she felt his groin batter her buttocks. He spanked her, and then ground his pelvis against her. She cried out as he gripped her hair, snatching her head back, and she felt his cock pull all the way out, only to plunge forcefully back into her again.

				He began riding her with no regard for gentleness, his groin hammering her buttocks with enough power to set her entire body shaking, pumping savagely between her thighs with fast, deep strokes that had her groaning helplessly, feeling like she was desperately clinging to her sanity. There was anguish in being used so roughly, and yet despite the discomfort, she felt there was something right and natural in what was being done to her. She felt possessed by a force of nature, by a real man acting under the impetus of the natural order of things. There was no guilt, only a breathtaking sense of surrender. Her mind turned inward, following the passage of his rigid cock within her yielding sheath, basking in the sensations as it stroked her innermost flesh. She found herself revelling in his deep plunging rhythm. A small part of her remembered she was supposed to be doing her best to ignore the pleasure, but this was a hazy, nebulous thought amidst the torrent of wanton desires surging through her every time he thrust.

				She trembled violently in his grasp as an orgasm exploded like a divine bomb between her thighs. The world turned white as her flesh flared with an ecstasy so intense it shattered her ability to think and flung her into a maelstrom of bliss. It was absolutely glorious, and when she could think again, she knew nothing else could ever be so good, that nothing else could ever matter so much as such pure bliss. She ought not to fight it but to embrace it, cherish it and worship it… because one climax had not completely sated her. As he continued pummelling her upraised bottom, his hardness pumping furiously in and out of her clinging slickness, she felt another wave of joy cresting in the pit of her stomach. It took much less time than before, and then her body was once again convulsing as another orgasm broke between her legs, less powerful than the first but glorious nonetheless.

				‘I’m very disappointed in you, young lady,’ Mr Erasmus panted through clenched teeth, his chest heaving as he rutted against her. ‘Very disappointed, indeed.’

				Chapter Nine

				‘Well, what have you done about that Quincanon girl?’

				Selina hesitated; Allison had a way of catching her unawares with questions, and though she had planned to say nothing about what had gone on between her and Zoe, the question had not come until now, when she least expected it.

				‘You went to her flat the other evening.’ This time it was a statement, not a question, and Selina found herself gripped by uncertainty. What sources did Allison have? How much could she know? Did she dare lie to her? She was such a poor liar, except around the gullible Zoe. ‘I went to lunch at a café with her,’ she said, knowing half a truth was better than an outright lie.

				‘Don’t play games with me,’ Allison warned.

				‘She talked about… some things.’

				‘Involving Beacher?’

				Selina nodded reluctantly. ‘Although not Beacher in the main.’

				‘Who else, then?’ Allison probed.

				Selina shrugged, and ran a fingernail around the base of a lamp sitting on the Edwardian table beside her chair.

				‘Selina, do you remember the height of our little game playing last year? Remember how the bright lights beckoned the would-be model in you?’

				‘What are you talking about?’

				‘Did you really believe there was no film in that camera?’

				The words hit Selina like an electric shock. She had climaxed too many times to count. Her mind was blurred with pleasure, and no small amount of liquor. Their bodies had writhed together in and out of bed, across the floor, on the sofa, before the fireplace, in a shocking, wonderful release from the restraint bred into her life. It had seemed wicked to pose naked before the fireplace as the flash lit up the room, and artistic nudes had become increasingly more daring, more depraved, as she sought to imitate the photos in men’s magazines. ‘No, there was no film,’ she insisted desperately, her voice trembling.

				Allison smiled mockingly, opened a drawer, and pulled out an envelope she tossed onto the table. Selina stared down at it, and then shot Allison a look of contempt before picking it up and opening it.

				The photo was black-and-white and rather artistic. The shadows gave it depth, and she thought she looked exotically beautiful. The sexual excitement in her eyes was obvious as she arched her back and gestured the viewer closer. The photo showed her from the waist up, and would not have caused a scandal except amongst her family. But where there was one there were bound to be others, and she knew those others would make her life extremely difficult. ‘You bitch,’ she hissed, only for Allison to shrug with infuriating indifference. ‘I want the pictures,’ Selina said determinedly. ‘And I want all of them!’

				‘But I don’t wish to part with them, Selina,’ Allison goaded. ‘They help me cherish the memories of that night, and whenever I see you as you are now, so prim and proper in your pretty little greys-and-whites, I think back to that night and the way you writhed and screamed and begged for more when you came.’

				Selina stared at her in furious frustration. ‘Allison, I want those pictures,’ she said slowly.

				‘Or what, you’ll expose me as a lesbian?’ Allison mocked. ‘Everyone already knows I like girls, but they’d be surprised to see your face buried in a juicy pussy. Not to mention those amazing things you did with the cucumber.’ She laughed as Selina continued glaring at her. ‘Oh, don’t worry, I have no intention of showing them to your parents, or anyone else, for that matter. I was just reminding you that you’re not exactly pure and chaste and noble. You’re a slut just like the rest of us, so don’t get in my way over moral concerns. Now, tell me about Zoe Quincanon…’ a mischievous glint sparkled in her eyes, ‘all about Zoe Quincanon.’

				‘But I—’

				‘Tell me.’

				Realising defeat, Selina slowly and falteringly disclosed everything, and secretly found herself becoming aroused as Allison forced her to recount every detail of her lovemaking with Zoe.

				‘So,’ Allison smiled when Selina fell silent, ‘the straight girl finds herself turned on by an innocent girl, hmm? I’m not surprised, except by this newfound interest of yours in bondage.’

				‘I’m not interested in bondage,’ she snapped. ‘I was just using her own fantasies.’

				‘Were you? And you felt no great excitement at having such a beautiful thing bound helplessly before you and subject to your every whim and desire? Don’t try and deny it. The little China doll has a kinky side I never suspected. It’s not as interesting as what Erasmus and Beacher are up to, but it’s definitely intriguing. How deep does it run, this kinky side of yours, Selina? Shall we find out now?’

				It was difficult, even for a man as jaded as he was, for Steven Erasmus to concentrate on his work with the view across from his desk – Zoe, as naked as the day she was born, her arms still bound tightly behind her.

				After her disgraceful performance, when he was attempting to show her how immoral her desires were, she made no protest against his statement that she required far stronger punishment. She had not only seemed to agree, but to anxiously crave it. So with her in such a state he dared not postpone it, and she now stood across the office in the shadows of a corner where a large planter usually hung from the ceiling. He had been forced to improvise, and an electrical extension cord was wrapped around her wrists, elevating them to the chain dangling above her. With her legs straight and desperately supporting against the danger of extra, unacceptable strain being placed on her arms, the position forced her to bend from the waist so her delicious breasts quivered and swayed invitingly, and although she moaned occasionally, confirming her discomfort, the gag of her white panties kept the sounds she made considerately muted. Her blue sash, tied around her face to provide an added insurance against the panties being ejected, also held her hair back so he could savour the many conflicting emotions on her lovely angelic face.

				He had plucked a pair of small black binding clips off some documents, and placed them on her nipples. The pressure of the clips was quite strong, necessitating the gag, and her reaction had been energetic to the point that he had become erect again and taken her from behind even more forcefully. Afterwards, he attached more binding clips to her vaginal lips, and contemplated placing one on her clitoris, but had not dared push her that far – yet.

				The look on Beacher’s face when he called her into his office and she saw what awaited her had been priceless. And during the resulting playacting – an obvious farce to anyone less naïve than Zoe – he did his level best to defend the girl’s strength and courage in facing her demons while Beacher sneered and poured contempt upon her. He could clearly see the woman wanted to do much more than that; she had a vicious cane in her office, and she wanted to use it on the girl, but he refused to let her, partly to increase Beacher’s frustration and partly to spare Zoe too much all at once. He did not want the girl broken; he wanted to mould her into a delicious creature who craved punishment and was aroused by it.

				Steven Erasmus rose from behind his desk and crossed the floor towards her. He gripped her hair, long and thick and deliciously soft to the touch, and slowly lifted her head until she was able to look up at him from beneath fluttering lashes. Her cheeks were flushed and she was clearly weary, an excellent state of being for a lovely young woman.

				Continuing to hold her head up with one hand, he undid the scarf with the other, pulling it free. She winced and moaned into her panties as he eased her head a little higher, and then his fingers eased the soggy white material out, and he dropped them to the floor beside his highly polished brown brogues. With her mouth free she eased her jaw and breathed deeply, her breasts swelling invitingly as she did; a vision he did not miss and took a moment to savour.

				‘Well, my young lady,’ he said quietly, ‘do you think your body is beginning to understand the necessity of restraint?’

				‘I – I don’t know, sir,’ she said weakly.

				‘When you stop thinking of your sexual parts as a source of pleasure, and think of them as a source of discomfort, your body will know a similar change of attitude,’ he told her piously, even as he unzipped his trousers and drew out his erection. He was still holding her head by the hair, so it was an easy matter for him to feed the bloated length between her wet and open lips, stretching them apart as he sank gratifyingly deep. ‘Please yourself on that while we talk, my dear,’ he said casually, as her mouth sucked instinctively around the intruder.

				‘You are one of the loveliest girls I have ever met, Zoe, and I already feel quite close to you.’ He reached down and plucked the binding clip from one of her nipples, the flood of pain combined with relief causing her to whimper, the sound muffled by the plug of his pulsing cock, and he suppressed his own shudder of appreciation as the stifled exclamation made her tongue and lips massage him exquisitely.

				‘You have a bright and wonderful future before you, if you can only control your unnatural lusts, Zoe,’ he went on lecturing her, finding it increasingly difficult to concentrate on doing so. ‘If only I were younger. If only I could hope to one day call a woman such as you my own.’ He plucked the other clip free, and again she moaned around his cock, her body twisting as far as the restraints would permit. He gazed at her shoulders, forced up and back, and thought it an extremely erotic sight as he began grinding slowly in and out of her wonderful mouth.

				‘I shall give serious consideration to your request about the orphanage,’ he promised. ‘I know I shouldn’t, for such requests must normally come through proper channels and get the proper committee approval, but you’re such a bright and insightful girl, despite your weaknesses, that I can’t help feeling something you want must have great merit. Suck, my dear… that’s a sweet girl.’

				He fucked her mouth gently, guiding fingers still entwined in her hair, reluctantly restraining himself from pushing too deep and reaching for her throat. Then he reached lower and plucked the clips from her pubic lips, and gave her mind and body time to pass through the phases of pain and relief. First there was the torment as the clips were removed and the blood rushed back into the afflicted flesh, followed by the only slightly less intense pain as the pins and needles of returning sensation made her squirm and moan. And then came a great and wonderful sense of relief, after which her nipples and sex lips would be tender and swollen and exquisitely sensitive to the slightest touch. His hands slid down to gently cup and stroke her breasts, watching her face intently. He saw the grimace of pain, then the twitch of discomfort, and then the rapt expression as she experienced the dark pleasure mysteriously hidden inside the hurting.

				Then he pulled out of her succulent mouth and moved behind her. Spreading her legs further apart, he forced her arms higher as she sighed in protest. Then he began rubbing his erection against her shaven sex, and felt her pushing instinctively back against him. He tormented her for a moment, and then penetrated her slowly, his hands moving round to cup and knead her breasts.

				‘Ah, Zoe, my lovely, sweet, desirable girl,’ he sighed. ‘How could it be that I have come to care for you so much? How could it be that I find you so delightfully innocent and yet so wanton at the same time?’ He did not thrust into her as he had earlier. Instead he penetrated her slowly and tenderly, and soon her sex was milking him just as her mouth had, and she was gasping in ecstasy, heedless of the discomfort she continued to feel in her aching body.

				One hand caressed her taut tummy, and finding her clitoris, his fingers went to work as he increased the speed of his penetrating strokes. ‘Beautiful Zoe,’ he whispered, ‘so filled with perverse desires and yet so kind of heart and sweet of nature. You lure me despite my best intentions. You tempt me despite my strength. You are a wild yet impish creature which must be tamed by love and discipline.’

				As he spoke she was swaying back against him shamelessly, her pussy squeezing and gripping his erection each time he drew back, desperately trying to keep him deep inside her. She made little effort to hide her climax, and he felt a powerful sense of conquest as her body began shaking and quivering. Her hips rolled and he rubbed her clitoris faster while pumping harder, determined to raise the level of her pleasure as high as it would go, for it would aid him in his cause to possess her completely.

				When her orgasm began to ease he picked up his pace and allowed his own body to find release, groaning with pleasure as he poured himself into her hot little sex. Then he released her arms and held her as she sank to the floor. He kissed her tenderly, whispering how beautiful she was, how delicious it was to gaze upon her, how delightful to touch her, how blissful to taste her.

				He let her doze in his embrace as he stroked her hair and face, and then he gently woke her, helped her dress, and sent her from his office with an affectionate pat on the bottom.

				He shook his head and smiled smugly to himself as the door closed behind her. Women were like putty in his hands, and this one was more pliable than most. Soon he would literally have her eating out of his hand, and then he would teach a few people a thing or two – beginning with her father.

				The door opened again, and Beacher walked in, looking rather tense. His smile deepened. Here was an odd woman, but one he could do interesting things with if he played her properly. Older women, especially ones like Beacher who clung to their precious dignity, often had a core of raging sensuality burning deep within them.

				‘Well?’ she demanded.

				‘Well what?’ he asked idly, relaxing back in his chair.

				‘She was in here for quite some time,’ Beacher stated belligerently.

				‘Oh yes, she had some issues that needed to be worked out, including some silly idea about giving money to orphans.’

				‘Orphans?’

				‘Some sort of group home in Leeds, I think. It’s there in the paper. Such a soft-hearted young thing.’

				‘Young slut, you mean.’ Beacher picked up the paper and glanced at it.

				‘Slut is such a deprecatory term. She merely has a great deal of lust within her.’

				‘And she can’t control herself.’

				‘Unlike you, Veronica?’ The woman’s face reddened. ‘There’s nothing wrong with feeling desire, Veronica. It rather becomes you, in fact.’

				‘We all have our weak moments,’ she agreed noncommittally, her eyes fixed on the paper.

				‘True enough, and what fun those moments can be.’

				She looked up finally, her face expressionless. ‘People are beginning to talk, you know.’

				‘Good, I want them to talk. See if you can encourage the talk. Mention how close she seems to Cunningham, and how long she was alone in a storage room with Fosters.’

				‘What?’ Beacher was confused.

				‘I want her to get a reputation as a slut who throws herself at men,’ he explained candidly. ‘I’m sure there’s already talk, given those short skirts she wears – and natural jealousy, of course.’

				‘You want her father to hear the rumours?’ Beacher asked, unconvinced by his plan.

				‘No, I’m talking about the kind of gossip girls exchange at coffee breaks, not the kind which appears in the newspapers. It’ll stay local until the media starts looking into her. Then it won’t take them long to find people eager to relate all the real or imagined instances of her sluttish behaviour around the office.’

				‘You want reporters to hear about you?’ she asked incredulously.

				‘They won’t,’ he assured her, ‘if we make sure there are other names for them to look into, especially famous names, titled names, names like Patrick Stewart.’

				‘I still don’t see how you can get her to touch him,’ she said sceptically.

				‘I’m sure I can convince her to make a play for Stewart, and I’m equally sure I can guarantee the press finds out. That will destroy their alliance and drop both of them into the muck.’

				‘You’ll never get her to agree,’ his ally insisted, but Steven Erasmus laughed contentedly.

				‘Do you see that potted plant on the floor, Veronica?’ he said. ‘I want you to imagine lovely Zoe bent over beside it with her arms forced up behind her back, naked, with binding clips on her nipples and cunt.’ He held up one of the clips, and grinned as he let it snap open and closed a few times. He saw her indrawn breath, and the look of reluctant excitement that glinted in her eyes as she turned to look at the shadowy corner.

				‘To be frank, I fucked her like that, fore and aft,’ he bragged conceitedly. ‘I also convinced her it was done out of kindness, for her own good. You think I can’t convince her to go after Stewart?’ He stood up and moved around the desk as she stepped back warily. ‘Do you fancy taking her place, Veronica? Do you imagine yourself bent over naked, chained and fucked from behind?’

				‘You really are a pig,’ she said with feeling.

				‘And you’re a wild mare in need of mounting,’ he countered.

				She refused to back away as he moved forward into her space, standing mere inches from her and staring directly into her eyes. ‘What do you say, Veronica? Want to remove your clothes and feel what Zoe felt?’

				‘I’m not a naïve girl, Erasmus. You can’t seduce me with a few cheap tricks.’

				‘No, you’re not a naïve girl,’ he agreed, caressing her cheek and brushing her hair back. ‘But that makes it easier, because unlike a naïve girl, you’ve got your own salacious thoughts hiding deep within, all of them desperate to get out into the light.’

				She jerked her head to one side away from his hand, sniffing disdainfully.

				‘You’re not a young woman any more, either, Veronica,’ he went on, ruthlessly undeterred by her rebellious reaction. ‘In a few years men will dismiss you as an unattractive old maid clinging desperately to her youth. And you can see it coming just as well as I can, can’t you? How long do you have if you want to make those desires come to life?

				‘I can help you. I’ve already tasted the fire in your loins, Veronica, and seen how wanton you can be when you let yourself go. The damage is already done with me. We’re like an old couple. We can trust each other because we know each other’s natures.’

				‘You can’t manipulate me like you can Quincanon,’ she said tightly, though her voice held less conviction.

				‘Of course not, I don’t need anything from you, and you’re not a girl. That doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy – and help – each other, does it?’

				Veronica Beacher turned her head away, but her eyes sparkled hungrily.

				Normand Miller left the office. He drove quickly to Zoe’s street, parked and found her flat. With the duplicate key he let himself in with no fuss, and only then did his nerves get the better of him and his heart begin beating uncomfortably. But the flat seemed quiet, almost unnaturally quiet, as he carefully closed the door behind him.

				He examined the small apartment, and on the coffee table before the sofa he spotted several odd looking postcards. He picked one up, and felt a wave of excitement as he stared at it, wondering what a girl like Zoe Quincanon was doing in possession of such an image. Was this the sort of thing that turned her on? Was Zoe Quincanon one of those girls who liked people to tie her up, perhaps even whip her? The thought, and the evidence of it in his hand, was so arousing that he became instantly erect. He never would have imagined such perversity could exist in a sweet young woman like her.

				He put the card back down and walked slowly into the bedroom, licking his dry lips. He pulled out his handkerchief and mopped the sweat from his brow. It was quite hot in the room, but that was the least of his discomforts.

				The first thing he saw was the bed – her bed. And the first thing he noticed on the bed were the scarves bound to the four posts. He felt a little dazed at seeing such graphic evidence of her secret nature, and his erection grew even more rampant in his trousers as he realised that here, on this very bed, Zoe Quincanon had lain spread-eagled, probably naked, as some lucky, lucky bloke had his way with her.

				Feeling a little faint, he sat down heavily on the bed, and then lay back across it, catching a teasing hint of her perfume in his nostrils. ‘Wicked girl,’ he whispered excitedly. ‘Wicked, wicked girl!’

				Where could he hide? The bedroom was right next to the tiny hall leading to her front door. With the living room just around the corner, some of it blocked by the wall, he could slip out without her seeing him if he had to.

				In fact, as he got up to examine the front door, he saw that unless he had very bad luck she could not see him entering or leaving, not if she was sitting in the front room watching the television or reading, and not if she was in the kitchen or the bedroom. She would only be able to see him when she was moving from one room to another.

				She would undress in the bedroom when she came home. She would remove her light dress and he would, at last, see her in her naughty underwear, and perhaps even naked!

				Normand moved about the flat, poking into every nook and cranny, and it was by complete luck that he spotted the little door in the ceiling of the built-in wardrobe. He stared up at it for a moment, and then something clicked inside him. His eyes widened and his hands began shaking.

				He reached up, his fingers closed around the dangling rope, he tugged, and the trapdoor swung down silently. He then pulled, and the narrow ladder extended to the floor with a series of clicks as he stared up into the dark void of the tiny roof space with cunning, calculating eyes.

				Zoe returned to her desk in a daze. She was too flustered, too confused, to keep working. She picked up her purse and quickly left the building, not caring if Ms Beacher found out and disapproved.

				She walked slowly along the pavement, her thoughts buzzing feverishly. It shocked her to come to grips with the idea that a wonderful and powerful man like Mr Erasmus might truly be interested in her.

				It had always seemed to her that it would be a wonderful thing to be in love. Was Mr Erasmus in love with her? Was he falling in love with her? Could she fall in love with him?

				Certainly she suspected she cared about him, was in awe of him. He was intelligent and kind. He possessed all the qualities a young lady ought to look for in a man.

				But never before had she stopped to consider the possibility that he and she could ever have that kind of relationship; the age gap would never allow it.

				Zoe thought she understood now why he was taking such time and effort to help conquer her inner weaknesses, and how her old friends at school would squirm with envy if she had a man like that on her arm – an older man of such power and prestige.

				‘Mrs Erasmus,’ she whispered to herself, and liked the sound of it.

				She wanted to encourage his interest in her but she was still very unsure of herself. He was a sophisticated gentleman, a man of the world, and she was a naïve young woman without real experience in anything. She needed to get advice from someone more mature than she was, someone with more experience of men.

				Selina. She would know what to do. She could sort out Zoe’s confused thoughts.

				Chapter Ten

				‘Where are we going?’ Selina’s heart pounded and she turned her head from side to side as if this would help her see. ‘Allison…? Allison!’ The painful grip on her left arm did not abate as it continued to pull her forward, yet she could hear nothing except the beating of her heart and her own sharp breathing.

				She was tired and humiliated, in mind if not in body. She had protested, but allowed Allison to take her to a hotel room anyway. She had protested, but allowed Allison to strip her. She had protested, but put up little fight as she was tied up. And she had not protested at all as Allison made her climax again and again. The woman hurt her in cold, cruel ways, with pinches and slaps and sharp little twists of her nipples, yet her evening had been one of intense pleasure.

				Through it all, Allison taunted and teased her, forcing her to degrade herself, to beg for pleasure or for release from pain. Selina’s jaw ached from the licking she had given the voluptuous blonde, and even now her mouth was filled with the taste of Allison’s sex.

				Exhausted, she thought she was finally being driven home, but the seductress had blindfolded her, bound her wrists behind her back with a long slim strand of silk, and then driven her…

				‘Where are we, Allison?’ she asked again.

				She heard a door open, and felt herself being led across a threshold. She could sense the difference beneath her feet as her heels clicked on smooth tile rather than rough pavement, the sound echoing quietly around them as she was led down a corridor.

				‘Allison, I’m tired,’ she said plaintively, hating the quaver in her voice, the simpering sound of weakness. But she was weak. After the events of the afternoon and evening, it was ludicrous to even pretend that she and Allison were equals. She had been a toy in Allison’s hands, a mouse to Allison’s cat. Her hands pulled feebly against the silk binding, but with little expectation of freeing herself. She bit her lip anxiously, cursing herself in her mind for such weakness. And yet at the same time she could not ignore the twinge of excitement as she confirmed the tightness of the bonds around her wrists.

				‘Where are we?’ she asked again hesitantly, and suddenly heard the sound of a bolt being flung back, and a dull creaking as if a large door was being opened before them. She felt the grip on her upper arm tighten even more, and once again she was led blindly forward.

				‘My, what a pretty young thing.’ The voice was that of an older female.

				‘And what lovely hair.’ Another voice, also female – cultured, condescending.

				‘Lovely everything.’ Yet another woman’s dulcet tones.

				Then Selina felt a hand caress her bottom. ‘Allison?’ she gasped.

				‘What a lovely new toy you’ve brought us, Allie.’ A fourth feminine voice.

				Selina felt a hand slip between her thighs. She squealed and twisted around, but another hand was cupping her right breast while another squeezed her bottom and another caressed her cheek. Eventually Allison released her arm, and yet wherever she turned other groping hands moved with her.

				‘So pretty…’

				‘Yes, so very pretty.’

				‘Don’t be afraid, little one, you’ll enjoy this.’

				‘I always like to eat Chinese.’

				There was mocking laughter from what sounded like half-a-dozen or more throats. Selina’s heart pounded and she stared around blindly. She felt trapped and helpless. Her wrists pulled frantically at the silk ties, but to no avail. Then hands gripped her more firmly and she felt her skirt loosening. ‘No,’ she gasped. ‘Stop!’ The skirt slithered down her legs and hands slipped between her thighs, while others squeezed and stroked her buttocks. ‘Don’t!’ she cried as soft lips pressed against the nape of her neck and fingers cupped and kneaded her breasts. Her panties were being pulled down her thighs to expose her sex, and she cringed with humiliation as fingers probed her moist opening. ‘Oh no, don’t, please,’ she wailed pitifully.

				A tongue lapped her vulva. Her blouse was opened and her bra pulled off. More lips were on her breasts and teeth were chewing on her nipples. Hands gently forced her head back, and hungry tongues licked her throat. She was lifted, and set down on something that felt like velvet. Her legs were spread, and a hubbub of excited voices enveloped her. Hands and lips were devouring everywhere at once. Her blouse was bunched around her bound wrists as she writhed and moaned while hands spread her legs wide.

				She felt fingers probing her, dipping between the moist lips of her labia and squirming into her pussy. More fingers were at her clenched anus, but she could not stop them from thrusting into her bottom. Her nipples throbbed as lips sucked them and teeth nipped her neck and throat. She felt increasingly light-headed as fingers caressed her everywhere, and yet despite her shock, a terrible thrill of carnal lust was blooming inside her.

				Someone with a frighteningly skilful tongue was licking her clitoris while multiple fingers slithered like small snakes in an effort to slip deeper into her body, from both directions. Her hips instinctively bucked as a stunning bolt of raw sexual electricity ripped through her belly, and was met by approving gasps and giggles. Then her legs were spread even wider, the tendons in her thighs aching and straining as even more hands slipped in to cup and squeeze and pinch her buttocks.

				Vaguely, Selina counted four mouths on her breasts, two on each one. They were alternately suckling and chewing on her nipples and areolas and the tender flesh around them. Four or more hands were stroking and squeezing her breasts, while many more crawled over her body and between her legs. It was a fantastic nightmare of sexual hedonism, in which she could do nothing but lay submissively and try to cope with the myriad emotions and sensations flooding her.

				Pleasure filled her to bursting, physical pleasure of such intensity it drained her of any remaining will to struggle. She could feel the women moving around her; could hear their whispers and murmurs and giggles as they surrounded her like a pack of hyenas feeding on her nubile flesh. Her body was turned and pulled and bent and stretched to satisfy their hungers, and then a familiar scent filled her nose and moist, succulent flesh smothered her face.

				She wasn’t a lesbian, her mind screamed, but her tongue thrust eagerly into the hot core of grasping flesh, and there was derisive laughter as she writhed and bucked beneath their skilled kisses and caresses and came, and came, and came…

				Finally, drained by her multiple orgasms, Selina slumped weakly in the arms that carried her somewhere and eased her over something unyielding, a wooden surface, she thought. They draped her back across what felt like a large upended barrel so that her body was bent like a bow, her arms and legs hanging down the sides, where they were bound in place.

				They began toying with her again, and she moaned and begged them to stop as the pain began. The smell of scented candles filled the air as hot wax fell like rain across her breasts and nipples and thighs. Feathers soothed and taunted her, and ice made her squeal and thrash against the ropes holding her down. Dildos penetrated her until her pussy ached. The musk of sex filled the air and her body throbbed with a craving the torment only served to stoke to greater heights. She sobbed and begged and thrust her hips at every touch. Climaxes rolled over her in endless succession broken only by delicious, intoxicating torment. Whispers surrounded her and wafted soothingly into her ears. Cool hands glided over her flesh, leaving fire behind.

				Then she was lifted in strong arms again, and again lowered. She felt a pressure against her aching sex, a cold metallic pressure that intensified as she was lowered slowly and carefully around it. Her eyes shut tightly behind the blindfold and she twisted weakly in an effort to escape the penetration, but the pressure continued. She moaned incoherently, and heard the murmur of voices as she was eased forward slightly, and then down further.

				‘Please, don’t…’ she moaned. ‘Don’t… oooooh!’ The pain climaxed, and then suddenly she was sliding down as thick metal thrust up inside her. She could feel the sleeve of her sex spreading as she was impaled, and felt a sense of martyred pleasure despite the cringing discomfort. She felt her knees touch the floor, and whatever it was they were forcing into her slid even deeper into her straining sheath.

				Hands caressed her long hair and she felt it gathered up behind her and loosely braided to keep it out of her face. Then the braid was pulled back, forcing her head up, and cords were bound to her toes, and then, confusingly, attached to the braid.

				Fingers slipped beneath the blindfold, and suddenly it was gone. She had a fleeting glimpse of a grey-haired woman in a mirror before her, and then a door was closed and the woman vanished.

				Selina squinted against the sudden light, although she soon discovered there was little enough of that. She was in a claustrophobic, octagonal space no larger than a closet. Eight mirrored walls surrounded her. The light came from a single flickering candle set in a crystal holder, its light reflected by the polished panes.

				Selina stared dazedly at her trussed body, glistening with perspiration, kneeling awkwardly on her heels. She blinked, and blinked again, confused. Small, teardrop-shaped silver weights hung from clips attached to each of her nipples, and gleamed softly in the candlelight. The pipe thrusting up out of the floor and disappearing into her body also appeared to be made of silver. She stared in disbelief at its girth. It was far thicker than a man’s erection, smooth, metallic and brutally cold.

				She groaned in response to the sight of her imprisonment and impalement, and began to understand the limits of its movement, restricted as it was by the cords attached to her toes. She could ease her head back, but not drop it forward.

				Her knees trembled weakly and she sank lower over the metal phallus, groaning aloud as it pushed deeper into her slender body. She felt faint, yet she marvelled that such a stout object could stab her as it was doing without really hurting her. She eased down further, sighing as she watched her straining pubic lips slide further down the polished cylinder. She could take more, her heels were tantalisingly close and she knew she could not maintain her present position for long. If she could only sit back on her heels… yet she could not do it, and tears of frustration filled her eyes.

				Pain blossomed as she sank lower over the unyielding shaft. Then she felt the pressure ease abruptly as she sank down a couple of inches, so her heels pressed into her buttocks and she shuddered with relief even as she suffered a flash of wanton satisfaction at how absolutely full she was.

				She stared at herself in the mirrors, blinking weakly and moaning in the throes of terrible pleasure.

				It had embarrassed Zoe to buy them; it had taken her forever to work up the courage. She tried to call Selina for moral support, but there was no answer from her office or at home, so finally she took the plunge, thrusting her credit card at the salesgirl before rushing away with her prizes jammed into a bag folded twice to keep anyone from seeing the logo of the lingerie shop.

				She had bought traditional items she thought would appeal to a man like Mr Erasmus, yet they were the kind of things she would never have considered wearing before. Even now she stared at herself in some amazement, wondering if she would really have the temerity to wear such raunchy items beyond the confines of her flat.

				The stockings were not difficult; all women wore stockings, though of course, these were less than casual with their seductive lacy pattern. They slid sensuously up her legs to her upper thighs, where they joined suspenders hanging from the belt around her waist. She wore a strapless, almost sheer bustier of matching white lace, and it was so tight she could feel her sex pushed outward against the high-cut thong.

				The bustier did not so much cover her breasts as squeeze them up and out to display them. Her nipples were barely concealed by the edge of cups only slightly more opaque than the rest of the garment, and Zoe stared at herself, entranced by the image in the glass.

				Weatherby moaned in delighted appreciation as the girl turned to one side, and his finger pressed down to snap another photograph.

				It was an expensive camera, and when his wife found out how expensive there would be a screaming match, but he would deal with that later. The camera was attached to his telescope now, and if its purpose was to take pictures of the stars, then surely it was right and proper he use it to preserve his glimpses of heaven on earth.

				The tops of her creamy breasts pushed up from the cups of her bustier, and he groaned as he snapped another picture, and another, and another. She turned before the mirror, her hands rising to her hair, and he snapped again, and again.

				‘Now take it off…’ he panted, ‘come on, sweetheart, take it off… come on, darling, strip for me and show me your tits. You know you want to see how you look. Come on, precious…’

				Normand Miller held his breath as he stared through the tiny aperture. It had taken considerable effort to make the hole. The cramped attic floor was roughly constructed, yet he had been able to pry up a pair of old boards, and then scoop aside the insulation beneath to reveal the thin wooden strips and plaster between them. A screwdriver he found in a kitchen drawer had slowly, and with great effort, driven a hole through the thick plaster at an angle, and his eye was now pressed feverishly against the makeshift aperture.

				The insulation was sticking to his sweating face as he jammed his cheek against the plaster, but he cared not a whit. All he cared about was the wonderful vision of Zoe below him.

				He had waited in agony at the top of the trapdoor, listening and impatiently pressing his eye against the hole. And then frustration had gripped him as she moved off to one side so he could only see her legs from the thighs down. And there she had stripped off her clothes while he cursed silently. But then she finally walked back to this side of the room, where her bed and the mirror were, clad in almost nothing. His view from above plunged directly down her shadowy cleavage, and that enticing valley of warm flesh seemed to beckon his throbbing erection. What perfect breasts, what a perfect body, so sleek and glowing with life, with such beautifully rounded hips, so much revealed flesh his attention could not focus on any one part for long as he feasted on her whole.

				She turned her back to the mirror as he climaxed early, seeping his seed into his handkerchief as he saw the strip of white lace cutting up between her perfect buttocks. She bent slightly forward, and he clenched his teeth against the rush of sheer desire for her, squeezing his fist again and again around his instantly reawakening hard-on. Never before had anyone had such a potent effect on him.

				She looked uncertain as she moved away across the room, where his eager eye could not follow. Again he cursed his luck under his breath, for Zoe had gone to one corner he had to strain to see, the one with the chair in it, to strip and change. He could glimpse her sliding the thong down her legs and stepping out of it, and he mourned the lost opportunity to see her body more fully.

				Then she returned to his line of sight and he moaned softly once again at the sight of her in lacy white undergarments. Again she posed before the mirror, but this time she wore panties rather than a thong. They were as lacy and white as the rest of her scant attire, high-cut and captivatingly pretty, but much to his disappointment, they covered her lovely bottom more fully. And yet, somehow, he found himself agreeing with her as she nodded; thongs were not for her. Panties were far more in keeping with the Zoe he knew, far more innocent and yet still seductively alluring.

				He fantasised about charging into her bedroom and taking her, and about her lovers arriving and using her while he watched. They would tie her up and leave her that way in the dark and he would creep in again and take her as she moaned in pleasure, never knowing who it was that possessed her…

				She reached behind her and fumbled with the fastening of the bustier. Then she turned her back to the mirror and the catches came loose one by one. She moved to the corner again as she stripped the garment off, and all Normand saw was her bare back until that, too, was hidden from him. He closed his eyes and swore silently, watching and hoping, but when she came back into view she was wearing a robe, and then she walked out of the room completely.

				He pulled his face up from the hole in the floor and looked around the tiny dark roof space, amazed at what he had come to. He cursed the thought that she had gone to take a shower, but then carefully opened the trapdoor silently, and eased down the ladder to peer cautiously out of the wardrobe. The bathroom door was closed and he could hear the shower running and music coming from a radio within.

				He slipped out into the hall, his pulse racing, and moved carefully to the door to try the handle. It was not locked; there was no reason it should be, so slowly, ever so slowly, he eased the handle around and slowly opened the door. The sound of cascading water grew louder, and with it the music, but as his poor luck would have it the door opened to the left and the shower was on the right, yet he dared to push his head through the gap and peer around.

				Her shower door was opaque, but only just, and he could clearly see the pink outline of her naked flesh as she stood beneath the steaming water pouring down over her head. He stared, spellbound, watching from her left as she drew her hands up into her hair and arched her back. Her breasts thrust up and out, and the silhouette of her body made him instantly hard again. She bent forward, he saw the outline of her breasts as they hung, then she straightened up and the water shut off. He gasped and withdrew, quietly pulling the door closed before creeping back into the wardrobe and slithering up the ladder. Moments later, the hatch was raised and his eye was pressed against the hole again as he anxiously awaited her return.

				‘Who the hell is that?’ Weatherby asked out loud as he spied the man in the girl’s flat standing in the hall outside her bathroom door. He watched him standing with his hand on the doorknob for the longest time, and then saw his head and shoulders disappear around the door as he looked into the bathroom. Weatherby wondered if he was talking to the girl, and if so why he did not step in all the way. Because she was naked, he thought, which meant this was no lover but someone else – her father perhaps. He looked old enough, yet his movements were skulking and covert, as if he feared discovery. And then he jerked back suddenly, closed the door and scurried back into the bedroom.

				Weatherby felt both jealous and excited, wondering who the fellow was and how much he had seen in the shower.

				The girl emerged from the bathroom, but as usual she disappeared from view before stripping. Every night and morning she went to the same corner of the bedroom to dress and undress. Before going to bed, she picked out her next day’s wardrobe and carried it over to the corner, and each night she returned to change into the nightshirt she always left there. It was extremely frustrating, but he was sure she would eventually appear naked somewhere else, and so he persevered.

				This, unfortunately, was not the night, and he was disappointed, though not entirely so. He had his pictures, after all, and he would go to his darkroom now and develop them. There was also this curious new fellow on the scene, and the intriguing notion that he might be able to get him to cooperate in fully exposing the nubile young body to both of them.

				The mirrored door opened behind Selina and she raised her head to stare at the woman reflected before her. She was quite handsome, though clearly much older than her. She was full-busted but slender, with high cheekbones and an aristocratic nose. Her long silk dress fell to her ankles and hugged a figure that would interest men of any age, had she shown the slightest interest in men, that is.

				‘How are you feeling, dear?’ she asked, elegantly squatting down behind her, and Selina felt a sudden rush of embarrassment. She pulled self-consciously against the silk binding her wrists, her face flushing as the calm and composed older woman examined her.

				‘Let me go, please,’ she begged softly, unable to meet the refined woman’s gaze in any of the surrounding mirrors.

				‘Of course, dear, but not just yet,’ the woman cooed. ‘Allison has asked us to educate you a little first.’

				‘Educate me?’ She tried to shift her knees closer together, as if this might to some extent hide the thick cylinder thrusting obscenely up into her slight body, but the woman’s arms slipped around her, her hands grasping her thighs and holding them in place.

				‘Yes, dear, Allison is very concerned about you,’ the woman elucidated. ‘She cares about you and feels you’re on the edge of doing something dreadful.’

				‘No, I’m not,’ Selina denied the unfair accusation, despite being unsure of its meaning.

				‘Of course you are,’ the woman insisted, ‘you’re about to marry a man.’

				‘Of course, I’m not a lesbian,’ she said desperately.

				‘Darling child, you may not be entirely gay, but you certainly aren’t the obedient little traditional woman this man is seeking. Your life would be miserable with him.’ Her fingers deftly kneaded the flesh of Selina’s inner thighs as she held them open. ‘You know you would be dreadfully unhappy trying to force yourself into the mould of the traditional wife,’ she went on kindly. ‘You’re a modern woman, strong and self-confident. You can’t go back into the past and pretend the twentieth century never happened.’

				‘I’m not… we aren’t…’

				‘Don’t hide it from yourself, dear, nor from me. Look at it. Look at the big hard thing thrust up into your lovely young body. Do you want that for a future, some ignorant male beast stuffing his erection into you every night after you’ve made his dinner, cleaned his house and looked after his children?’ Her finger traced the taut outline of Selina’s pubic lips where they were strained around the metal cylinder. Selina gasped and tried to twist her head away to keep from looking, but she felt a hot dagger of excitement stab her as one of the woman’s fingers pressed skilfully against her clitoris.

				‘You were meant for better things, my dear,’ the woman went on, her voice soft and musical in Selina’s ear. ‘You were meant for a life of fun and laughter, of adventures and pleasure. You’re having just such an adventure now, and won’t it be a thing to remember when you’re old and have almost forgotten what it was like to be young and wild and alive.’

				Selina squirmed mentally and physically against the raw sensations surging up through her impaled flesh. She had been in a state of heightened sexual arousal for quite some time, staring at her impaled body in the soft light and feeling that terrible thing thrust up so deeply inside her. Now the woman’s artful finger was setting fire to her loins… and within seconds she disgraced herself by climaxing, shuddering and crying out helplessly as her body spasmed around the robust tube.

				The woman stood, patted her gently on the head, and left, closing the door behind her.

				Zoe crossed the tiny hall to the kitchen to make dinner, and she never heard the sound of Normand Miller creeping down the ladder, nor of the wardrobe door, and then her front door, opening and closing behind him.

				She sighed as she set the microwave, ran fingers lightly through her recently washed hair, and wandered barefoot across the hardwood floor onto the soft rug beyond. She turned and made her way to the telephone table by the front door, suddenly remembering the mail she had dropped there as she came in with her arms filled with purchases and her mind intent on trying on her new lingerie.

				Bills, junk mail, a letter from her friend, Cynthia, and… she froze as she recognised another of the gilt-edged postcards and felt a tightening in her tummy as she made her way over to the sofa with it. The other two cards were on the coffee table, and sitting on the edge of the couch, she reached for one showing a girl in a leather corset, feeling her breathing tighten as she examined it. The girl’s arms were forced high above her, and her body was bent forward so her full breasts hung towards the floor. She had remembered the card earlier that day when her own arms were lifted above her head, and she had been forced to bend forward just like that.

				The bound young woman looked so desirable and so helpless. Could she possibly have looked as eerily alluring in Mr Erasmus’s office? She stared at the muscles on the girl’s bowed back, and the way her breasts hung, and her cheeks felt hot as she thought of him looking at her in that position.

				Then she experienced a shocked delight that she, Zoe Quincanon, unsophisticated girl of no particular grace, could possibly look so darkly, exotically beautiful and sensual. Mr Erasmus had sent the cards; it simply had to be him. Were they hints of what was to come, as the last card had been? Were they teasing instructions on how a female was supposed to submit to a powerful male?

				She eagerly ripped open the envelope containing the new card and stared at the picture.

				Like the others, it was an artistic black-and-white drawing that made use of light and shadows to create a haunting feeling of depth. As before, the girl depicted looked beautiful, with her hair pulled up into a stylish twist on her head. Her face was exotically made-up, elegantly prepared for a night out. She was wearing a thick leather collar, from the centre of which dangled a metal ring, and two matching leather bands were fitted tightly around her wrists.

				She was on the floor, her hands beneath her, and her mouth was open, her tongue protruding as she licked the polished leather boot before her. Her pose was utterly submissive, but there was a catlike confidence in her eyes.

				Then Zoe swallowed hard as she noticed the rings dangling from the female’s nipples. At first she was bemused, and then she recalled a bizarre documentary she had seen months earlier, and heat filled her belly as she realised the girl’s nipples were pierced.

				She tried to imagine herself in the same position, collared and yet rebelliously free, kneeling at Mr Erasmus’s feet, licking his polished brogues. She didn’t think she could do such a thing, yet she also didn’t think the gesture so outrageous as she might have only a week before. Clearly the pose was meant as a sign of complete submission, and yet the female did not look at all submissive.

				What was Mr Erasmus trying to tell her with the images, that this was the compliance he required of a woman? The collared girl looked darkly exotic with her nipple rings, yet Zoe felt faint at the thought of having her own pierced, for it must hurt terribly. Her nipples throbbed at the mere thought, and she remembered how they had stung as Mr Erasmus used the ruler on them. Even now they remained tender and exquisitely sensitive.

				Her hand stole slowly down her body and her fingers felt the similar subtle tenderness of her sex, and a spasm of wicked excitement crept up her spine as she recalled again, with delicious outrage, how he had slapped her pussy with the ruler. What a terrible thing to do, but he was a strong willed man who tolerated no impertinence or weakness in others. He was exactly the kind of man a dissolute girl like her needed.

				Chapter Eleven

				‘I want you to be very nice to Patrick Stewart today, Zoe,’ Steven Erasmus said, and she looked at him with her usual endearing expression of surprise that almost – almost – had him locking his door again.

				‘Sir Patrick?’ she said. ‘Is he coming here?’

				He shook his head. ‘No, we’re going to a little function north of the city, and Sir Patrick will be there. It’s very important that you spend as much time with him as possible. I want you to see what you can learn about his plans.’

				‘I – I don’t understand, sir.’ Zoe never felt comfortable with such agendas.

				‘Sir Patrick and I, regrettably, are not the great friends we once were,’ he expanded, just a little. ‘I would like to make amends, however, for whatever past slights he imagines I gave him. But he does not forgive easily, I’m afraid. Thus it is important to build bridges between us. So if I can get a better idea of what Sir Patrick’s problems are, and perhaps resolve some for him, then he’ll feel more amenable to making up with me.’

				She thought that made sense, and nodded uncertainly.

				‘He’s an old friend of your father’s, isn’t he?’ Mr Erasmus went on breezily, and she nodded again. ‘Then he’ll certainly be pleased to see you. Simply look lovely and be friendly, as you always are. That’s all I ask.’

				‘Well, if you say so, sir,’ she agreed, and he smiled determinedly.

				‘Oh, I do, my dear girl,’ he said pensively. ‘I do.’

				The drive out to the function was in a chauffeured government car, and Steven Erasmus quickly slid the glass up so they could speak privately. ‘How do you feel, Zoe?’ he asked.

				‘Fine, thank you, sir,’ she replied.

				‘That’s good. I had a hard time getting to sleep last night fearing I had caused you undue discomfort.’

				‘Oh no,’ she assured him quickly. ‘I mean, it only hurt a little.’ She blushed at the memory and looked away shyly.

				‘It was all necessary,’ he stated. ‘I do hope you understand that. I should hate to think you blamed or hated me for doing what was required to instil the proper sense of discipline in you, my dear.’

				‘Oh, I don’t blame you at all, Mr Erasmus,’ she assured him fervently.

				‘You’re such a sweet girl, Zoe, and in private you may call me Steven.’

				She tried not to show her joy. ‘Oh, I couldn’t,’ she said.

				‘Yes, you could,’ he said. ‘I want you to.’

				‘But it doesn’t seem right…’

				He smiled and patted her leg. ‘I prefer it, really, and after all,’ he glanced at the back of the chauffeur’s head, ‘we are on rather intimate terms now.’

				She blushed. ‘Well, all right… Steven.’

				‘So I didn’t upset you when I took you that way?’ he asked solicitously.

				‘No,’ she said, squirming.

				‘I shouldn’t have, and I hope you don’t hold it against me.’

				‘No, of course not…’

				‘I fear I grew rather excited when confronted with your beauty. After all, I’m just a man.’ He leaned in to whisper in her ear. ‘You’re a girl who needs to be used with strength, Zoe, who needs to be mounted by an experienced jockey and whipped to a lather.’

				She felt a thrill of forbidden excitement flash through her and her nipples began tingling.

				‘Seldom have I encountered a girl whose sex grips my penis as strongly and as tightly as yours did.’

				His candid words, so shocking in the normality of their surroundings, made her blushed deeply, but her embarrassment was not as powerful as the pride she felt knowing her body had pleased him.

				The gathering was held at a country estate just north of the city, out of doors behind the grand house, around a large swimming pool. Many guests were wearing swimsuits, which encouraged a relaxed atmosphere. Their host, a genial man with red hair, wagged his finger at Zoe and Erasmus and insisted they each don one of the swimsuits set aside for people who arrived without one.

				A statuesque blonde named Allison led Zoe to a poolside cabana, and showed her a shelf of swimming costumes specifically purchased for the occasion.

				‘I’m afraid I’m not very comfortable in a swimsuit,’ Zoe said sheepishly.

				‘Oh, nonsense,’ the woman said, her eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. ‘You have a lovely figure. I’m sure you’ll look great. Here.’ She handed Zoe a tiny red bikini with skimpy panties.

				‘But I couldn’t possibly wear something like that,’ Zoe protested. ‘I’d actually prefer something like what you have on.’

				The woman was wearing a one-piece blue suit. ‘My dear girl,’ she said with a laugh, ‘I’m an old lady by comparison to you. What are you, barely in your twenties? Surely you want something sexier than I have on?’ and she held up another costume, a pink, slightly less revealing combination.

				Zoe shook her head frantically. She could not possibly go out amongst strangers wearing next to nothing. She spied a one-piece suit that looked her size, and before the woman could dig out something even more embarrassing, she reached for it. ‘I’ll try this one on,’ she said hastily.

				Allison frowned at the suit. ‘Well, it’s not one I’d recommend, but if you insist.’

				Zoe nodded firmly, and stepped behind a small screen to change. She stripped off her clothes, and put on the suit.

				‘Come, let me look at you,’ the woman called, and Zoe stepped out obediently, feeling terrible as she was slowly and blatantly scrutinised. The swimsuit was a snug fit, but covered her as decently as she could expect – although she’d much rather be in her clothes and not wearing it at all.

				‘Well, if that’s the one you want,’ Allison said, shrugging, then she took Zoe’s hand and led her out into the sunshine. ‘I believe you know Selina?’ she suddenly beamed conversationally, and Zoe looked at her with shocked surprise.

				‘Yes, I – I do,’ she stammered, knocked off guard for a moment.

				‘She’s a lovely girl.’

				Zoe nodded. She liked Selina immensely, but the topic embarrassed her somewhat considering what they had been up to together.

				‘She works for me,’ Allison informed her.

				‘Oh, really?’ Zoe absolutely didn’t feel like talking about Selina, and had the awful feeling that the overbearing blonde new something and was mocking her.

				‘Yes, and she’d be here now except she’s rather tied up at the moment.’ Allison flashed Zoe a penetrating look, as if offering her the chance to respond.

				‘Um, if you’ll excuse me, please,’ Zoe said, feeling the need to get away from the woman quickly. ‘I have to see Mr Erasmus.’

				‘Of course, my dear,’ the woman purred, ‘I’ll catch up with you later…’

				Zoe made her way over to where Steven Erasmus stood talking with a younger man, and felt a little thrill when she saw him in his swimming trunks. Like her costume, they were conservative enough, but his surprisingly toned body was still pretty well exposed. He looked much better than most of the other men mingling about, the majority of whom were somewhat overweight.

				‘Peter, this is Zoe Quincanon,’ he introduced her to his companion. ‘Zoe, this is Peter McNeil.’

				‘How do you do, Mr McNeil?’ she said politely.

				‘Very well now, thank you,’ the man smirked, his eyes arrogantly crawling all over her shapely curves. ‘I was just telling Steven we need to get more people in the water. They’re getting too hot under the sun and need to cool off.’

				‘It doesn’t feel that hot,’ she observed. ‘The breeze is nice and refreshing.’

				‘Come on, take a swim with me,’ he pressed.

				‘No, thank you.’ She did not like him; he was brash and pushy, and the way he ogled her was rude.

				‘This girl of yours is impudent, Steven,’ he said, his eyes never leaving her. ‘We ought to throw her in anyway.’

				‘Another time, perhaps,’ Erasmus said, congenially but firmly, and clearly getting the underlying message from his senior, McNeil moved off with Zoe scowling after him.

				Erasmus sipped his iced drink, his eyes constantly on the move, and then smiled broadly and raised the chinking glass a little in acknowledgement of a man sitting by the opposite edge of the pool, who immediately returned the unspoken salutation. ‘There’s Sir Patrick, Zoe,’ he informed his young charge, the smile still fixed to his face, ‘in those ghastly yellow trunks.’

				She looked, and saw a balding, middle-aged man wallowing on a reclining sun chair whilst chatting to another man. She recognised him as someone her father had often entertained, and nodded.

				‘Why don’t you casually slip into the pool and swim across to them?’ Erasmus suggested, and although she did not as a rule enjoy swimming particularly, since Steven had asked she did as he wanted and moved slowly towards the pool, blithely unaware of the many eyes following her. She was the only young woman there, and that would have made her the focus of male eyes seeking a pleasant view even were she not so lovely and wearing only a swimsuit.

				She paused at the edge of the water and gracefully dipped her toes in, swishing them around before carefully edging down the steps and swimming across the pool. When she reached the other side, right by where Sir Patrick wallowed, she gripped the edge and raised her sleek body half out of the refreshing water, smiling brightly at him as she blinked sparkling droplets out of her equally sparkling eyes, the water lapping gently around her toned bottom. ‘Hello, Sir Patrick,’ she said sweetly.

				The overweight man hesitated, clearly surprised that the young beauty was talking to him, her radiant smile utterly bewitching. ‘Ah, hello… young Zoe, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘Yes, of course, Quincanon’s daughter. It’s… it’s very nice to see you again, Zoe.’

				‘Thank you,’ she said, pushed easily up out of the pool, and sat beside him on a vacant chair, where one of the many freshly laundered towels, placed around for the guests’ convenience, had been neatly folded. She picked it up and dabbed at her wet skin, but what she didn’t realise was that her wet suit had become quite transparent, and that her nipples had reacted traitorously to the cool water – a fact Sir Patrick could not fail to notice and appreciate as she unknowingly lifted her arms and gave her hair a quick rub.

				Erasmus, whose eyes were of course fixed carefully upon her, observed slyly how revealing her costume now was, and was altogether happy about it. It would further damage her reputation, and she was gaining Stewart’s full attention far more easily than he had hoped she would. He wondered how she’d not yet noticed that the suit was virtually see-through, for he knew that if she had been aware she would have turned six shades of red by now and fled in embarrassment. He chuckled to himself as he hoped she would stay away from mirrors, and then another thought came to him.

				How had she come to select that particular suit? Surely old Higgins would not have set it aside for use by his visitors, so how had Zoe come upon it? His eyes flitted suspiciously across to where Allison Parker laughed gaily with three adoring male guests. He would just have to find out for sure…

				‘Ah, Erasmus old boy,’ a voice interrupted his ponderings, and he turned to see who it was.

				‘Perkins,’ he greeted the man.

				‘You came with that young lady over there?’ Perkins gazed wistfully across at Zoe, who was chatting amiably with Sir Patrick.

				‘Yes, she works for the party, a summer job,’ Erasmus told him. ‘She’s Sir John Quincanon’s daughter.’

				‘Is she? Amazing. Wouldn’t have thought an old prude like that would have such daring offspring.’

				‘Yes, I can’t wait for when she’ll be out of our hair.’

				‘Really?’ The man did not sound convinced, and smiled knowingly. ‘Wouldn’t have thought that of you. She looks like a lovely creature to be around, if you ask me.’

				Erasmus shook his head. ‘She’s a featherhead, Perkins. She can’t concentrate on her work at all and she’s always off chasing some man or other.’ He leaned closer and lowered his voice conspiratorially. ‘She’s actually been caught during indelicate liaisons with younger male members of the staff several times already… you know, in stationery cupboards and so on.’

				‘Really? Amazing.’ Perkins took a large gulp of his gin and tonic as he continued staring at Zoe, his interest in her clearly intensifying by the second.

				‘I understand she and her father don’t see eye to eye,’ Erasmus went on, fanning the flames of gossip.

				Perkins snorted. ‘That’s hardly surprising!’

				‘Yes, and she wants out from under his thumb, and I’ve heard it said she’s searching for a man of means to help her.’

				‘I see.’ He tapped his nose and winked. ‘Say no more, I understand, old boy. One of those, eh? Well, well, think she’s fixing on Sir Patrick?’

				‘I couldn’t say, but he certainly is a man of substance, and he used to have an eye for the ladies.’

				‘That certainly won’t please Quincanon,’ Perkins scoffed, evidently amused by the thought of a displeased John Quincanon. ‘There’ll be a right row when he finds out.’

				‘Yes, I’m afraid you might be right,’ Erasmus agreed, with mock sadness and a shake of his head.

				Zoe found Sir Patrick to be quite friendly, though she was disconcerted to realise his eyes spent a good amount of time on her breasts. It embarrassed her, but not as much as it once would have, and besides, he was a harmless old goat and a friend of her father’s. And she was no longer a shy innocent; she was a sophisticated woman of the world – or almost, anyway.

				The man beside him, however, was a different matter. His name was Laurence Taylor and he stared at her with a look so obvious it made her feel quite uncomfortable. So she persuaded Sir Patrick into the water with her, and then picked up a floating beach ball and tossed it to him so they could play. That was rather good fun, and other people apparently thought so too, for soon several more men were in the water tossing the ball back and forth.

				Back on the poolside she lingered with Sir Patrick, as Erasmus had instructed her to, and listened intently to the conversations he had with the other men, many of whom meandered by to speak with him on a variety of subjects. Little of the conversations interested her, yet she managed to learn quite a lot about what he was involved in politically, and the problems he was facing.

				And when a skinny fellow with thinning hair was introduced as the Member of Parliament for Leeds, she was delighted at her good fortune. She almost immediately began regaling Mr Ballister with the sad story of the orphans from his constituency, and how their home was about to be taken away and the children scattered to the four winds. He was not surprised at the situation, but much to her disappointment, he was not moved by it either – quite the contrary, in fact.

				‘Good riddance,’ he said, snorting in distaste.

				‘But… but they’ll be without a home!’ she exclaimed, incredulous at his callous attitude.

				‘Rabble like that will always find somewhere to crawl under,’ he said, eyeing her breasts like most of the others had. ‘No, I’ve had nothing but complaints from the people in that neighbourhood. They want them gone, and I can’t say as I blame them. Besides, the owner wants to build a grocery store on the site.’

				‘A grocery store?’ Zoe squealed, appalled. ‘But he can’t!’

				‘Of course he can, it’s his land,’ the gruff man said.

				‘So the government should take it away from him,’ she declared.

				‘You think we’re communists?’ he ridiculed belittlingly.

				‘Well, no, of course not,’ Zoe floundered, ‘but they should at least buy it from him, then.’

				‘Not a chance, he’s a party member,’ Ballister said dismissively. ‘Besides, nobody likes the place. The conservatives think they’re a bunch of criminal juvenile delinquents and the liberals are in love with foster care. They want all the kids in individual homes with loving parents paid to love them.’

				Sir Patrick smiled. ‘He’s right about one thing, I’m afraid, Zoe,’ he said in a kindly fashion. ‘The notion of orphanages is not a popular one. It brings to mind images of Charles Dickens and his poor, deprived boys.’

				‘But they want to stay,’ she protested. ‘And they’ll do better there.’

				‘People seldom take much notice of reality when they’ve got a notion in their heads, my dear,’ he insisted.

				‘Sheer stupidity, but what can we do?’ Ballister added with a smirk.

				‘Well, Mr Erasmus says we might be able to buy the building with a grant,’ she said determinedly.

				‘Ah yes, Erasmus,’ Ballister said. ‘Such a transparent attempt to please the masses.’

				‘He’s a good man,’ Zoe argued, affronted by the slur on his character.

				‘Not everyone thinks so,’ Sir Patrick countered enigmatically.

				‘No doubt you like him, as no doubt he likes you,’ Ballister sniped, condescendingly spending more time eyeing her breasts than paying her the courtesy of looking her in the eye. ‘I’m sure he sees something very special in you… as we all do.’ He smirked again. ‘Why, I fancy I can see right through you to a heart of gold.’

				Sir Patrick jabbed his elbow into Ballister’s ribs. ‘Sorry, old boy,’ he grunted, ‘lost my footing for a second there.’

				Zoe looked for Mr Erasmus, and spied him across the water motioning towards her. She excused herself and walked quickly around the pool to him.

				‘Zoe,’ he said, frowning, ‘go and change at once.’

				‘But why?’ she asked, confused.

				‘Just hurry up and do as I say,’ he snapped. ‘We’re leaving.’

				He seemed quite annoyed about something, so she rushed to the cabana, where she stripped off the wet suit, dried herself properly, and slipped back into her clothes. She towel-dried her hair and brushed it as best she could.

				Outside, Erasmus brusquely gestured for her to follow him to the car. ‘Inside, and don’t say a word,’ he said sternly.

				She obeyed him, her mind whirling as she tried to understand how she had displeased him, running over the events of the morning as the car headed towards the city.

				They drove back in complete silence, and when they arrived he flung open the door and stormed out of the car, leaving her totally bewildered as she hurried after him. He outpaced her easily, however, and disappeared into his office, closing the door behind him.

				She was extremely upset that he was angry with her, and utterly bewildered by the cause. Could he possibly be envious of the time she had spent with Sir Patrick? But the idea was quite silly, because he had delegated her to stay near him.

				There was work in her basket, quite a lot of it, and after a casual nod to Normand Miller, she sat down and tried to bury herself in it.

				After a few hours she went for tea, and encountered Ms Beacher. That meeting was also bewildering, and left her even more flustered and upset. For Ms Beacher was angry with her as well.

				‘How could you embarrass Mr Erasmus like that?’ the woman demanded, glaring at Zoe as her fingers dug into her arm. ‘Wearing such a revealing costume in front of all those important people! Have you any idea what that will do to his reputation?’

				Zoe had been unable to question the woman, who stalked off immediately after berating her. She tried to recall every detail of the conservative swimsuit she had worn, but could find nothing about it that was particularly revealing, and he had certainly not complained when he first saw her in it.

				The rest of the day was spent buried in hard work, although a cloud of unhappiness surrounded her. She hated it, absolutely loathed it, when people were angry with her. And to her unhappiness was added the frustration of not understanding the cause of that anger, and so not being able to think of anything she could do to placate it. She went home at the end of the day without seeing either Mr Erasmus or Ms Beacher again, and feeling pretty upset about the days’ events.

				The card waiting on Zoe’s mat surprised her. She gazed at it doubtfully, yet felt encouraged by its presence. It showed Mr Erasmus continued to be interested in her, if her assumption was correct and he was indeed the one sending them to her. But then, in all likelihood it had been sent before he became angry with her. She picked it up and carried it over to the sofa, sat down, slipped off her shoes, and opened the envelope.

				The card she drew out was similar to the others – a skilful drawing of a beautiful young woman – and yet she inhaled deeply as she gazed at it. Although she was in profile with her head lolling forward and her hair partially curtaining her face… it could easily have been her.

				The glimpse of her face, the hair, and the body, were all so like Zoe that she blushed at the implication that it had been drawn specifically with her in mind, and the idea that Mr Erasmus had gone to such effort made her stomach flutter with excitement, even if the picture itself made her stomach flutter with uncertainty.

				The girl stood in a dark place, her arms raised and her legs spread. Both her wrists and ankles were bound with a heavy chain, stretching her taut. Her body was cloaked in shadow, and every contour was neatly and finely drawn so as to emphasise her softness, beauty and vulnerability. There was a small, shiny ring dangling from her only visible nipple.

				Zoe held her breath, her hand inching up to her breast and squeezing softly as if to reassure herself.

				The girl was standing on tiptoe, the thin lines wrapping around her back to her sides and buttocks clearly visible. And as if there could be any doubt as to their cause, a shadowy male fist was in the foreground, the handle of a whip firmly in its grasp.

				Zoe stared at the image breathlessly, her heart pounding in her chest as she was torn between anxiety and excitement. Her mind span as she stared at the girl, imagining it was herself, and the thought of being whipped by Mr Erasmus made her feel faint with fear and longing.

				Was he so angry he wanted to punish her like that? How badly would it hurt? And would she really look as sinfully beautiful and deliciously vulnerable as the girl in the picture?

				Yet the whole scenario was nonsense, of course; civilised girls did not get whipped these days…

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Twelve

				An hour or so after opening the latest card, Zoe was surprised to hear her doorbell ring and her hands immediately went to the front of her robe to clutch it closer. She was sure it was Mr Erasmus, and she hurried to the door to peek through the small view hole. She was both relieved and disappointed to see Selina, and she heaved a plaintive sigh as she unlocked and opened the door.

				‘Hi, Zoe.’ The girl looked a little agitated, even a little embarrassed. ‘May I come in?’

				‘Sure, is something wrong?’ Zoe asked, as she closed and locked the door and they went into the tiny lounge.

				‘Wrong?’ Selina said hastily. ‘No, why do you ask?’

				‘Well, I just wondered.’ Zoe eyed the girl warily. ‘Can I get you something?’

				Selina nodded and looked restless. She was wearing a loose blue jacket over a matching short skirt and a white blouse. ‘I’m sorry, I should have called,’ she apologised.

				‘Oh, I’m not doing anything,’ Zoe said truthfully. ‘Want a cola, or some tea?’

				Selina shook her head, contradicting her previous acceptance of some refreshment. ‘I heard you got in some trouble today,’ she said directly.

				‘You did?’ That unsettled Zoe. ‘Who did you hear that from?’

				‘My boss, Allison.’

				‘Ah yes, I met her at the pool party, but I didn’t do anything wrong,’ she said resolutely.

				Selina ran restless fingers through her dark hair as she shook her head again. ‘Allison said you were wearing a particularly revealing swimsuit.’

				Zoe looked at her blankly.

				‘You know, one that becomes virtually transparent when wet.’

				‘I was not,’ she gasped.

				Selina raised a sceptical eyebrow. ‘Allison said it was so sheer that after you went in the pool every man there was drooling over your boobs. She said it was so sheer you might as well have been naked.’

				The suit had seemed conservative enough to Zoe, but that was apparently before she went outside and got in the water. Yet surely it had not been as sheer as Selina was describing. Her face grew warmer and warmer as she remembered all the men hanging around her, and then Ms Beacher’s angry denunciation that she had embarrassed Mr Erasmus with her bathing attire. ‘No, I’m sure you’re wrong,’ she insisted desperately.

				Selina shook her head. ‘Allison was most definite about it.’

				Zoe’s face burned and she held her hands to her cheeks, feeling somewhat faint. She backed up and sank down onto the couch, her mind reeling at the thought of having exposed herself to so many men, and women, too. How humiliating! No wonder Mr Erasmus had been so angry with her. What must he think of her?

				Selina sat on the sofa beside the mortified Zoe, and gave her a hug and a wry smile. ‘Oh, don’t worry about it,’ she said. ‘It’s not really your fault. It’s just in your nature… in our nature. I’d probably have chosen the same sort of suit myself.’

				‘But I didn’t know!’ Zoe cried.

				‘Maybe a part of you knew, that naughty side, the one I have as well. I think it’s a part of our nature. We’re weak, Zoe. We have this terrible hunger and desire inside us.’ She looked down to where she was wringing her hands in her lap. ‘Do you know what I did today?’ she whispered.

				Of course Zoe did not know – or at that precise moment, care. She was appalled and distracted by the knowledge that she had all but indecently exposed herself in public, and trying frantically to understand how it could have happened, and how she could apologise to Mr Erasmus for humiliating him in such a way. And what if her father found out about it? Sir Patrick had been there. Would he tell her father?

				She only realised what Selina was doing after the girl finished opening her blouse to expose her breasts, and then her eyes were immediately drawn to two small silver rings piercing the petite girl’s delicate nipples. She stared at them, open-mouthed, as they evoked thoughts of the card lying on the coffee table before them. She was shocked, and yet she could not help but admire how beautiful Selina’s breasts looked adorned with jewellery. ‘But… but how…?’ she stammered, shocked and spellbound. ‘I mean, why?’

				Selina hung her head as she replied. ‘I’ve come to realise you don’t conquer your nature, Zoe. You can only control it a little by accepting it. I will give myself to my fiancé for him to enjoy, as his plaything as well as his partner. I will kneel at his feet as a proper wife should. The rings are a symbol that I will submit to his will and his strength.’ It was all nonsense, but well-scripted nonsense. Allison had taken her to the small shop herself and overseen the piercing, and made it clear that Selina belonged to her, and would submit to her will and her will alone, and not waste her time with an ignorant, witless little husband. Selina might have argued, for there were no threats in Allison’s demand, and she had come to know the woman well enough to realise she really had no intention of showing the damning photographs to anyone, but she had not argued.

				She exhaled heavily, and looked up at Zoe’s wide, startled, inquisitive eyes.

				‘Did… did it hurt?’ the girl asked.

				‘Only for an instant,’ Selina replied, almost proudly. She shrugged off her jacket and blouse and then slipped her hands up behind her head, arching her back to push out her pert, pierced breasts. ‘Don’t they look sexy?’

				Despite Zoe’s reservations, they did look sexy – very sexy. She glanced at the card on the table, and then back at Selina’s breasts. She licked her lips, thinking not just about how sexy she would look with her nipples pierced too, but about how angry Mr Erasmus was with her. Would he like it if she had rings like those? Would it help make it up to him for embarrassing him at the function? Perhaps she should simply throw herself at his feet and confess that she was, as Selina had suggested, a prisoner to her own wicked lusts, and promise to serve and obey him forever. Would he cast her out, or would he, like the erudite man he was, conclude that he could tame and make her his?

				‘I think you should get yours done, too,’ Selina suggested, voicing Zoe’s own wicked thoughts, although it was what Allison had primed her to say.

				‘Oh, I couldn’t,’ Zoe dismissed the suggestion.

				‘Well, you have to do something to make it up to Erasmus, don’t you?’ Selina cajoled.

				‘I know but… I don’t think I could do that.’ Her parents would be furious. What kind of a girl would put rings in her nipples? Yet Selina was a nice girl, even if she was as weak and prone to inner demons as she was, but her parents would simply not understand, and she did not think Mr Erasmus would either.

				‘There’s more.’ Selina’s eyes flickered away as if embarrassed, then she stood up and her fingers moved to the waistband of her skirt, she undid the clasp, and slipped the blue garment down her slender legs with an alluring wriggle and a seductive whisper of material against flesh. Beneath it she was naked, and still carefully shaved. Only now, as Zoe’s widening eyes noted, a silver ring proudly adorned her neat pussy lips.

				‘Oh, my God!’ Zoe squealed.

				‘It hurt a little more than my nipples when it was done,’ Selina admitted, her voice a little breathless. ‘But I’m told that when it’s healed completely I’ll feel much more sensitive down there.’

				Zoe wondered, aghast, why any girl would want to feel more sensitive down there. Already she could hardly stand it when those lurid feelings welled up from between her thighs. It did look beautiful, though.

				Selina sank slowly to her knees before the couch, her eyes strangely glassy. ‘Oh, Zoe,’ she whispered, ‘you have no idea what it feels like, what it felt like, with so many… men there, all of them wanting me.’

				‘What?’ Zoe was utterly confused by what was going on.

				‘Last night I… I went somewhere, where I was blindfolded, Zoe, and my hands were bound behind me, and I was led into a room full of men,’ Selina confessed, unbidden. ‘I could hear them speaking, could hear them talking about me. Their hands were all over me, then their lips as well. For hour after hour they did incredible things to my body, all of them at once.’

				Zoe was both repelled and transfixed as Selina described what the group had done to her. And so shocked was she, so overwhelmed by the images the girl painted, that she thought nothing of Selina’s hands as they stroked her thighs beneath her robe, nor of the feel of the girl’s long, silky hair as she pressed her face in her lap. And when she pushed her robe open and eased her thighs apart to bury her face between them, Zoe could only stare down at her lustrous hair, catching the soft light as her head moved tenderly, and moan. She slumped against the cushions as Selina’s tongue probed against her sex. The heat and hunger in her mind made it impossible for her to push the girl away, her head filled with images of herself being ravished again and again while bound and blindfolded, and then punished for the pleasure she had taken in the ordeal, by being soundly flogged. Her hips began writhing as her fingers entwined in Selina’s hair, and she cried out in wanton pleasure, glorying in the feel of a devoted tongue slithering up and down between the tight folds of her sex.

				Soon they were both naked, their arms and legs intertwined as their lips met in a soft, sensual embrace, and Zoe felt the stimulating touch of cool metal against her nipples as Selina’s breasts moulded against them.

				‘You need to surrender to your true nature, Zoe,’ she whispered, straddling her. ‘You need to give yourself to Erasmus and do something, something big, to make up for the embarrassment you caused him.’

				‘W-what should I do?’ she panted.

				‘Ask him. He’ll make you do something to punish you, something to teach you a lesson, maybe something that will help him, too. Throw yourself at his feet and beg him to punish you, Zoe.’

				The next morning, Zoe was wishing she had been more opposed to taking Selina’s advice when she found herself naked on the floor in Mr Erasmus’s office. Her ankles were bound tightly back and apart with her own stockings. Her wrists were secured beneath her with a long curtain cord obtained from the window, which he had then pulled down between her legs, forcing her wrists down so her back arched uncomfortably. He had then stretched the cord straight up between her thighs and tied it to the same chain that had held her wrists up the previous day.

				Her position beneath the chain was such that the cord was forced up between the lips of her sex, splitting them open and grinding against her clitoris every time she moved. There was a small knot tied in the cord just where it ground against her sex, and any energetic movement she made had the knot pressing directly against her exposed clitoris in a way that made her hiss with anguish.

				And she had moved quite energetically since being placed in this position, for after binding her, Mr Erasmus summoned Ms Beacher to punish her further. It was an hour before the woman was available, but when she did finally appear, she was quick to castigate Zoe for her immoral dress and behaviour, and to attack her breasts with relish, slapping them again and again with a wooden ruler until they were blotchy red and the nipples excruciatingly tenderised.

				Ms Beacher accused Zoe of flaunting her body at the function because she was a wanton, undisciplined trollop, who should be utterly ashamed for letting down Mr Erasmus, and the whole department.

				Zoe remained in that position for what felt like hours, pondering her waywardness, her back ached, her arms and legs growing cramped and sore, and then numb. At last Mr Erasmus drew a chair over to sit beside her and gaze mournfully at her straining body as he shook his head.

				‘I don’t know what I’m to do with you, Zoe,’ he sighed wearily. ‘You constantly disappoint me. I had hoped I could trust you at the function, but clearly I was mistaken.’

				‘I’m sorry,’ she moaned. ‘I didn’t know the suit was transparent. Honestly, I didn’t know.’

				‘Stop making excuses,’ he snapped. ‘I want you to admit to me that you wore that swimsuit to exhibit yourself.’

				‘But I didn’t!’ she denied desperately.

				‘I think you did.’

				‘I’ll do anything to make it up to you, sir, please. You can… you can whip me if you think I deserve it.’

				‘Whip you?’ He rubbed his chin pensively.

				‘Yes, you can hang me up and whip me, please…’

				‘Perhaps, but causing you pain is not something I particularly enjoy, Zoe.’

				‘I’ll let you do anything, sir, anything…’

				‘Anything?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘You swear?’

				‘Anything.’

				He reached out and gripped the taut cord running up to the chain, then began idly and rhythmically tugging on it. The movement caused her wrists to be forced down even more painfully, and made the cord saw back and forth between the lips of her sex and across her clitoris. ‘Then you will do something for my friend, Sir Patrick,’ he said decisively.

				‘Sir Patrick?’ She blinked up at him in tormented confusion. ‘I don’t understand, sir.’

				‘It’s a very sad situation, Zoe,’ Erasmus explicated mournfully. ‘His wife has a medical condition, and Sir Patrick himself is gravely ill. Therefore I want you to ease his pain and unhappiness.’

				He had not seemed at all unhappy to Zoe, but she supposed a man could hide his feelings better than a silly young thing like her.

				‘You will invite him to your flat, and wear something very pretty, very special, and you will give yourself to him so he can once again, and perhaps for the last time in his illustrious life, enjoy the pleasures of a ripe and sensual young female.’

				She gaped at him, unable to believe her ears. ‘I – I couldn’t possibly do that,’ she gasped.

				‘You vowed you would do anything,’ he reminded her, ‘and yet immediately you go back on your word.’ He shook his head in disgust. ‘Yet again you disappoint me, Zoe Quincanon…’

				‘But… but I can’t!’ she pleaded. ‘I mean, he’s old and… and he’s my father’s friend, and he’ll—’

				‘You will do this if you care about me, Zoe. It will be an act of kindness for Sir Patrick, and what’s more, if you do it to the best of your abilities, I’ll make sure those orphans get the money you were looking for. There are quite a number of people in the party who don’t want the orphanage to survive, you know, because if it survives and flourishes, it may force the government to have a rethink and reopen a whole series of new homes.’

				He continued playing idly with the cord, the little knot ground harshly back and forth over her clitoris, and she grew increasingly distracted as excruciating pleasure simmered deep in her tummy.

				‘It will make him very happy, Zoe, very happy indeed,’ Erasmus went on, his voice low and seductive. ‘Just think, you could pay such a good man, a man who has served his country so selflessly, no greater honour than to give yourself to him – completely.

				‘And it will make the orphans very happy too, and may even help to finally quell this unbridled and unhealthy lust of yours.’ He slipped off the chair and knelt by her head. Her view of him was bleary, and grew even worse as he took her face firmly between his hands and forced her head back even farther. Then his erection was at her lips, pressing between them. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, holding her head in position, and began tugging rhythmically at the cord again. Each pull forced her shoulders back further and made her arch more deeply, her breasts thrusting out. And then he stabbed with his hips and she felt his slick helmet pushing down into her throat.

				Beacher stared into the mirror, more than a little stunned as her naked image stared back at her. The feel of the ruler as it struck Zoe’s young breasts had been deliciously arousing. The sound – the short, sharp report of wood smacking against soft flesh – had been a delight to her ears. The sight of the girl writhing, her moans and cries of pain, and the outrageous bondage under which she had willingly placed herself at Erasmus’s seductive encouragement, had all left her with a terrible sexual need the bastard had refused to satisfy.

				Not that she had wanted him to take her there, in front of the girl, but his casual dismissal of her, as though she were a mere servant, had grated on her nerves. And when she was almost immediately confronted by Allison Parker in the corridor outside his office, the combination of arousal and guilt robbed her of her normal glib rhetorical skills.

				She had allowed herself to be led, almost forced, to Parker’s office, and there confusion and excitement gave way to one shock after the other as the blonde unveiled the depths of her knowledge concerning Beacher’s and Erasmus’s activities with Zoe. She recognised the scandal and loss of employment that would result if the story were made public, and she was willing to do anything to prevent it, which was how she came to be standing naked in Allison Parker’s office, her arms raised high and chained above her, metal clamps digging into her wrists as she fought to keep from fainting. Her bare feet were cold against the highly polished floor, and in front of her was a wide, nearly full-length mirror.

				Beacher was proud of her body, which for her age was still acceptably firm and supple, her small breasts still pert and her bottom still relatively tight. Her flesh was pale except for her face, which was a mottled pink and red with shame. Her eyes were dazed, and she could hardly bear to look at herself.

				Allison pulled on the low chains attached to Beacher’s ankles and spread them remorselessly apart, so that she was forced onto her toes in order to keep from hanging by her wrists. But her gasps and moans and embarrassed appeals drew only throaty chuckles from Allison.

				‘Now Veronica, dear, I’m sure you’ll be more amenable to conversation like this,’ the blonde taunted, ‘since you and Steven seem so deeply involved in such games yourselves.’

				She could not speak; she was too mortified. Her toes trembled and the metal dug into her wrists. She looked down, noting her stiff nipples. Allison Parker was fully dressed in a camelhair blazer and white trousers, which made her feel even more naked, but worst of all was the presence of Allison’s cute assistant. The girl was dressed in a tight, light-blue dress, and her calm, casual regard made Veronica’s face burn. Then she gasped in pain as Allison tugged on her hair from behind, forcing her head back.

				‘Now tell me all about what Steven plans for Zoe,’ she demanded. ‘I assure you, I’ve already figured out almost all of it.’

				Veronica still could not speak, so horrified was she when she saw the thin cane sliding in and out between her thighs. It pushed up firmly into her sex as it stroked back and forth, and she trembled, barely repressing an urge to buck her hips against it.

				‘Remember this? It was in your office, in the closet. You used it on poor Zoe.’ Allison pulled the cane back suddenly, and lashed it down across her buttocks. ‘Confess all, Veronica,’ she insisted. ‘Confess all and the truth will set you free. You don’t want to protect slimy old Steven Erasmus, anyway.’

				The cane slashed across her bottom three times in quick succession, and the pain flared hot in her mind as she twisted and pulled at her bonds. And then the Chinese girl moved forward, her heels clicking on the polished stone floor, and sank to her knees before her. Veronica’s eyes bulged as she looked down at the neatly parted raven hair, and watched the lovely fresh face push in against her pussy.

				The cane cut across her bottom again, and then across her lower back as the girl’s tongue slid up against her sex. Veronica writhed, caught between the attentive mouth before her and the cruel bite of the cane from behind, her mind frantic as she writhed helplessly between intense pain and intense pleasure.

				Zoe put down the phone, still feeling awful, and then raised her eyes.

				‘He said yes, I presume?’ Erasmus demanded confidently.

				She nodded.

				‘Excellent.’

				Zoe had called Sir Patrick’s office and requested a lift home, telling him she needed to apologise for her behaviour at the function, and also to discuss something with him. She was surprised by how quickly he had agreed – Steven Erasmus was not.

				Normand Miller passed Erasmus’s closed door yet again, fighting against the desire to burst in and see what was taking place inside the office. He had to see her, no matter what the risk, yet other employees passing by prevented him from making the attempt. But at last the corridor was empty, and he pressed himself against the polished wood, listening intently and gripping the handle.

				Knowing it was probably a great folly, he tried it, but the damned door was locked, so cursing he gave up and stalked away. For being constantly thwarted he was more determined than ever, and he was going to see her later, no matter the risk. He was going to see her and once and for all have her all to himself, and that’s all there was to it.

				Without even bothering with an excuse this time, he left work early and was soon approaching Zoe’s flat. As before, he felt his nervousness grow as he neared the front door, casting furtive glances all around. No one was about except for an older gentleman walking an ugly little dog. The man turned into Zoe’s building and Normand followed him. They rode the tiny lift up together, but to Normand’s relief the man and his hideous canine did not get off on the same floor.

				Or so he thought.

				He padded quietly and breathlessly down the empty hall, inserted his duplicate key into the lock, pressed his ear to the door to listen and ensure himself she was not yet home, and then slowly, very slowly, pushed open the door.

				‘Are you a friend of the young lady?’ a voice demanded from behind him. He yelped in shock, and turned around to see the dog walker scrutinising him from a few feet away. ‘Because I happen to know you don’t live there,’ the man added.

				Normand struggled to know what to do or say, his heart pounding as he imagined being carted off in handcuffs by the police. But then the interfering stranger grinned, and leaned towards him. ‘Do you know, I think we might have the same aim here,’ he said in a conspiratorial tone. ‘Let’s go inside, and discuss it.’

				‘Come inside, and I’ll make us some tea,’ Zoe said, her voice shaking slightly. She had expected it would be difficult to persuade Sir Patrick up to her flat, but quite the contrary, he had been eager to accompany her.

				She left the door unlocked, as Mr Erasmus had ordered, and led him to the sofa before going to fetch some tea. When she returned, she blushed deeply as she saw him looking at the cards left carelessly on her coffee table. ‘Um, those belong to a friend,’ she explained quickly, unconvincingly.

				‘A close friend, I presume,’ Sir Patrick said, with a lecherous wink that caught her off guard, but she steeled herself and sat down beside him, keen to conclude the awful task ahead of her.

				‘Anyway I, um, wanted to apologise for any embarrassment I may have caused you and your colleagues at the function,’ she began weakly. ‘I shouldn’t have… have exposed myself in that way before a man of your… your distinguished moral sensibilities.’

				‘Oh, I rather liked it,’ he declared, glancing down at her breasts, just as he had before.

				From the outset she had thought it ridiculous to make such an apology whilst wearing a blouse that was unbuttoned enough to show a generous amount of her cleavage, and snug enough to hug her breasts temptingly, but Mr Erasmus, who always seemed to know best, had insisted. And certainly Sir Patrick – she noted with some indignation, since he was her father’s friend, after all – did not seem at all shy about gazing openly at the mouth-watering vision. ‘Sometimes it just comes over me,’ she pressed on, wishing she didn’t have to, ‘this… this loose nature.’

				‘Oh, I like girls with a loose nature,’ he leered, his second chin wobbling a little as he licked his lips, and then he caught her completely by surprise as he unceremoniously wedged a hand into her blouse and cupped one of her breasts.

				‘Oh, please!’ Veronica gasped, her body bucking to the heat within and the pain without. ‘Please!’ The cane was lashing continuously across her back and buttocks while the Oriental girl’s mouth worked against her hot and helplessly juicing pussy. It was like a bizarre fantasy come to life, and the fact that it was taking place within the cold walls of the Churchill building only made it seem even more bizarre. Yet she was on the verge of an explosive climax, her mind spinning out of control as sexual fervour possessed her, and the humiliation was only serving to feed the masochistic fires smouldering within. She had already told Allison Parker everything about Erasmus’s plans for Zoe.

				‘Okay, now listen to what you’re going to do for us, Veronica,’ the statuesque blonde whispered in her ear.

				With Sir Patrick’s bloated face buried in her scented cleavage, snuffling like a wild boar digging for truffles, Zoe spied Mr Erasmus enter the apartment, smile at her and observe the scene for a moment, and then slip into her bedroom. Moments later he beckoned for her to join him and, with some difficulty, she disentangled herself from Sir Patrick’s guileless molesting and stood up, her blouse in unbuttoned disarray. ‘Um, let me slip into something more comfortable for you, Sir Patrick,’ she said breathlessly.

				‘You do that, my dear,’ he wheezed, lounging back on the couch, his cheeks rosy. ‘But don’t take too long now, do you hear? I’ve got quite a treat here for you,’ and he winked suggestively at his tented pinstripe trousers, dashing any last remnants of respect Zoe held for him.

				She hurried into her bedroom, where Mr Erasmus quickly closed the door and motioned towards the naughty lingerie she’d recently bought, which was laying across the chair in the corner. ‘That will do very nicely,’ he whispered. ‘Put it on and let Sir Patrick admire it while you stand in the doorway.’

				‘But… but what are you going to be doing?’ she asked in hushed tones.

				‘I’m going to be watching to make sure you do as you’re told,’ he informed her.

				‘You’re going to watch?’ The prospect stunned her, yet at the same time she found it reassuring.

				‘Don’t worry. He’ll never know I’m here. I’ll be in the wardrobe.’

				‘But I…’

				He pulled open her blouse and slipped it off for her. ‘Get changed,’ he commanded. ‘You don’t want to keep your guest waiting. Think of those orphans.’

				Zoe bit her lip, quickly undressed, and slipped into the lingerie. Then, as he eased into his hiding place, she turned and opened the bedroom door again. Blushing, she leaned against the frame, and tried to steady her voice as she saw Sir Patrick rise with some difficulty from the couch and move towards her. ‘Would you like to see my bedroom, Sir Patrick?’ she asked coyly.

				‘Oh, you dear girl,’ he was almost slavering with eagerness, ‘I most certainly would.’

				‘But, Steven will be furious,’ Beacher gasped.

				‘So what?’ Allison said nonchalantly.

				‘He’s vicious when you’re on his bad side,’ Beacher warned.

				‘We’ll have the upper hand this time. There’s nothing he’ll be able to do about it.’

				‘But I just don’t see how I can get him to—’

				‘Oh, for Gods sake, Veronica, just grab him and wrestle him into bed,’ Allison snapped. ‘It only has to be for a moment.’

				The car stopped and Selina looked back at them from the driver’s seat.

				‘All right,’ Allison said. ‘Let’s go.’

				The three women stepped out of the car and walked into Zoe Quincanon’s building. Both Selina and Veronica were naked beneath long trench coats, and both were quite nervous about it. Allison would brook no argument, however, and the threat of scandal held them in check as they went up in the cramped lift and then walked along the hall to Zoe’s door.

				‘You’re sure it will be unlocked?’ Allison whispered.

				‘That was the plan,’ Veronica replied tightly, easing the door open.

				The front room was quiet and empty, and they looked as one towards the closed bedroom door. Allison smiled, pulling out her camera, and then nodded at her two accomplices, making imperious gestures as they hesitated.

				With a degree of reluctance Selina and Veronica removed their coats and, completely naked, moved towards the bedroom. Veronica eased the door open and peeked inside. Then she drew back and motioned to Allison, who glared at her before stepping forward and peering into the room for herself.

				‘Oh, yes!’ Sir Patrick groaned. ‘Oh yes, yes…’

				Zoe pouted, feeling very odd as she dripped hot candle wax over Sir Patrick’s chest. He hissed and bucked, but was held in place by the straps attached to her bedposts.

				When he first saw the bed, she had been quite sure he would want to tie her, as Mr Erasmus did, but instead he eagerly laid himself across it and spread his arms demanding she bind him securely in place. She was quite confused about his desires, and about the wax, but was obedient to his commands, wondering what Mr Erasmus would think of it all.

				She still wore the gorgeous lingerie, and she felt oddly sexy as she straddled Sir Patrick’s rotund belly and felt his warm flesh against her thighs. She dripped more wax across his chest as he groaned and writhed, his face a mask of tormented pleasure.

				‘The nipples,’ he croaked. ‘Drip the wax on my nipples, mistress!’

				Her eyes widened and she shook her head slightly in disbelief, but she obeyed, watching in fascination as he moaned and thrashed anew. Eventually she had to suppress a giggle; it was actually quite fun, if extremely dotty, but she did not want to spoil his pleasure by making light of it.

				‘Let me see your breasts,’ he groaned desperately.

				Smiling coyly, with her free hand she allowed her firm breasts to burst forth from her lingerie, and found his wide-eyed gaze of pure homage intensely gratifying. Then she moved the candle over his chest again, just as a flash of light caught her attention and she turned her head in surprise, to see Mr Erasmus moving towards the bed holding a camera up to his face. The flash went off again, and again, and again.

				‘Erasmus!’ bellowed the poor wallowing man between her thighs.

				‘Hello, Sir Patrick,’ he said smugly, and snapped more pictures as Zoe finally had the presence of mind to try and cover her breasts with her arms.

				‘Mr Erasmus!’ she cried, shocked.

				And then there was a strange double flash, and another one and another one, caused by a second camera, this one held by Allison Parker, standing just inside the doorway, and from the look on his face, Zoe adjudged this new development was not part of Mr Erasmus’s plan.

				‘Enjoying yourselves?’ Allison asked sarcastically.

				‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Erasmus demanded furiously.

				‘Same thing you are, darling, only doing it better,’ the blonde gloated, and then Veronica Beacher was all but shoved forward into the crowded room. She stood there blushing for an instant, and then threw herself at Erasmus and flung him back across the bed.

				Zoe squawked as she was knocked aside, and Sir Patrick bellowed angrily again, pulling frantically against the bonds holding his wrists and ankles in place.

				‘Get off me!’ Erasmus snarled.

				Then Selina jumped onto the bed, also completely naked, and grasped at his trousers, tugging them down while Allison laughed gaily and continued snapping pictures of the tangled bodies writhing wildly.

				Erasmus finally succeeded in twisting free of Selina and Veronica, and leapt across the room to make a grab for Allison’s camera.

				‘Don’t touch,’ she warned vehemently, jerking the instrument out of his reach, and at that moment the ceiling collapsed above them and two men came crashing down through the ragged hole.

				Normand Miller and Charles Weatherby had been desperately pressing their eyes against the little hole in the plaster ever since Zoe and Erasmus entered the bedroom. They were completely baffled about Erasmus’s presence, but had cast their confusion aside in the face of Zoe’s beauty, her state of sexy dress, and the odd things she proceeded to do with the second man who entered the bedroom after the first had clambered into the closet.

				And as the action heated up, they began fighting for possession of the hole in the ceiling, putting too much weight on the plasterboard, which abruptly gave out beneath them.

				Everyone in the room was shocked by their appearance, but none so much as Erasmus and Allison, who had the misfortune of breaking their fall as they grappled for the camera. Both lay stunned, sprawled on the floor as the two men groaned and tried to push themselves up.

				‘Untie me at once!’ Sir Patrick bellowed. Selina hurried to obey him, and once free, he quickly struggled into his clothes and snatched up both cameras.

				Beacher cringed visibly as his angry stare scythed from her, to Erasmus, and back to her. ‘She made me do it,’ she cried, pointing down at Allison. ‘She blackmailed me!’

				‘Me too!’ Selina chipped in.

				‘Well then, let’s see how they like a taste of their own medicine,’ he fumed.

				Chapter Thirteen

				Normand Miller looked up from his work, and scarcely gave the girl in front of him a second glance. Her name was Ann Blatt, and thankfully, she weighed three hundred pounds and dressed like a nun.

				He sighed and dropped his eyes to his work once more. It was hard not to feel miserable now that he no longer had lovely Zoe to feast his eyes upon, though he knew he ought to be thankful he still had his job, not to mention his marriage and his freedom – and no broken bones. Sir Patrick had made it quite clear that he and Weatherby could both have been imprisoned were circumstances less… delicate.

				Normand had never been more embarrassed in his life, and quickly agreed to everything Sir Patrick ordered him to do, including keeping his mouth shut about everything he had seen.

				The office was less tense now that Allison Parker and Steven Erasmus had moved elsewhere. He did not know where they had gone, but was quite happy not to have to see them again, either of them. He sniggered quietly at the memory of Beacher applying lipstick and rouge to the dazed Erasmus, while he knelt on all fours beside Zoe’s bed. Selina and Zoe had then led the naked Allison Parker to him, and forced her to sit on his back while Sir Patrick snapped pictures.

				The chair before him creaked and groaned as Ann Blatt shifted and stood up. She waddled off across the room and he looked away, wistfully remembering how gracefully Zoe had moved, and as he allowed himself a very brief fantasy his telephone rang. ‘Yes?’ he said regretfully, the impressive erection of his daydream still embedded deep in her sweet, warm, welcoming mouth.

				‘Hello, Normand…’

				Such was the incredible shock of hearing her lovely voice he very nearly fell off his chair, his pulse immediately raced and for a moment he couldn’t even say her name. ‘Z-Zoe?’ he eventually croaked.

				‘Yes, Normand, I’m outside,’ she said sweetly, musically, into his ear. ‘Come out and see me.’

				She wanted revenge. She definitely wanted revenge. ‘Er, why?’ he asked.

				‘Because I want to see you,’ she said simply. ‘I’m in my car. Honestly, Normand, I’m not angry with you,’ she promised.

				He sighed and grabbed his creased jacket from the back of his chair. He did not want to face Zoe Quincanon, but equally, he could not resist seeing her again.

				Outside, the bright sunlight momentarily blinded him, so he shielded his eyes with one hand and slung his jacket over his shoulder with the other. A horn beeped, and he squinted along the street towards a red Mercedes parked at the curb. A slender arm waved at him through the open window, and he licked his lips nervously as he moved apprehensively towards her.

				She was as beautiful as ever in a red, form hugging dress, her make-up perfect and only making him yearn for her even more desperately, even though he knew it was hopeless to cling on to such pathetic dreams. To his surprise she smiled up at him and opened the passenger door, so warily, unsure of her intent, he walked around the car and slipped in beside her.

				‘It wasn’t nice of you to peep at me, Normand,’ she said, immediately admonishing him, albeit fairly mildly.

				‘I’m sorry,’ he apologised, staring down at his lap like a scolded boy.

				‘That’s all right. It was a little thing compared to everything else.’

				He looked at her uncertainly.

				‘Sir Patrick had a long talk with me afterwards,’ she told him. ‘He warned me about predators like Erasmus, and how people like him would try to seduce and make me do what they demand or expect. Did you know they were going to put a picture of me in the paper?’

				‘The paper?’ Normand knew no such thing, of course.

				Zoe nodded. ‘One of the tabloids,’ she said. ‘Allison Parker had a picture taken of me at the pool in a sheer swimsuit and I was destined to be an unwitting “page three girl”. Daddy would have been outraged, and very possibly ruined by the scandal.’

				Normand nodded dumbly, still unsure of why he was there, sitting so frustratingly close to the star of his fantasies.

				‘So, I have to be very, very careful from now on,’ she confided. ‘I mean, even though I… well, I mean, I have to guard against getting a reputation and against vultures like Erasmus, who will lead me on for their own perverse gratification or to make trouble for my father. But… well, the thing is… I have these… well, there’s things I want to do and… I mean, if I don’t do them to relieve myself…’ she sighed and slumped a little in her seat, gazing plaintively at him.

				‘I don’t think I understand what you’re saying,’ he said slowly, hoping against hope that he did understand perfectly well what she was saying, no matter how unbelievable it was. He was sure she could hear his heart hammering in his chest.

				‘You haven’t told anyone, have you, Normand?’ she asked angelically. ‘You know, about what went on?’

				‘N-no, I haven’t,’ he stammered, ‘of course not.’

				‘I didn’t think you would,’ she purred. ‘The thing is… Mr Erasmus used to… he used to do things to me that I found I quite liked, and I was wondering if you could… I mean, if maybe you would like to do them to me instead?’

				Normand Miller stared at the utterly adorable pouting beauty in stunned disbelief. At any moment now some cruel bastard would slug him with a sledgehammer and he’d wake up.

				‘I know I can trust you not to tell anyone,’ she added quickly, as though she had to justify her request. ‘I know you’re not one of those men Sir Patrick warned me about, and you’re nice, even if you did spy on me. And so I thought, since you already sort of know things about me, and I know you’re, well, interested in me…’ she blushed modestly, ‘I thought maybe you could…’

				‘Anything!’ he breathed. ‘Oh, God, anything!’

				She smiled happily and squeezed his hand, an innocent touch that nearly made his heart give out on him there and then – which would be just about Normand Miller’s usual luck. ‘You’re sure?’

				‘Oh yes,’ he gasped, nodding fervently, ‘I’m sure!’

				She sighed contentedly, relieved. ‘Thank you, Normand, I knew you’d help me.’ And then she started the car and clipped her seatbelt on, her dumbfounded passenger relishing how it pressed across and between her delicious breasts, wondering if he really was about to be as lucky as that inert belt, but fearful this was some new, cruel game.

				‘And now,’ she announced mischievously, ‘I’ve managed to arrange for you to take a well deserved afternoon off.’ She glanced in the rear-view mirror, and then just before pulling away from the curb she glanced at him so adorably and yet so sexily he was convinced he’d embarrass himself in his trousers. ‘Oh, and you won’t mind tying me up a little and perhaps spanking my bottom if I’m naughty, will you?’ she asked demurely.

				Normand Miller groaned and laid his rumpled jacket over his lap.
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