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				Introduction

				He grabbed her wrist painfully and dragged it down to the bulge of his cock, straining against the thin material of his summer slacks.

				In spite of her panic she found herself obeying him as he eased his hips away from her slightly, and she struggled with the zip of his fly and the unfamiliar process of releasing a throbbing penis from its restrictive concealment. She shuddered and gave a small whimper at the novel sensation of the uncoiling thickness, the fierce animal thrust of hot flesh, slick already with a little glistening emission as it pulsed in her tentative fingers.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chain of Command

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter One

				Detective Inspector Jackie Barlow gave a perfunctory rap on the office door before she opened it and entered. ‘You want to see me, Boss?’

				‘Yeah, I do. Time we had a little chat. Private like. Shut the door and pull up a pew.’ Detective Chief Superintendent Sharp beamed a smile of welcome broad enough to indicate that the summons was a friendly one. It was a smile of a warmth reserved for very few, especially among her subordinates.

				Jackie relaxed. There was no one else in the office. It was safe to move on to first name terms. ‘How’s it going, Moira?’

				‘Fine, fine. Just thought us ladies should get together. Have a bit of a chinwag. We’re still too few and far between, eh?’

				‘You bet!’

				Moira Sharp had done well for herself, Jackie readily admitted. Not yet forty she was probably destined for higher things still, following in the footsteps of old Bridge, aka Bridget O’Keefe, who had only recently achieved the dizzy upper slopes of Assistant Chief Constable. The sooner the better, Jackie acknowledged. Leave more room for those plodding steadfastly behind. Give the bloody men something to think about one of these days.

				‘As a matter of fact I’ve got something very tasty for you, Jackie, my man.’ Moira grinned again, and nodded towards the door. ‘As gorgeous as my own delightful little bit of recreational facility sitting pretty in my outer office there.’

				Sandra Roberts was DCS Sharp’s civilian assistant, what in Olde English would have been known as a secretary, but now carried a four-word title, of which only the last was ‘Assistant’.

				‘She certainly is,’ Jackie observed. ‘Gorgeous as ever.’ She allowed a suitably lecherous look to slide over her strong features. ‘How’s married life suiting her? Feeling lonely these days, are you?’

				Moira gave a throaty chuckle. ‘Whatever I’m feeling, it’s certainly not lonely. She’s randier than ever for what her Mr Roberts’ll never be able to give her.’

				Jackie echoed the chuckle and shook her head in amused envy, as she thought of the demure and dainty, golden-haired girl sitting so prettily indeed, in the outer office. ‘And to look at her you’d think butter wouldn’t melt.’

				‘She can melt more than butter with that gifted gob of hers. But listen. Speaking of prime time, wait till you see what I’ve got for you. And I’ll expect you to go down on your knees - to thank me, if nothing else.’ She stood and took a file from a drawer. She opened it and slid it across the desk towards Jackie. ‘Feast your eyes - and cream your kecks to boot!’

				Jackie gazed at the glossy black and white photographs of a dark-haired girl: some were head and shoulders only, others full length in the dress uniform of a police cadet, buttons sparkling, one slightly more informal in crisp white shirt, with sleeves rolled symmetrically above the elbows and neat little checked cravat, and finally one in the white T-shirt and brief black cotton shorts of the regulation sports wear, females-for-the-use-of. ‘Christ! She’s very tasty, all right. What’s all this in aid of, Moira?’

				‘That, my dear, is what I’m giving you, on a plate, gift wrapped for Christmas! That is DC Jill Christie, fresh from her training course and joining our motley crew as of Monday. And I’m assigning her to you. To play nursemaid, mum, and any other roles you can persuade her to join in with. Lick her into shape, Jackie.’ She chuckled. ‘Don’t take that too literally. Not at first, anyway. She’s a bright kid, as well as drop dead fucking gorgeous. Fast tracker, straight from uni, hardly done the basic training and thinks she knows it all. Hardly had time to button up her uniform before she’s out of it and into plain clothes. That’s why she’s ours. Well yours, really. You’re the only one I can give her to. Imagine what all the pricks in our department would do with that,’ she nodded at the blank screen, ‘if I threw her to them. You’ve got to be it, DI Barlow. Make the kid your own and knock all those delicate edges off her.’ She nodded towards the door and the world beyond. ‘And keep those sex mad bollocks out of her drawers.’ She winked, gave the final coarse laugh.

				‘It’ll be a pleasure.’ Jackie jumped up decisively, matched the laugh with her own lascivious grin. ‘Just leave her in my hands, Ma’am.’

				Jill Christie was nervous, and it showed, as she passed through the unimposing entrance of Benbrough Police Divisional HQ. Her anxiety was acute, far surpassing anything she had known in her past, from A-levels and final graduating exams to her interview for acceptance into the Force. This was it: that hard real world everyone kept on warning her about, from the moment she had first declared her startling intention to apply for the police. All her family and friends had been shocked, you might say almost stunned, by her decision. They had envisioned her slotting into some academic career; teaching, maybe in the genteel surrounds of university, or if in a more commercial setting, the refined world of publishing, or something vaguely creative: elegant, glass-backed plush offices with contemporary art on the walls; long lunches and sparkling chitchat.

				There were times when she shared their misgivings, but her brief spell of service so far had proved far less daunting than she had anticipated. The uniform was rather fetching. It suited her slim figure, and even as a recruit, she had been treated with caution and a certain deference. Her short experience of ‘the streets’ had been carefully monitored, and then police college had been more like a watered down version of university and less like the rough and tumble of service barrack life than she had anticipated. The magic term ‘fast track’ meant special, it seemed. But was it all about to change at Benbrough?

				Jill knew she was good-looking, was well aware of the power of her charm, the delicate appearance and manner which, although it had developed naturally enough, she had cultivated and used to good purpose since her schooldays. She liked being girlie. One of the things that worried her most about police training had been the physical side. She would be the first to admit, cheerfully, that she was not the sporty type. But she was fit enough; she coped with the physical training, the sessions on the playing fields and in the swimming pool. She got by, and the greatest sacrifice she had had to make was to keep smiling when a moustachioed PT Instructor patted her bum in her snug-fitting shorts. Not only her buttocks but every atom of her clenched in disgust, but it didn’t show and she got an adequate final report. But this was different.

				She was used to appreciative male glances, as well as covert and overt lechery, after three years of the Student Union, but the level of steamy testosterone stares when she walked into the CID room almost made her eyes water. At once she regretted her decision to choose the neat ‘chicksy’ little business suit in dark pinstripe, with its nipped waist and bosom-hugging tightness, and its short skirt which clung to hips and bottom before ending at mid-thigh. She had hesitated back in her digs, debating over the wisdom of the long woollen ‘cardy’ over the ample T-shirt, and the dark-blue slacks. But the sexy suit had won. That’s me, she argued with herself. That’s how I am, feminine and pretty-oh-so-pretty, so why should I change? Pretend? They’ll have to take me as I am.

				For the first few heavy breathing seconds when she entered the office, she thought they might well just do that. But then a tall, striking woman, with hair cut almost severely short but wearing a bright grin of welcome, which Jill seized on with the gratitude of a drowning man spotting a tossed lifebelt, stepped forward with a firm hand held out.

				‘Down, boys! You must be Christie. Our new DC. Jill, isn’t it? These are your colleagues, I’m afraid. Despite appearances they won’t eat you - they’ve already had breakfast. I’m DI Barlow. You’re my baby, for the time being.’ She rattled off a swift litany of introductions and Jill’s soft hand was crushed in a succession of macho grips, while the names swarmed through her brain and vanished again. Then at last she was led through to Barlow’s office and the two were alone together. ‘Sit down. Let’s get a good look at you.’

				She nodded to the hard chair in front of a desk piled with papers and the usual PC paraphernalia. Jill sat, striving for self-possession, suddenly disconcerted by the lingering glance her superior cast at her legs and the generous view of their dark, sleek, fifteen-denier shapeliness as Jill crossed them and the skirt rode high up her thigh.

				‘Very nice too,’ Jackie Barlow murmured, and her eyes lifted to gaze frankly into Jill’s. They were brown, like hers, though a little lighter, with flecks that hinted of gold. Not that Jill had time to study them. She felt the hot blush rising from her collar and glanced down, uncrossed her legs to another accompanying sigh of approval, and tugged at the skirt’s hem.

				‘I-I was wondering whether I should wear trousers. I didn’t... is this all right, Ma’am?’ She cursed herself for the stammer, and for the schoolgirl redness engulfing her features.

				‘Fine by me, sweetheart. God knows what it’ll do to those pricks out there, but at least they’re showing signs of life. I’ve never seen them so wide-awake this time of a morning. Well done, Christie.’

				There was something about the older woman which Jill found both oddly compelling and disturbing. She was attractive. Her features were strong. The old-fashioned term of ‘handsome’ applied to a woman came to mind. Yet those eyes, that steady look, made Jill feel strangely uncomfortable and unsure of herself. She made a great effort to get hold of her reeling thoughts, to assert herself.

				‘That wasn’t my intention, I assure you, Ma’am. It’s just... I’ve never... I’m not one of these ladette types, all boots and combat trousers kind of thing.’

				Jackie gave a quiet chuckle. ‘No, I can see that. You wear what you want, sweety, as long as it’s within reason, of course. You won’t catch me complaining. And I’m sure none of that motley crew out there will complain, either. You just might find on some occasions being geared up like a dolly bird might have some disadvantages.’

				The spots of colour on Jill’s cheeks darkened again. ‘I’ll bear that in mind, Ma’am.’

				‘You do that, sweety.’

				Jill felt another twitch of annoyance at the term of address. ‘Is it correct to address you as “Ma’am”, Ma’am?’ she asked, with more than a touch of asperity in her clear tone.

				‘Only in the presence of VIPs, senior ranks and the media. Otherwise, “boss” will do fine.’

				‘Very good, Ma’am.’

				Jackie gave her a long look, nodded thoughtfully. ‘OK, sweety. Well, speaking of senior ranks, let’s go and meet our Grand Supremo. DCS Sharp. Upholding the advance of feminism in this benighted force. Apart from our one and only Bridge, of course.’

				‘Yes, I’ve met the Assistant Chief Constable. She was very encouraging. I saw her when I finished my basic training.’

				Jackie’s smile never wavered. She stood, moved to the door, held it open and ushered Jill through, letting her hand make the briefest of contacts with that slender waist as she did so. This little girlie needed taking down a peg or three, she decided.

				The opportunity was too good to miss, first day or no first day. They’d had stacks of complaints from the high-rise flats over in Westlands, and the plods were there most days. They always went in force, and never left their vehicle unattended. The trouble was caused by the various gangs of youths, all sizes, sexes and colours, who liked to think they were a law unto themselves, which they were most of the time. There were loose demarcation lines respected by both sides. But when Jackie got a report from one of her minions that a group was kicking up a rumpus somewhere on the upper floors of one of the blocks, she decided to go along for the ride and take the newcomer with her.

				The troublemakers were up around the tenth floor balconies, though things had largely quietened down by the time Jackie arrived. A WPC and two of her male colleagues were waiting in their patrol car. ‘One of the bitch cliques,’ the senior constable reported. ‘Bit of a scrap, not too serious. One broken nose, gone off to casualty. Bit of weed puffing, that’s all.’

				‘Thanks. We’ll take a look while we’re here. You lot push off. Come on, Christie. Give you a chance to see what you’ve let yourself in for.’

				The uniforms had been watching her with deep interest, especially the males, and there were a few scarcely hidden smirks. ‘I’d watch ‘em, Ma’am,’ the woman constable offered, but Jackie nodded easily.

				‘Yeah. They all know me. We’ll be OK. Won’t risk using the lift with those young sluts around. Probably get us trapped in there for an hour or two.’

				Arriving on the tenth floor they were both puffing, and Jill’s feet, in her three-inch slim heels, were pinched and sore. The group had largely dispersed or moved elsewhere after the police visit, but there was a knot of about half a dozen figures, all in baggy combat trousers or suitably scuffed and holed jeans, with the drab jackets or loose hoodies to match, still congregated in one corner, lounging against the railings, against the panoramic backdrop over the city.

				‘Go over and tell them to clear off,’ Jackie said to Jill. ‘Got to show them who’s boss, especially when you’re new. Just so they know you won’t take any shit.’

				Jill opened her mouth to protest. Her heart was thumping. ‘Oh, but - ’

				‘Just tell them to move along. They’re only school kids. You can manage that, can’t you?’

				Jill nodded, drew herself up straight, walked quickly towards the waiting and watching cluster. ‘Right-oh. Come along, girls. Don’t hang about here any longer. Off you go.’ Her voice was shrill, and she hoped they would not detect the nervousness which had dried her mouth.

				She felt at first an enormous relief as they began to move immediately, with several mutters and inane grins, but then suddenly there was a girl behind her who, to her horror, seized her round the waist and lifted her easily off her feet. ‘Naw! You de one who’s movin’ bitch! We show you a shortcut back down, yeah?’

				Then they were all around her, hands grabbing, and she shrieked as they lifted her high in the air, and she kicked out. Her shoulder bag was gone, first one shoe then the other flew off, and she was being held high, the world spun in a crazy, blinding light, and she was swung over the railing. She screamed with sheer terror, saw the miniature cars and dots and treetops and ribboned roads, like a view from an aeroplane, and then she was over it, it was directly below and she thought her life was to end in that plummeting drop. Everything seemed to drain from her, she gave one agonised sob and then she couldn’t speak or scream. The world lurched dizzily and she felt bands like iron clasping at her legs and ankles.

				They held her suspended over the railing and consciousness returned, and she blubbered, tears streaming over her cheeks, begging, ‘Oh please! Please! Don’t let me go!’

				She could feel their hands, fingers digging into her ankles, burning, and her calves and knees, slippery in the fifteen-denier tights. Her toes, way over her head, squirmed and curled, her feet arched, the darkly painted toenails showing mistily through the reinforced mesh of the tights. The little skirt slid high up her thighs, but its slim fitting kept it from sliding past her hips. But she had no thought of her exposure or the indignity she suffered. She was sobbing piteously, still terrified that they would let her drop. When they swung her in again and dumped her on the dirty concrete floor she lay there, facedown, trembling violently and weeping, unable to move.

				The girls moved off, though she wasn’t aware of it. Her first realisation was of Jackie Barlow crouched, gathering her up and holding her, her face within inches of Jill’s tearstained features. ‘I did tell you that skirt might be a bit of a problem, didn’t I? Come on, let’s get you home and cleaned up.’

				In the car Jill slumped beside her, weeping softly, still shaking, taking no note of where they were going. Eventually the car stopped and she glanced up through her smeared eyes at a respectable Victorian terrace, the houses reaching up three storeys, the front doors at the tops of railinged stone steps. A row of bell pushes outside each one indicated that they were all converted to flats.

				‘My place,’ Jackie explained. ‘Can’t take you back to the station like this, eh? Let’s go in and get you cleaned up first. Here, I’ve got your shoes and bag. Out you get.’

				Five minutes later Jill was standing in a large, comfortably appointed bathroom, sniffling as she undressed at Jackie’s bidding. She was far too demoralised to object at Jackie standing there while she slipped off her jacket, skirt and blouse.

				‘Come on, get those tights off as well,’ Jackie instructed. ‘Oh, here, stand still. Let me do it. Hold on to me.’ Quickly she plucked at the waistband and rolled the tights down off Jill’s slim hips and down her legs. Obediently Jill lifted first one foot and then the other, for Jackie to tug them off.

				‘Wow! I must say I like your taste in undies, sweety. Come on, off with these pretty knicks too.’

				She was wearing a pair of feminine boxer shorts, in a sandy colour, but whose fabric had an iridescent quality which caught the light. There was a delicate edging about the waist, which stretched across her flat tummy, well below the cute little eye of her navel. The edging was of tiny waves, and was repeated on the seams of the high legs. Jackie’s fingers peeled the garment down, to reveal the neat little dark brown patch of pubic curls. Jill was weeping again, but softly, desolate with the sense of this shameful revelation. She moved her feet automatically to allow Jackie to remove the delicate scrap altogether.

				The bra was unwired, of a pale mesh through which Jill’s nipples and areolae showed. She stood still and passive while Jackie unclipped the fastener and eased it from her breasts, thus completing her nakedness. Jackie rubbed her fingers and thumbs over the cups, enjoying the sensation of seeing her digits through its gauziness.

				A huge remnant of a sob came out as a gasping sigh, and made Jill’s breasts jiggle right under Jackie’s nose. She spun the slim figure round and slapped playfully at Jill’s bottom. ‘Let’s get you in the bath.’ She held up the dainty underwear and the tights. There’s nothing to them, is there?’ She laughed, turning the taps full on.

				Jill cleared her throat and managed a husky whisper. ‘What about the office? The station? Won’t they - ?’

				‘Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that, sweety,’ Jackie told her. ‘I’m in charge, and I think you’ve had more than enough excitement for your first day, don’t you? Although it may not all be over yet. What do you reckon?’ She moved with deliberate slowness and gentleness as she took the naked girl in her arms and let her face approach the woebegone countenance, which changed to an expression of puzzlement, surprise, and then... their lips met and Jackie kissed her, softly and lingeringly. She felt Jill’s frame quiver and her muscles flex with shock, but then they relaxed and the girl did not pull away, either from the touch of her seeking lips or the tight embrace.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Two

				Jill felt Jackie’s firm grip on her shoulders once more as she was spun round, given another stinging, playful slap on her bottom, and a little shove towards the bathtub. ‘Now hop in and get yourself cleaned up. Unless you want me to do it for you,’ Jackie laughed and, scooping up the clothing, made her exit. ‘And leave the door ajar. “Never lock a bathroom door”, my old ma used to say. Lie back and relax. I’ll bring you in a medicinal brandy in a while.’

				Jill’s head was in a whirl as she lowered herself gingerly into the fragrant embrace of the warm water. She was shivering slightly still, from shock, but also... she wasn’t sure just what her feelings were on this monumentally surreal day. She felt a brief clutch of fear again, recalling the terrifying interval when she hung upside down two hundred feet in the air, literally in the hands of those terrible harpies. She leaned back, the bubbles of foam rising about her shoulders, and lifted her legs, one after the other, to inspect them. There were the dark smudges, the fingerprints of their thankfully tight grip on her ankles, and her calves, the backs of her knees. The tears pricked, and then rolled slowly from her blurred eyes. How could she ever recover from such a disaster, on her very first assignment? But then she felt a quiver of excitement pass through her, stirring her limbs under the surface of the water, as her thoughts were powerfully diverted in another direction altogether. That kiss...

				Her attraction towards members of her own sex was one which Jill had learned to live with, had largely sublimated throughout her adolescence, telling herself that there was nothing wrong. She could even apply the word ‘natural’ to it - apart from those shameful solitary fantasies, the desires which forced her to resort to those actions behind the locked doors of bedroom or bathroom, which caused her so much subsequent distress, yet brought, too, such hectic relief.

				It wasn’t until she got to college that those secret yearnings ever found expression outside the lonely dreams and self-gratification. Sharon was both a revelation and an utter delight, a mirror image in so many ways: in looks - they relished the number of times people enquired if they were sisters - and in temperament. Their friendship swiftly blossomed into something much more - an exclusive bond that held them in its exquisite grip. At first the physical side went no further than handholding and ‘big hugs’, which they exchanged at every greeting and parting. ‘Bloody lipstick lezzies, you two!’ one of the hefty rowing and rugby females declared, with a hearty humour tinged with envy.

				They laughed, and guyed it up a little after that, until one afternoon in Jill’s room, trying on some new clothes, Sharon said out of the blue, ‘Do you mind if I kiss you? Properly, I mean?’

				They both giggled, nerves jangling as they approached, and self-consciously embraced, brought their seeking mouths together. An endless minute later they fell back onto Jill’s narrow bed, panting in bras and panties, breathless and clawing, in agonies of embarrassment and heavens of delight, tore off each other’s scraps of clothing and wrestled, rolled, and clamped their naked bodies together with moans of ecstatic frustration. ‘What do we do?’ they gasped, and wept for joy. They both knew the answer, and did it, taking turns, their limbs entangled, heated bodies twisting as first one and then the other was aggressor and victim.

				They were lovers for over a year. Jill was deeply hurt when Sharon tearfully announced one day that she could carry on no longer. ‘There’s someone else.’ Jill was even more deeply injured to learn that the ‘someone’ was a young man. The break-up drove Jill back inside a carefully constructed shell, and probably helped her to achieve a Top Second degree. Maybe it even influenced her unexpected decision to opt for a career in the police force, as an unconscious reaction against the rarefied, precious world of femininity she had shared with Sharon.

				But this kiss! This was different - a whole new ballgame and kettle of fish swimming around inside her tummy. She lay back in the scented water, aware of every tingling centimetre of her reclining body, in this strange bathroom, in this strange flat, of a stranger, who was as different as chalk could be to Sharon’s sweet cheese. For a start she was older - she must be at least in her mid to late thirties, Jill calculated. It couldn’t be easy for a woman to achieve the rank of Inspector, especially in CID. In Benbrough there were only two ahead of her. Bridget O’Keefe’s appointment as Assistant Chief Constable had caused more than a minor ripple through the ranks of the constabulary, and elsewhere. DCS Sharp was the only other female in the department, two ranks ahead of Barlow. DI Barlow must be over ten years her senior, Jill guessed. And a whole lifetime ahead, as far as experience went.

				She had stripped her! And Jill had just stood there, like a kid, while she did it... and then the kiss. She felt her arms around her, strong, drawing her in until she felt the brush of the clothing against her own nude body, those lips settling over hers, claiming her, that brief, eloquent flicker of tongue, only a micro-second but so telling, so plainly sexual.

				She sat upright suddenly, with a splash, shocked to find her fingers lightly stroking the puckered folds of her vulva, caressing the soft pubis. She pulled her hands away quickly, just as Jackie appeared in the doorway. She was carrying two glasses, one of which she handed to the slim figure, before perching on the rim of the tub. ‘Feeling better now, sweety? You’re certainly looking good. You’ve got a bit of colour back in your cheeks.’

				Jill instinctively draped her left arm over her soapy breasts as she took the drink and sipped obediently. ‘I haven’t made a very good start, have I?’ The deep brown eyes filled with tears again as she gazed woefully up at Jackie. ‘Why did you... let me... send me over to them, Ma’am?’ The eyes were big with gentle reproach now.

				‘Like I told you, you’ve got a lot to learn.’

				Jill felt her throat closing, and the tears were close again. ‘Please, Ma’am,’ she whispered. ‘Don’t tell anybody - please!’ She shivered. ‘I duh... don’t know if I can hack it. Being in the force. I - ’

				‘Listen, darling. Baptism of fire. You can’t beat it.’ She eased her behind off the rim and swivelled round to kneel on the floor, facing Jill. She took the glass from the delicate fingers and put it with hers at the foot of the bath. She held the sad face in both hands, turned it towards her as she brought her own close to the solemn girl’s. ‘I know you’re a very bright kid, and you’ll probably leave us all way behind one of these fine days, but at the moment you’re a rookie, whatever they may have told you. Lowest of the low, sweety, got it? It’s what we call the chain of command. And at the moment you’re on the end of my chain. You stick to me. Watch and wait, and learn, above all. When I say jump you say “how high?” Got it? You do that and I’ll see you make the grade. Right?’

				Jill nodded against the clamping grip of those strong fingers holding her. Jackie leaned even closer, and placed a light kiss on the damp forehead. Her lips moved against the skin. Jill felt the warm breath flowing over her. ‘There’s one other thing we’ve got to settle here and now, baby. Something you should know about me.’

				The hands were withdrawn. The water was cooling, and Jill shivered. The hands pressed on her wet shoulders, pushing her down until her back made contact once more with the curve of the tub, and she was lying almost supine. Jackie’s left hand remained resting on Jill’s shoulder, cupping the delicate spot at the base of the slim neck, over the hollow formed by the prominent thinness of the bone. Her right slid with a soft splash beneath the surface, where the bubbles of foam had thinned out, largely dissolved, so that the pale curve of the belly showed, and the dark, mossy patch of pubic hair, through which Jackie’s fingers combed and explored like nibbling fish until they moved caressingly over the cushion of the mons, delved beneath, to the folds of the labia, the fissure of the sex, and nuzzled at its soft tissue. Jill gave a soft gasp and her frame stiffened, her belly rose until it broke surface, and the small dish of her navel gleamed with its miniature pool of trapped water. Her thighs tightened, their muscles standing out against the slenderness, and she felt Jackie’s wrist and forearm trapped in their hold. Then the spasm passed, the belly sank and the thighs fell slackly apart. Now it was the buttocks which clenched on the hard acrylic base at the invidiously gentle, remorseless touch of those fingers. They prised through the yielding cleft and Jill’s head jerked back, her hair scraped against the slope of the tub and her lips opened as though in synchronisation with those other hidden lips being so rousingly invaded by the woman who held her.

				Jackie’s mouth rested against hers. ‘You like that, baby, don’t you? I guessed as soon as I laid eyes on you, sweety. I’m not wrong, am I? Tell me I’m not.’

				Jill’s head moved. Whether she knew it or not, it gave a little shake. Jackie’s lips covered hers, this time claiming ownership with a glorious unbridling of her passion, and her tongue dived deep into the sweet cavern surrendered to her. Below, her fingers had unerringly penetrated through the upper folds of the cleft, to the sensitised area about the throbbing clitoris, which emerged in its tiny budding excitement, from which the sensations spread, seducing, conquering every fibre and nerve-end of Jill’s quivering body. The knees came up, shining with the water on them, the belly lifted, entirely in response to the all-powerful caresses which had taken over.

				She was whimpering with desire, undulating with need, when Jackie withdrew her hand from between the spread thighs. ‘You’ll catch your death of cold. Come on, out you get.’

				Jill was shivering more violently now, and weeping helplessly. Jackie had to help her from the bath. She enveloped her in a huge white towel, then bent and picked her up, manoeuvring her in her arms through the doorway and across the corridor the few steps to the bedroom. She sat on the double bed, holding Jill on her knee, and their lips remained together through the whole of the brief time Jackie dried her, and then pushed the damp form back on the bed, with the wet towel still beneath her. ‘You want me to finish you, babe?’ Jackie whispered hoarsely.

				Jill was sobbing. Her knees drew up, close together in an instinctive gesture of modesty to hide her loins, and then fell apart. Her legs straightened in a long Y of need and submission. ‘Y-yes, please. I’ve never... never before been like this,’ she lied, scarcely aware of her deception, for this, under the capable domination of the older woman, did indeed feel different.

				Jackie laughed deeply, and there was an underlying cruel satisfaction and an awareness of that domination, which comprised the chief element of the throbbing thrill that she relished through her own still fully clothed body.

				‘Not too quick though, baby, eh?’ Jackie purred. ‘Let’s take our time.’ She dipped her head, let the tip of her tongue flicker over the small erect left nipple of the figure spread invitingly under her. Because of the way Jill was lying her breasts were stretched, almost flattened. The sweetly tormenting tongue alighted on the other teat now, teased it too, before the lips closed about it and the puckered circle of darkening pink around it, then suckled fiercely. The toned form lifted and Jill let out a wavering cry. Jackie felt the fragility of the body, the outline of the delicate ribcage, then she moved, her mouth possessing the other nipple again before her tongue trailed its wet course down, over the quivering midriff, to lap at the shallow little eye of the belly button, and then lower still, over the soft curls of pubis, down at last to the wet, clamorous groove at the centre of the helpless figure’s hunger.

				Jill’s tight buttocks lifted clear of the towel, but this time her thighs were wide apart, begging, proffering herself to her conqueror. The head sank, the hot face and pressing nose rooted, burrowed, the tongue lapped along the soaking fissure, the teeth nipped, and the mouth sought the centre of Jill’s consuming need.

				Finally Jackie showed some mercy, or was herself lost to her own pulsing need. Jill’s back arched, thrusting Jackie’s head violently upward with the force of her heaving tummy, then collapsed, and her pink heels drummed on the counterpane while she threshed and twisted, rolling her head from side to side, her face contorted with the power of the climax tearing through her, and continuing until the ripples spread through to her clawed fingers and curling toes, and she sank, utterly spent and exhausted, into the drifting dreamtime of complete consummation.

				Jill woke with a pounding heart, her body convulsed with terror at the reliving of those dreadful seconds when she was hung between sky and earth, in the merciless grip of those young harpies. She was lost as she came to full awareness, to find herself lying naked on top of Jackie’s bed, in a room she did not recognise. Then memory returned with a rush, along with the consciousness of her tender vagina, and the most recent imprints of vigorous loving on the whiteness of her breasts and her upper thighs. Although it was summer the window to her left, with its curtains undrawn, showed squares of deep dusk, a faint reflection of the lamp-lit room already framed in the dark panes.

				The light came from a small lamp at the side of the bed, its flowered shade ensuring a rosy depth to the illumination. It fell across Jill’s body, highlighting her pale form and prominent jut of hipbone, causing a deep shadow to fall over her lower belly and loins as she lay half turned from the source of light.

				She sat up as Jackie Barlow came in. Her superior was wearing a short black towelling robe, which covered her only to mid-thigh. Jill noted the sturdy shapeliness of the legs, and their considerable tan. ‘Ah, the sleeping beauty wakes at last. How are you feeling? Pretty relaxed now, yeah?’

				Jill was afire with blushes, sitting with shoulders hunched, her arms crossed over her breasts, her legs crossed, the knees slightly raised. She wished she was under the covers, but lacked the courage to draw them over her now. ‘Yes, thank you, Ma’am,’ she muttered.

				‘I’ve done us a bit of supper. Nothing special. Some cold bits and salad. I’m no shakes as a chef. Usually I either eat out or bring back takeaways. Come on. Get that lazy little arse of yours out of my pit right now.’

				Jill stood, feeling more embarrassingly exposed than ever. Her hands moved from breasts to loins indecisively.

				‘For fuck’s sake, sweety. Don’t stand there like Venus surprised at her bath or whatever. Bit late for that, isn’t it?’

				Jill gestured helplessly, her face still flaming. ‘I... it’s late. My clothes... I must be getting back to my digs.’

				‘No sweat. I’ve phoned your landlady. Told her you won’t be in tonight.’

				‘But... but - ’

				‘You sound like a farting moped!’ Jackie laughed. ‘Come on through to the living room.’

				‘But,’ Jill’s voice rose in distress. ‘Can I put something on?’

				‘Why? I’ve got the electric fire. And you look so abso-fuckin-lutely gorgeous, sweetheart. Why spoil a lonely old dike’s bit of pleasure?’

				She grinned, her white teeth gleaming as she threw the word at Jill like a challenge, laying the situation baldly between them. Jill gave a little shiver, dropped her gaze. She felt bested somehow, both ashamed and perversely excited by her submission. She followed Jackie to the living room, noting the delineation of the calf muscles, the trimness of the bare heels. She was relieved to see that the curtains had been pulled across. The room looked cosy; there was a sense of comfort and insulation from the outside world in the pools of light and shadow cast by several lamps strategically positioned about the room, and in the cheering glow cast by the fire and the flicker of the magi-coal effect. That feeling of insulation was something she badly needed just now, Jill realised. She curled into an armchair, drawing her legs up to one side and tucking her heels into her buttocks. The slight roughness of the upholstery on her sensitive skin, the novelty of being entirely unclothed in this setting, had a startlingly rousing effect on her. She felt the pulse of that arousal beat within her, despite the discomfort. Without thinking, she picked up the small cushion and hugged it to her lap, thus hiding her lower belly and partly concealing her breasts, whose nipples had hardened, though not through cold. Jackie stared so pointedly, and with such a smile, that Jill thought she must have noticed, and blushed even more. The firelight and the flickering coal effect dappled her flesh, gave it a roseate hue.

				‘Come on, help yourself. Coffee pot’s on, I’ll pour us a cup later. Just make yourself at home, sweety.’

				The meal had been set out on the dining table, which stood in the bay of the large window. In spite of her embarrassment, Jill was able to note the impressive proportions of the room, the height of the ceiling, the ornate scrolls of the plaster cornice which crowned the walls, and the elaborate circle of the ceiling rose in its centre. The fire was set into the broad chimney-breast which stood more than six feet across in the middle of one wall, and thus created alcoves either side of it, which were lined with shelves containing an impressive array of books and a variety of ornaments. In one of the alcoves, the one furthest from the window, on a wider shelf only a couple of feet from the floor, stood a TV set and a hi-fi tower. The broad chimney breast was covered in a dark wallpaper of vertical stripes, which accentuated the height of the room. The rest of the walls were plain, the embossed pattern of the thick paper covered with a pale pastel colour, close to white but described as ‘apple green’. Surrounding the fire was a tiled fireplace and hearth, with a darkly panelled surround and high mantelshelf, in keeping with the original Victorian atmosphere still strongly stamped upon the room. However, the thickly piled plain carpet, laid wall to wall in a rich mossy green was, like the electric fire, one of a number of concessions to modernity and comfort.

				‘It’s lovely.’ Jill reluctantly unfolded herself and rose. For a second she kept the cushion clamped to her stomach, then surrendered it. She moved awkwardly, taking small steps, aware of every inch of herself, the feel of the thick carpet against her soles, the warm eddies of air over her uncovered form. ‘I’m not used to being naked,’ she confessed, her face burning, her eyes unable to meet Jackie’s steady, amused gaze. ‘Not like this.’ She gestured around her. ‘Can’t I... won’t you let me put something on? A dressing gown or something?’ She noted the amended form of her request; another example of her submission, of her recognition of Jackie’s authority over her. Why was she surrendering like this, so easily, without resistance?

				Jackie laughed. ‘Christ, if that’s all that’s worrying you... there, is that better?’ She tugged at the cord of the short robe and flung it off, tossing it carelessly onto the high-backed sofa. ‘Now you can feel good, comparing your lip-smacking loveliness with my raddled old bod. Go on, have a good laugh and get it over with.’

				But her words were far from the truth, and she knew it, Jill guessed. She couldn’t help staring at the displayed form, naked as her own now. Jackie stood legs apart, arms akimbo, offering herself. She had a splendid body, Jill acknowledged, though her figure was fuller than some might consider as fashionable. The musculature of her frame was well defined; it was clear she kept herself in shape, though the curve of her belly and the hang of her full breasts, as well as the tops of her thighs and generous buttocks, indicated that some might say she could afford to shed a pound or two. But they would be quibbling. Certainly, the ghosts of the former dwellers of this solid house would look on her as a fine example of female pulchritude.

				Her breasts hung ripely, crowned with vividly dark areola, and nipples appropriately sized, standing proudly forth from their surrounds. The pubic bush was ample too, spreading over the mound at the base of the belly, but its neat triangle and even texture of dark hair testified to the grooming it received.

				She stepped close and slipped her arm around Jill’s waist. Jill felt their hips nudge companionably together as Jackie guided her to the table. ‘Get used to it, baby. Every chance I get I’m going to have you out of your clobber. In fact, I don’t know how I’m ever going to be able to keep my hands off you.’

				Jill curled up in the chair again. She placed the cushion on her lap, this time with the excuse of using it as a resting place for her plate. She felt the conflict stirring within her. What was happening to her? How had she got here, like this? How had she become this woman’s... whatever it was? Not ‘lover’, surely? She had simply taken her, possessed her, while Jill was still in a kind of stupor after being terrified out of her wits up on that balcony. Was that why she had been taken there? Was that what Barlow had intended, to scare her so badly that she would be able to have her wicked way with her? Now she was beginning to sound like one of those wimpy heroines in the Gothic novels the original inhabitants of this building probably revelled in.

				She cleared her throat nervously. ‘Look, about today, I hardly... we don’t know each other. I mean, I’ve never, you know...’ her voice died away, she gestured at her own body then at Jackie sprawled unselfconsciously, or rather displaying herself, in the chair on the other side of the hearth. One leg was hooked over the upholstered arm, the other stretched out, the foot close to the replica fender. Thus, the area of her genitals, crowned by that luxuriant bush of dark pubic hair, was carelessly - or probably knowingly - exposed. Jill could see the dark coral colour fringing the slit of the labia, the folds gathered at the uppermost peak. It made her aware again of her own soreness, and the violent power of the orgasm this woman had caused.

				Jackie gave a deep laugh. ‘You’re telling me I’m wrong? You’re not a les at all? I didn’t rape you, sugar, believe me. Or have you forgotten how you were begging me to finish it for you? “Make it happen!” You were squealing like a little piggie and your cute little heels were drumming on my back nineteen to the dozen! If that was your first time then all I can say is you should be bloody grateful, because you were born to it. And now you know that too.’

				Jill felt she was at a crisis point. She had to put an end to this. She jumped up, placing the plate down on the fireside rug. ‘I want to leave. I want to go now. I want my things, my clothes, please.’

				‘You’re going nowhere, my girl. Sit down and stop getting your non-existent knickers in a twist.’

				Jill gave what was close to another squeal, of frustration and anger this time. ‘I’ll get them myself then. I’m leaving, right now. You’ve absolutely no right to...’ her breath caught on a sob and she strode determinedly towards the door. But she gasped and shrieked as for the second time - or was it the third? - her world turned on its head and spun madly out of kilter. She felt an arm clamp itself about her waist, another slid under her left shoulder and she was swung round and borne back to land with a breath-expelling thump onto the mercifully soft fullness of the settee. Her legs and arms waved feebly in useless defence as everything she thought she had learnt in her recent training fled her spinning mind. In a trice Jackie was on her and she was lifted and turned again, until she found herself sprawled facedown, bent across Jackie’s firm knees and thighs, which rubbed against her own belly as she struggled hopelessly, her feet beating the cushions in a rapid, fruitless tattoo. A loud crack and a simultaneous flare of burn across her bottom marked the first of a torrent of sharp, stinging blows delivered with the open palm, as Jackie spanked and Jill howled and twisted, held easily across her aggressor’s knee while her bottom grew fiery red and burned abominably, and her sobs of frustration and rage were transformed to sobs of pleading and abject apology.

				When the punishment ceased Jackie pushed her off her lap, and Jill fell to the carpet. For several seconds she squirmed inelegantly, blubbering and clawing at her hot and throbbing behind, unmindful of the spectacle she offered. Jackie’s mouth twitched in a smile of pleasure, while her vaginal passage spasmed with fiercely rekindled desire. At last Jill stood, head down, weeping softly, her hands still massaging her aching buttocks.

				‘Now, sweety,’ Jackie said, reaching out for the woebegone figure and pulling her back down onto the couch. ‘So far you’ve had at least ninety percent of the fun. I may be butch, girlie, but even I need satisfying. So here comes lesson number three in keeping the boss happy. Right?’ She pushed Jill down along the length of the settee and spread herself over her, breast to breast, belly to belly, their limbs interlocked. ‘I said, right?’ Her hands clamped like iron bands around Jill’s arms and the girl gave a soft little whimper.

				‘Yuh-yes, Ma’am,’ she stuttered, before Jackie sealed her mouth with her own.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Three

				When Jill woke for the second time in Jackie’s bed it was with the same sense of disorientation, but this time a bright sun was burning directly onto her face, and she screwed up her eyes, waiting for the room to settle into focus.

				‘Come on, sweetheart, wakey-wakey! I’ve got to be off in a minute.’

				Jill blinked at the tumbled wreck of sheet and blanket and its emptiness at her side, where Jackie’s sturdy body had lain intimately entangled with hers when she had finally fallen asleep in the early hours of the morning. Now the freshly groomed figure, neat in a dark trouser suit with dazzling white shirt, its pointed collar open at the neck to reveal the tanned throat, was beaming down at her, one hand ruffling the dark head on the pillow with vigorous affection. Jill sat up, instinctively clutching the sheet to her breast. ‘What? Oh gosh, I’ve slept... I’m sorry. Just wait, I’ll be ready in a minute or two.’

				She swung her feet from under the bedclothes to the floor, then groaned quietly, made forcibly aware of her aching muscles, the tenderness between her legs and her sore buttocks, and she winced as she stood. She felt the dull ache in her bottom as she took her first uncertain steps. She caught a glimpse of herself in the dresser mirror, the darkened blotches on each buttock, and her toes dug into the carpet in embarrassment as she replayed the vivid events of the previous night. Her neck and shoulders ached too, when she moved her head. And no wonder. She recalled with blushing clarity the sensation of being stretched out, tumbled onto the floor from her kneeling crouch on the sofa, her face driven deep into the musk of Jackie’s belly as she lapped at the wet gape of female sex in those last frenzied minutes of their lovemaking.

				Jackie had been gentleness itself afterwards, picking up the weeping figure, guiding her to the bathroom, sharing the tub where she cradled her in her arms, covering her with light kisses while she bathed her, then dried and dusted her, and sprayed her with perfume. In the bed she had once more enfolded her, and her hands stroked and teased Jill’s sore flesh with caresses that soothed even as they stirred her to new arousal. Lost and bewildered, as much at her own behaviour and acceptance of this tumultuous day and night as their wild events, she sobbed in her new lover’s arms and thrilled and surrendered to the older woman’s tender dominion over her.

				Now, on this new bright day, she was shocked anew at all that had befallen her. ‘I’ll be as quick as I can,’ she mumbled, and winced at the stab of aching muscles as she made her way to the bathroom.

				‘There’s no need to come in today,’ Jackie said blithely. ‘You take your time. Get to know the place. I’ve got to pop into the office, show my face. Then I’ll go over to your digs and pick up your things. I’ll square it with Mrs Mullins.’

				Jill stared at her in consternation, unaware of the comical element in her prim pose as she sat with knees together, feet pointed like a ballet dancer, on the pot. ‘But wait a minute,’ she blurted. ‘I can’t just move out of my new place. I’ve only just got here to Benbrough and moved in. And I like it. Please, I need time to - ’

				‘To what?’ Jackie interrupted. ‘To get to know me?’ She gave that wide, oddly intimidating grin. ‘I think you’ve done that pretty well already, don’t you, sugar? You are bloody gorgeous and I’m wetting my knicks every time I look at you. And you; well, you’re not exactly immune to me, are you? No, you’re here to stay and that’s the end of it. I don’t want to hear any more, right?’ Once more she tousled Jill’s hair, and then turned away and held up her hand. ‘I’ve got your keys out of your bag. Hope you haven’t got too much stuff stashed away at the Mullins’. I guess not. Anyway, don’t worry; I’ll make sure I’ve got everything.’

				‘But, they’ll expect me in at work,’ Jill complained, trying another tack. ‘What about DCS Sharp? I’ve only just arrived. I - ’

				‘Hey! You’re my baby, remember? You belong to me. Got it?’

				Jill stood, smarting with embarrassment and annoyance. ‘I really think I should go into work today, Ma’am. And I’d really prefer to sort out my digs myself, if you don’t mind.’ Her voice quavered and her face was red. She felt ridiculous and vulnerable as she stood unclothed before the smiling, confident figure of her boss.

				Jackie chuckled and shook her head, as though Jill had said something amusing. ‘You finished in here?’ she asked rhetorically, the subject suddenly changed. ‘Cleaned your teeth? No? Here’s a spare toothbrush.’ She took one from the wall cabinet and handed it to the speechless girl. ‘Now hurry up.’ Then she turned and left the bathroom.

				Jill stood blinking after her, her heart beating rapidly. Had she won the confrontation? Had Jackie capitulated? Jill was uncertain even of her own feelings as she hastily washed and used the toothbrush to clean her pearly-white teeth and freshen her mouth. In a sudden mood of defiance she plucked one of the large towels from the heated rail and wrapped it round herself, tucking it in at her cleavage.

				‘Can I have my clothes, please?’ She padded out into the hall, and was about to cross to the living room when Jackie’s voice called from the bedroom.

				‘In here, sweety.’

				Jackie was standing over on the other side of the bed, her back to Jill as she entered, bent over the bedside cabinet. ‘Come over here a minute, will you?’ The tone was pleasant and beckoning. Puzzled, Jill moved round the bed to her side. ‘Slip this on, babe.’

				Jill’s jaw dropped. Jackie was holding a thick leather strap, like a dog’s collar, with a large metal fastening and pointed metal studs along one side. The collar was about four centimetres wide, with a large ring for the attachment of a chain. ‘I don’t want it too tight. Don’t want to choke you, do we?’ She laughed, as pleasantly as before, but Jill was still staring dumbfounded.

				‘But, what are - ?’

				‘What have I been telling you?’ Jackie went on dismissively. ‘What’s the first thing you’ve got to learn in our job? Obedience, right? Chain of command, remember? You obey orders; you don’t stand there questioning them. And right now it’s my orders you obey. You’d better learn that fast, baby.’ Then suddenly she snapped right in Jill’s startled face. ‘Oh for fuck’s sake sit down before I tan your arse again!’

				Her hand dug into Jill’s bare shoulder and thrust her down onto the springy bed. Jill felt the rough grasp of the collar around her slim throat, even as her hands lifted defensively, but with no real conviction with which to thwart Jackie as she quickly slipped the collar through the fastener and drew it tight. ‘All right?’ her superior hissed through clenched teeth, holding it in place.

				‘It’s too tight,’ Jill complained dejectedly, her eyes filling with tears. ‘What are you doing to me? Let me go, please.’

				Jackie released the band by one notch then pressed the fastener, which clicked into place. What the bewildered Jill had taken to be a buckle turned out to be a small padlock, which could only be opened with a key. The large ring encircling the leather chafed coldly against her neck on the other side. ‘Why are you doing this to me?’ she wept pleadingly. ‘I thought... I thought you liked me.’

				‘I love you, you silly bitch!’ Jackie said so roughly that Jill jerked away from her again. ‘And you’re going to love me. But like I said, I must have your total obedience, my girl. Once we establish that everything will be hunky-dory. Let’s just say this is all part of the learning process. Now lie back on the bed.’

				Jill was shaking. All at once whatever vestige of will that was left drained away and she obeyed, lifting her legs onto the still disordered bedclothes. She began to cry as Jackie plucked away the towel from her, and then produced a sturdy chain, about four feet long. She clipped one end to the metal ring on the collar and the other to the bedrail, where she secured it with a small brass padlock. ‘There,’ she said, straightening up and looking pleased with herself. ‘You can move around the bed and reach the cabinets either side. There’s magazines and books. I’ll bring you your breakfast and a flask of coffee. Now be a good girl for me, OK? Have a nice quiet day.’ She grinned smugly. ‘You must have some sleep to catch up on. I know I’m shattered. I’ll be back for lunch. Oh, and if you want to pee, don’t. If you pee the bed I’ll be pissed off. And you know what I do when I’m pissed off, don’t you, sweety?’ She nodded eloquently towards Jill’s bruised rear.

				Jill stared up at her through tearful eyes. ‘What if something happens?’ she asked meekly. ‘What if someone comes, or there’s a fire?’

				‘Then you’ll have to turn into Houdini,’ Jackie chuckled. ‘I’ll only be gone two or three hours, hopefully.’ She glanced at her watch. ‘Although it won’t be worth me going at all if I don’t get a fucking move on.’

				‘I could scream.’ Jill’s voice trembled. ‘Somebody’s bound to hear me.’

				Jackie nodded. ‘Probably, but what’ll you tell them once they break in? Or more likely they’ll call the police.’ She chuckled again at that prospect. ‘Might even be me who comes to rescue you. That would be a turn-up for the books, eh?’

				‘Then everyone would know, about you.’

				‘And you, sweety,’ Jackie countered confidently. ‘Our kinky little games gone wrong, eh? Or do you think they’d really believe that poor little you were being held prisoner here? But give it a try if you think it’ll work.’ She bent close and Jill shrank away. Jackie sat down, leaned into her, slid a hand up one leg to the warmth between the thighs, the soft crest of hair over the folds of the sex. She stroked the dampness and felt the thighs quiver and tighten about her hand. She gave a triumphant laugh. ‘Or if you really want to.’ She leaned closer still, pursed her lips and planted a slow, possessive kiss on Jill’s upturned mouth.

				Jill heard the front door slam shut and the lock snap into place. She sniffled and wiped her wet cheeks with the corner of the sheet. She could smell Jackie’s sharp cologne, mingled with her own perfume, on the pillow. All at once she felt a great welling of helpless rage and buried her face in the sweetness, pounded the yielding mattress with clenched fists and drummed her feet into the springy yieldingness as she kicked furiously. Her buttocks rose and fell and she writhed in a frenzy of helpless rage. Wild with her frustration she flung herself up, kneeling, and tugged against the chain, throwing herself down to the bottom of the bed until it quivered tautly. Her fingers clawed uselessly against the restraint of the collar until her neck hurt, and she sobbed, muttering every obscene word she could think of.

				Eventually the rage ebbed and she flopped on her front, sobbing quietly, and then after a few more minutes her sobs died away too.

				Her head throbbing, she drifted into a hazy doze, during which her mind ranged in disjointed review of the previous night. You like all this, a voice accused in her head. You love being abused. It turns you on...

				She jerked awake, startled and afraid, as though the shocking thought had been voiced by someone else. She moved onto her back. The chain chinked softly on the bed rail, and its coldness rubbed against her throat and cheek.

				She put both hands up above her, clasped them around the chain’s unyielding links. She was a prisoner. Chained like a dog, utterly helpless until her mistress returned. She stood, her feet amongst the pillows, her knees braced against the wobble of the mattress. When she tried to straighten her legs the chain stretched taut, almost vertical, and she felt the uncomfortable tug of the collar on her neck. She tugged again at it, whimpering at her helplessness. She bent again so that the chain slackened, and stepped over its loop. She turned, almost losing her balance, so that her back was to the wall, and leaned her shoulders against the cool surface of the wallpaper. Slowly she endeavoured to stand fully upright once more, her shoulders and back rubbing against the wall, and she felt the chain tightening, felt it press coldly against a thigh, then up, passing between her legs, and she moved slightly so that it rubbed against her mound and the tender softness of her sex lips, lay hard against the length of the fleshy folds. She twisted her shoulders, seized the chain as it stretched up over her belly, and manipulated it so that it lay exactly between her breasts. Its unyielding cold steel rubbed at her breastbone in her cleavage. Its remorseless hardness was both uncomfortable and arousing. Her shoulders rubbed too, against the raised pattern of the wallpaper, irritating her skin a little. She felt the pulsing rise of her excitement, the flow of the juices stirred by this exotic, shameful stimulation. Her eyes closed, the tears formed and trickled down from beneath her lids, and her head rolled back and forth against the wall. She surrendered to the tide of masochistic thrill; her jaw hung open and she murmured over and over, ‘No... no...’ in a low moan of shameful pleasure.

				Suddenly she was jolted from her reverie, steeped in shame, and swiftly writhed around, ducking to free the chain from its berth between her sex lips. But it was too late to deny or end the process she had begun. She lay flat again, on top of the dishevelled covers, the sunlight falling in a warm sheet across her legs. She moved her hands, ran them slowly down her stretching form, over her breasts and flat belly, her thighs, the damp and now throbbing centre of her sex.

				The click of the door lock woke Jill and she struggled up groggily onto her elbows. Her dark hair was wildly mussed, hung over her eyes, and she swept it aside. She was acutely ashamed, and the blushes mounted hotly as she eased herself to a sitting position, raising and clutching her knees to her breasts. ‘Please, untie me,’ she called out. ‘I need the toilet. I’m bursting.’

				Jackie came into the bedroom and pulled out a bundle of keys from the pocket of her trousers. It was attached by a short silver chain to a belt loop. Quickly she opened the padlock securing the dog chain to the bedrail, and Jill scrambled to her feet, suffering the indignity of having to wear her collar still, and leaving the length of chain dangling from it as she ran for the bathroom.

				Gazing down at her from the open doorway, Jackie felt that heavy beat of sexual longing, and at the same time an odd sensation of frustration and an eagerness for more of that elemental, almost savage thrill of physical domination. It was a familiar feeling and an old enemy which, she was all too aware, could be dangerous and must be held in check. She reached out, all tenderness now, gathered the girl into her arms, lifting her, and rocked her like a baby, murmuring soothingly and placing a shower of light kisses on her face and tangled hair. ‘There, there, baby. There, there.’

				‘Please, Ma’am? Can I have the collar off? It’s really chafing, and my neck’s sore now.’ It was late evening. The curtains were drawn, and they were sitting in the living room, Jill at Jackie’s feet, leaning back against the older woman, who was stretched out in an armchair, occasionally fondling the dark hair for all the world, Jill thought, as though she were stroking a favoured pet. And the binding collar made the symbolism far from fanciful. The chain had gone, removed much earlier, but not the shameful band of studded leather.

				The weird detached existence had continued. Jackie had been all tenderness, they shared a bath, and then Jackie carried her through to the bedroom again and made love to her, a long and comprehensive loving that had brought her finally, sobbing with need, to a climax as consuming as any she had known, despite her weary mind and muscles.

				And in turn Jill had played the more active role in reciprocity. This time Jackie had not ended it in that savage reversal, but satisfied herself with merely gripping Jill’s working head with her tight fingers, hooking them in the dark, silky hair, and holding the frantically working mouth and tongue against her grinding belly until she came, with a cry that sounded almost as if she were in pain.

				They lay for a long while together on the bed, and Jackie subjected Jill to a gentle but insistent interrogation. Somewhat to her own surprise, Jill answered the most probing, intimate questions truthfully, painful though it was for her to do so. She confided all the details of her yearlong affair with Sharon, and what she felt was the even more shameful admission, under a little pressure, that she had never had sexual intercourse.

				‘A cock virgin?’ Jackie had chortled with evident delight, which was enhanced by the rosy hue that invaded Jill’s lovely features. What about you? Jill had wanted to fire back in her embarrassment, but she dared not do so.

				Now, after dinner and a shared bottle of wine, she found the courage to make her request to have the stigma of her subservience removed from around her neck. She could not help equating it with the shackles of slavery, which she felt was becoming far too close to the uncomfortable truth. But Jackie was not so easily appeased. ‘First I have to know if you’re a good girl, if you’re learning your lessons.’ Jill knelt in front of her, and nodded. ‘Go and bring me a hairbrush. Mine, the black one with the long handle.’

				Jill felt her stomach churn and her heart rate quicken, but she rose and went to the bedroom, returned with the implement, which she handed to Jackie.

				‘Right,’ Jackie stood up and spoke crisply, as though her orders were perfectly reasonable, ‘bend over the back of the chair. Feet together, knees straight. Lean right down and put your head on the cushion. Stretch your hands out in front.’

				For a fraction of a second Jill hesitated, so Jackie gestured with the brush. She obeyed, feeling the rasp of the braided upholstery across her stomach, its caress on her sensitive breasts and the front of her thighs. She locked her muscles, her behind hollowing as she clenched her buttocks in anticipation of the inevitable punishment to come. The fading marks of yesterday’s spanking still showed.

				The first blow was struck with a loud crack and the fiery pain exploded all over her tender bottom. She jerked upright, shrieking with agony and clawing at the glowing imprint of the brush on her punished flesh.

				‘Over you go again,’ Jackie said with exaggerated patience, and nodded towards the chair. ‘And try to keep the noise down, eh? The neighbours are usually in at this time of the evening, and we don’t want the law coming round, now do we?’

				Sobbing sorrowfully, Jill nevertheless repositioned herself over the chair, waited in dread, and jerked convulsively at the next stinging blow and its spreading fire through her blistering flesh.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Four

				The beating with the hairbrush marked a crisis point for Jill. It was the pivot on which the continuation and nature of this unique new relationship depended. For a while the significance of her compliance with it didn’t dawn on her; at least, not consciously. She was too wrapped up in the blazing, throbbing pain scorching her delicate skin, the intense agony of those blistering blows, so that the tenderest touches of the cold wet cloth, which Jackie immediately applied to the enflamed flesh, the softest contact of her lips on the swollen ridges which she lovingly bestowed, were part of that pain.

				Only later did Jill acknowledge the importance of that first real instant of submission, when capering in what might be seen as ludicrous comedy after that first blow, clutching at her burning bum she danced about, mouth gaping in childishly incredulous shock, she had nevertheless instinctively obeyed the smiling command to bend over and prostrated herself over the back of the chair once again, like a female Isaac at his father’s altar.

				This later contemplation carried its own, different pain. So much so that she continued afterwards to try to cling to excuses, to avoid the shocking truth. She had been too afraid of what further excesses might have been inflicted on her, she told herself. And there was an element of truth in that, of course. But it was the other strand in Jill’s personality, as strong if not stronger than the fear; something deeper, hidden until now in the recesses of her nature. It had surfaced only in her most private thoughts, through childhood and growing up; figured only in her most personal and intimate fantasies, the vivid images flickering through her mind, of violation bestowed upon her ever passive, ever willing body.

				She was an accomplice in her own downfall. She let herself be lost in the tenderness which followed. The marks of the brush stood out in dark brands, their edges hard, raised lumps, and after bathing them Jackie smeared them with cold cream until Jill’s buttocks shone in the lamplight. She laid another damp cool cloth over them, and helped Jill to lie as comfortably as possible on her front, with her right leg draped over Jackie’s body nestling comfortingly at her side. ‘You’re my own good girl,’ Jackie whispered, her lips nuzzling at Jill’s temple. ‘Aren’t you, sweety?’

				And she was. It was too mind-blowing to dwell on. In less than three days she had been transformed from an incisive, independent, go-ahead young woman embarking on a new career, to a helpless creature, a sexual plaything, totally subservient to the sadistic figure who possessed her.

				Next morning, when she awoke after a restless night of stinging torment and teasing gratification, from searching lips and skilful fingers, she felt the difference in this attachment and her own complicit part in it. She endured the throbbing ache, the discomfort, and stared at the darkening, livid marks across her buttocks, while Jackie once more tended her after their shared bath.

				‘Be easier to keep you on your feet as long as possible today, sugar,’ Jackie said as both of them stood naked in the sun-bright kitchen, powdered and perfumed and made-up. ‘Now let’s go and see what you can wear.’

				Jill felt her heart rate quicken with nervousness. ‘Am I coming into work with you?’

				Jackie grinned. ‘Of course you are. I can’t keep you chained up in here forever, much as I’d love to.’

				Jill felt the deep blush rising from her throat. She lowered her eyes, felt too the shiver of pleasure at the tactile contact and her meek response. ‘Yes, Ma’am.’

				‘Just wait a sec till I get dressed.’

				Jill obeyed, and watched while Jackie quickly hauled on a pair of Sloggi briefs, with a broad elasticated waistband. She smoothed them into her crotch and flanks and they clung like a second skin. Their colour too was skin-tone, but the material was opaque enough to hide the dark triangle of pubis, and to mask the darkness of her buttock cleft. She wore a bra of a generous depth, like a sports bra, with straps of half an inch in width. The white cups were seamless, but held her breasts proudly.

				‘I don’t want those leching bastards copping even a glimpse of my underwear, even under my clothes.’ She need have no worries on that score, Jill thought, staring at the trim figure when she had completed her dressing in white shirt, fitted with a checked silk cravat at the neck, and a dark power suit. The cuffs of the narrow, knife-creased trousers slipped snugly over the tops of the ankle boots of rich, soft, highly burnished brown leather.

				All the while Jill stood there passively, like a tailor’s dummy in a department store, waiting to be dressed. ‘OK, babe, let’s get you sorted. We need to be careful with that poor little arse of yours. I must say I love your frillies. They’re gorgeous. Here, these’ll do for a start.’

				‘Oh but,’ Jill let out a soft gasp of protest, and then her voice faltered as she stumbled on, ‘I don’t usually wear those in the daytime. Somehow they don’t seem appropriate for when I’m on duty.’ She stared in mute distress at the tiny scrap of material Jackie was holding out. It was a thong, and when she reluctantly took it from Jackie and slipped it on the two straps hugged her hips, and where they met the thin band emerging from the cleft of Jill’s bottom all three were joined by a small silver metal clasp in the shape of a tiny butterfly, which fitted snugly just above her coccyx.

				‘Very cute,’ Jackie purred, giving it a little flip with a fingertip. Then she rummaged in another drawer. ‘Now then, stockings.’ Her smile broadening, she turned and thrust into Jill’s hand an even less substantial tangle of black straps; a suspender belt of the narrowest elastic and silk ribbons, with the little metal clips with which to fasten the stockings which Jackie now produced from the bundled mass in the drawer.

				Jill’s face was an eloquent picture of her discomfort. She wanted to protest, but already she knew better than to try. Instead she fitted the thin belt around her waist, drew the gauzy dark stockings over first one foot then the other, to roll them up over her knees and fit them snugly to her thighs before clipping on the suspenders. It felt strange, and somehow shockingly provocative. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror on the inside of the wardrobe door, and was startled at the blatant sexuality of her reflection; the crisscross of narrow black webbing against her pale skin, and the dark nylon encasing her legs up to mid-thigh, the provocative breasts highlighting the nakedness of her body from the top of that saucy satin triangle at her belly.

				‘A bra?’ she said inadequately, as Jackie rooted among her undies once more and brought out a wisp of a black camisole.

				‘This’ll go fine with that little ensemble.’ It was of gauzy, almost transparent satin, with a deep edging of black lace at the bust and the hem, which hung just above the navel. It clung coolly to the breasts, whose small nipples nudged at the silk.

				Jill had rarely gone without a bra in public. ‘I look like a tart!’ she said involuntarily, staring at her scantily-clad reflection.

				‘My tart,’ Jackie corrected. ‘And you don’t. You just look sexy. And nobody’s going to see, only me. Don’t worry; you’ll look like Little Miss Fauntleroy on the surface.’

				It was only a slight exaggeration, for Jackie chose a demure white, square-neck top, under a short-sleeved linen jacket of deep brown, with a matching flared skirt of a respectable knee length. The elegant, dark, four-inch heels completed the outfit.

				If Jill had been nervous at her first entrance to Benbrough Div HQ, her second was ten times worse. She felt as though every pair of the many eyes encountering her could see straight through the pretty girl garb to the delicate frippery beneath, and the Technicolor bruises adorning her behind. She felt as though she were still chained to the briskly confident DI Barlow striding a pace ahead of her through the double doors, and even if the chain were invisible her enslavement to the ‘boss’ must be apparent. She did little to attempt to refute or disguise it, blushed like a schoolgirl at every reintroduction and was lost, like a Christian thrown to the lions, when Jackie left her to the mercy of the crowded outer office, with the adjunct, ‘Make yourself at home, sweety. Get to know the dregs you’ll be working with. Somebody might let you share a desk with them if you’re real nice. And being nice to this lot means going all the way and back again!’ There was a chorus of ribald laughter as Jackie headed for the seclusion of her own office.

				‘Don’t take any notice of the boss; it’s not true. You don’t have to go back again; all the way will do!’

				She had tried to imagine what it would be like working here. She was gripped with anxiety, of course, but she had also been optimistic that she would be able to use her feminine charm, and if necessary, her sharp wit, as she had done plenty of times in the past with importunate males at university. But Benbrough CID room was a very different kettle of raw fish. Besides, she was not even the same girl who had striven to breeze through those doors three days and a whole lifetime ago. That wide-eyed little pretender had gone, been blown wide away, and she had the scars to prove it, throbbing under the neat summer suit. She felt more like a helpless child surrounded in a hostile playground by its bullying peers. It was almost as bad as those terrifying minutes when those harpies had borne her aloft and held her over the balcony railing. And to her further dismay she discovered that the incident, or some version of it, appeared to have been noised abroad, despite Jackie’s assurance that it remained a secret.

				‘I hear you had a run-in with some of the bitches up at Westlands. That right? Sorted them out good and proper, did you? Good on you!’

				Jill stood hopelessly at bay, her cheeks as hot and scarlet as those other cheeks hidden beneath her skirt. The leader of her tormentors was DC Tom Harris, a would-be Lothario with a head of yellow fuzz as short as the baize on a billiard table, a thin, pale moustache and silly little vertical trickle of hair from the centre of his full lower lip to the cleft of his chin. He had introduced himself with an absurd leer and suggestive wiggle of his all but invisible eyebrows. ‘Thomas Harris. But known universally as Chopper!’

				There was a burst of bass macho laughter, while Jill blinked in mortified acknowledgement.

				‘And not after the bike, either!’ another voice called, to even louder amusement.

				After what then? she should have fired back acerbically, but she stayed mute, at bay, her toes curling in the smart shoes, while someone burbled on about some ancient footballer from the days when even her father was a school boy.

				Her unlikely rescuer was the very pretty, yellow-haired girl she had nodded to on her first appearance three days before, who manned the desk in Chief Superintendent Sharp’s outer office. ‘Hello again. I’m Sandra Roberts. Ms Sharpe’s asked me to give you the tour - take you round and meet everyone. Uniformed branch and so on. She’ll be having a chat with you later on, when you’ve had time to settle in. She’s busy with your boss at the moment, so we’ve got all the time in the world.’

				She was a breath of very fresh, dainty, feminine air in the heavy breathing masculine atmosphere which had hemmed Jill in so powerfully, and she was profoundly grateful as she followed the trim figure away from the lip-smacking, hot-eyed stares. It made her all the more appreciative of her saviour’s delightful appearance. She was wearing a light summer dress, sleeveless and moulded to her graceful bosom and slender waist before widening to a full skirt of a modest length identical to Jill’s. Her legs were bare, increasing the effect of an attractive pale honey tan which complemented the pale oatmeal colour of the dress. The magenta shade of the toenails was on display in the open, heeled sandals.

				‘Thanks,’ Jill gushed impetuously. ‘For rescuing me from that lot. I’ll have to get used to it, I suppose.’

				Sandra turned to her and tilted her fair head towards her in a touchingly friendly little gesture. She gave a breathy little laugh. ‘Oh, I’m sure you will. I’ve been here over a year now and they never give up. Especially that Harris. Chopper!’ She emphasised the word eloquently with a roll of her pencilled brows, and gave a girlishly smutty chortle that made Jill recall the countless similar shared confidences and innuendos she had known with Sharon. Though completely different in appearance from Sharon’s dark, volatile beauty, Sandra Roberts’ petite feminism reminded Jill so powerfully of her former lover that she felt an immediate empathy with her.

				She was glad to be distracted by the comprehensive tour of the three-storey building, and the scores of new faces she met. ‘Fancy having to work permanently with that lot,’ a chunky girl with a broad Yorkshire accent declared, nodding in the general direction of CID. ‘Last bastion of sexism, that lot are. Fuckin’ tosspots!’

				Jill was grateful for the sentiment, and hoped the forthright speaker had not noticed her instinctive, fastidious flinch at the expletive she could never quite relate to, even in this age of equality.

				She and Sandra spent a long, leisurely break in the main canteen, bonded in exclusive femininity around one of the plastic topped tables, and at the end of it Jill felt a lot better, though she was glad to stand after half kneeling on the metal chair, and squirming to avoid her sore bottom coming into contact with its hard surface.

				After a visit to the front desk and general office where a surprisingly large number of civilian workers, the majority female, were manning work stations and phone lines, and a look at the row of cells and interview rooms, they headed back at last to the CID rooms.

				‘After all that coffee I’ll have to go to the loo again,’ Jill said. ‘Where are ours?’

				‘I’ll show you. I’m lucky,’ Sandra confided. ‘Ms Sharp lets me use hers. She’s got a private loo and shower off her office. But there’s a small Ladies just on the left here, just this side of the swing doors. It’s for anybody really, but not many get down this end. But if you want a shower you have to use the main women’s locker room back there.’ She nodded in the direction they had come from. She steered Jill towards a door marked Ladies. ‘Here we are.’

				There was only one cubicle and one washbasin, with a small mirror above it. Sandra gestured towards the lavatory and smiled. ‘Go ahead, you first. I’m not so desperate.’ Jill swung the metal door closed, but didn’t slide the bolt across.

				‘Hey, is it true what they’re saying about Westlands?’ Sandra asked through the door. ‘That one of those girl gangs had a go at you?’

				‘Yes,’ Jill answered tersely.

				The voice came again, still a little diffident. ‘Did they really hang you upside down over the balcony?’

				Jill stood, carefully drew the thong back into place, and adjusted the suspenders, which had twisted a little out of line. ‘Yes. I suppose everyone thinks it’s hilarious. Certainly those pigs back in CID were sniggering over it.’ Her voice quavered a little. She turned and thrust the handle down to flush with an extra degree of force. She shook out her skirt and pulled open the door. She made her way to the basin, washed her hands then dried them on a paper towel, and delved for her make-up in her shoulder bag. Meanwhile, Sandra had taken her place and was relieving herself. When she came out Jill was still working with her lip pencil, and she moved aside to let Sandra at the basin.

				‘Listen,’ the blonde girl said, brushing against Jill. ‘I’m not laughing. It must have been absolutely terrifying. I think I’d have died on the spot.’

				Jill pulled a face that was meant to indicate humorous regret, but was nearer to tragedy. ‘I really thought I was going to. I literally have never been so frightened in my life.’

				‘Oh, you poor thing.’ Her hands came up, rested on Jill’s shoulders, and stayed there, her bare arms bent. They stood only inches away, and suddenly their eyes seemed to lock. Jill stared at the candid blue gaze, brimming with sympathy and compassion... and something else, which Jill’s dizzy mind could almost but not quite grasp. She found herself staring at the glossy lips, which were very slightly parted, showing neat white teeth and which, she discovered startlingly, looked extremely desirable. She could feel the hands on her shoulders, the fingers digging in slightly, increasing their pressure, not letting her go. The lips were moving. Jill’s heart was hammering now, the feeling of giddy breathlessness increased. She had to concentrate hard to understand what Sandra was saying.

				‘You’re with DI Barlow now? Is it... is she all right? Is she good to you?’

				Jill could only stare. She could sense herself trembling under Sandra’s touch, feel the hot shame flowing up her throat to her face. She knows! She knows about us! The words drummed in her brain, yet she could not move, could not even look away from those huge blue eyes, alight now with tenderness, luminous with it.

				‘I know about it, about her.’

				The words were so close to those echoing in Jill’s head that she thought for an instant she must have imagined them, put them into that lovely mouth only inches away from hers. It moved closer; the fingers hooked on her shoulders drew her in, until their breasts were touching.

				‘Are you happy with it? With her?’

				Jill thought about her sore bottom, the tenderness of her vagina, the bruises of love dotted about her flesh; the chafing of the dog collar, the hours of solitude chained in the silent flat. Her own brown eyes filled with tears but she said nothing, only nodded.

				‘You’re very beautiful,’ Sandra whispered. ‘I want us to be friends. I want us to be good friends.’ The mouth was nearer, its warm breath fanned softly over her face, then the lips touched, settled over hers, and they kissed, their heads turning slightly, accommodating, their noses brushing, their teeth gently nudging, tongues caressing, flickering in and over and under, and the kiss grew harder, they strained to make contact.

				Then the main door suddenly opened and they sprang apart, gasping, crimson-faced, dishevelled, ablaze with guilt, shoulders touching in front of the basin. It was the chunky Yorkshire girl. Jill felt crucified on a burning cross of shame, but the WPC gave a throaty little chuckle and went past them into the cubicle.

				‘So this is where you’re hiding out!’ she called through the half closed door, out of their line of vision, and Jill and Sandra stared at one another in subsiding fright and relief. ‘I’ve just been over to you lot. Your boss is looking for you, Jill. You’d best get back there quick. Something’s come up. She wants you right away.’

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Five

				To Jill, Jackie Barlow’s hold over her seemed to extend far beyond the mere sexual or physical. In no time at all the older woman appeared to have seen deeper into her personality than even Jill herself had been willing to look. Jill’s mind was still reeling from the bizarre episode which had just taken place in the toilet with the pretty girl at her side. She felt that all that uncertainty and guilt must be written as plainly on her features as the red which coloured her cheeks when DI Barlow said, ‘Where the hell have you two been hiding?’ But her next words, delivered at the same hurried speed, showed that she had other more urgent things to distract her. ‘Come on, sweety, you can start learning your job. Come with me.’

				In the car Jackie glanced across at her and gave that shark-like grin, which Jill found so disturbing. ‘Pretty little thing, isn’t she, our Sandra? Or rather, I should say, Moira’s Sandra. Nobody else gets a look in there. Not even her husband.’

				Jill had not failed to notice the double rings on Sandra’s left hand and alarm bells rang once more in her brain, but Jackie made no further reference to her. Instead, her left hand dropped from the wheel and clutched Jill’s thigh, just above the nylon clad knee. It slid quickly over the smoothness, clamped possessively over the fuller thigh before retreating back to the steering wheel again.

				‘You can study the file when we get back to the office,’ she went on, back to business, ‘but we might have the beginnings of a juicy little case here.’

				She turned left, off the busy main road leading to the city centre, into a shabby area of narrow streets all intersecting at right angles. Originally the estate had been built before the First World War to supply accommodation for the artisans and other skilled workmen, as well as clerical types, who came to the growing town in numbers as its industry flourished. It had come down a little in the world since then. Most of the terraced houses, with doors opening off the pavement, or with postage stamp bits of gardens fronting them, were now rented, comparatively cheaply by today’s standards, many to students or young couples too hard-up to get a foot on even the first rung of ownership.

				‘Not usually too much bother round here,’ Jackie told her. ‘Far worse out at the flats, as you well know,’ she added with a chuckle which made Jill’s cheeks blush once more. ‘But this might be interesting. Gresham Street, we want. Down here I think. Ah, yes, here we are.’

				Humble or not, the street was lined both sides with considerable numbers of vehicles, so that there was room for only one car at a time to travel down its centre. Jackie managed to find a space at the kerb to park in, which she did with practised ease in spite of its tightness. They unclipped their seatbelts, but Jackie made no effort to get out of the car. ‘There’s more than one of these places that set up as what the magistrates like to refer to as “a house of ill repute”. We don’t bother them till things get a bit blatant. Usually because of the druggies - young kids flogging themselves for money to buy their fix. Then you get the kerbside crawlers, and the pimps, and the OAPs who’ve lived here since Magna Carta get all het up. “Streets aren’t safe to be on no more”, you know the kind of thing. We step in and clear them out, things quieten down. Something like that’s happening here, but not too bad yet. Just one or two complaints so far. We’d wait a hell of a lot longer normally, but there’s something else going on. Just about this whole street’s owned by a certain Mr Jack Palmer. Now he does interest us. And not only us. He’s quite a big fish for our little pond and into more rackets than you’ve got frilly knickers. We want to know more about him, so we’re taking our chance.’ Jackie took a small ring-binder notebook from her jacket inside pocket and flipped it open. ‘Mr and Mrs Edwards. Number seventeen. Senior citizens, salt of the earth. Outraged when their granddaughter, who visits them regularly, was stopped outside and asked by some tool in a car how much for a hand-job. At least they were when the girl explained what the bastard meant. Apparently there’s a lot of it going on round here these days, and if Jack Palmer’s mixed up in any of it we want to know. So come on, watch and learn, sweety.’

				Jill tried to do just that. She was a trifle over-zealous and jotted down practically every word the indignant, elderly Edwards spoke, while she sat perched on the edge of their lumpy sofa and strained to hear them over the Australian twang of a lunchtime soap on the TV.

				‘Don’t mention our little visit to anyone, will you?’ Jackie told them. Cleverly she made them feel part of an undercover investigation. ‘We’ll be making a few more discreet enquiries. We’ll keep in touch.’ She tapped the side of her nose significantly.

				Back in the car she chuckled. ‘Right little Dalziel and Pascoe, aren’t they? Just like me and you!’ She leaned close. Jill felt the hand slide up her skirt again, but this time it went farther and stayed longer. The fingers toyed with the ribbon of suspender, and the cool skin against which she snapped it playfully, before moving on to ferret in the tiny silk triangle of the thong, and the fleshy fold which lay beneath. Jill sighed softly and banged her knee sharply against the dashboard as her limbs jerked in response. She was nibbling her bottom lip, disturbed in several ways, not least by the contrast between the balmy normality of the scene outside and the hidden caresses stirring her more and more.

				It seemed a long while before Jackie reluctantly withdrew her hand. ‘You stay in the car, sweety. I’ve an idea you’ll be more use if we keep you out of sight for the moment. No one knows you around here, not even the old lags. You might just turn out to be our ace in the hole - if you’ll pardon the expression. You just sit and amuse yourself while I make a few more enquiries.’ She blew a suggestive kiss at Jill before she eased herself out of the car onto the sunny pavement.

				Nearly two hot hours later they were sitting in a quiet corner of the lounge of the Woodsman, a roadhouse on the edge of town. ‘There, feel better now? How’s your arse?’

				‘Sore,’ Jill muttered, reddening, both at the question and the approach of the waiter with their drinks.

				‘Everything to your satisfaction, ladies?’ He leered, with what he imagined was a suggestive, cheeky smile. ‘Anything else I can get for you?’

				Jackie beamed her shark’s grin at him. ‘Nothing you can do for me, son. What about you, sweety?’ She transferred her amused gaze to the uncomfortable figure opposite. ‘Has he got anything you need?’ Jill shook her head, stared down at her lap as she felt the tide of red rising. Jackie turned back to the waiter. ‘In that case don’t call us, we’ll call you.’ He kept his smile pasted to his features as he hastily retreated to the safety of the bar.

				‘Why do you enjoy embarrassing me like that?’ Jill asked.

				‘Because I can,’ came the confident reply.

				The tears sparkled in the brown eyes, hovered on the long curl of lashes. Jill stared at her boss mutely, shaken by the arrogant self-assurance with which the reply had been made, and by her own private admission that it was so.

				‘I can do whatever I want with you,’ Jackie went on. ‘You’re my toy-girl, my chick. And we both know it, don’t we? Don’t we?’ she hissed with a sudden force that made Jill flinch back visibly, in spite of the low table between them.

				‘Yes, Ma’am.’ The whisper was faint, and Jill leaned back, closing her eyes to prevent the tears from spilling over. As she answered she felt a consuming thrill, as though Jackie had caressed her intimately again. She felt drained of strength by the magnetic power of the figure opposite her.

				‘That’s my good girl,’ Jackie said. ‘Don’t you ever forget that, and we’ll be just fine. But just put all that on hold for a while till I get you home. I’m going to use you for that business in Gresham Street, and it could be quite a big deal. I spoke to a few people this afternoon. I want to get you in under cover. It’s a great way for you to start, and we could pull off something really big here.’ She nodded towards Jill’s crossed thighs and the hands folded demurely on her lap. ‘And a damned sight bigger than those naughty little knicks of yours, you sexy thing...’

				Two days later Jackie and Jill were both closeted in DCS Sharp’s office. The Do not Disturb sign flashed red, and Sandra’s newly-styled blonde head was at its station at the desk outside, with strict instructions to divert all calls unless they came from Assistant Chief Constable O’Keefe, or above.

				Chopper Harris was merely voicing the grievance felt by all his male colleagues as he lounged, crossed ankles on desk, in the CID room. ‘Bloody disgusting, I reckon. Trust us to be lumbered with the only lezzy mafia in the sodding country! It was bad enough in the old days, with the dodgy handshakes and left tit hanging out, but at least you had a chance to get in on the act. Now we’ve no chance. Butch Barlow there leaps on that kid soon as she steps off the train, drags her off to her steaming pit and keeps her there for non-stop dildo drill all week. Next thing you know, Juicy Jill is put up for covert operations and in there with Razor Sharp and the bigwigs - probably her and Jackie take turns boffing her.’

				‘Yeah, they probably do harry-swappers with young Jill and the blonde bombshell, Swinging San!’

				Chopper graciously acknowledged the interruption before proceeding with his diatribe, which was again interrupted by the arrival of WPC Andrea Wise, the chunky little Yorkshire lass who had in turn unsuspectingly interrupted the impromptu kiss of Jill and Sandra a few days previously. She had just delivered a hefty confidential file to the lovely Sandra. She had intended to hand it as instructed to DCS Sharp personally, but the red light and Sandra’s determination had caused her to change her mind. Mission more or less accomplished, she had taken advantage of it to slip into CID, always a welcome diversion as far as she was concerned, though today she noted their disgruntled mood.

				‘Here’s another one,’ Chopper grumbled. ‘Morning, Ma’am. Better get used to it; you’ll probably be running the plods over there in a year or two.’

				‘What’s up with you lot?’ Andrea goaded. ‘Boss been giving you naughty boys a hard time, has she?’ She told them she had just been delivering an important file for the Super’s attention. ‘They’re all at it now in there. Sandra wouldn’t let me go in.’

				‘You’re lucky they didn’t jump you for a gangbang! You’ll have to get some practice in at the old pussy dipping if you want to get on in this nick, Andy. At least you’ve got the right equipment for it. We don’t stand a chance.’

				Her dark eyebrows rose in eloquent contempt. ‘You don’t anyway, losers.’ She grinned at the shower of abuse directed at her. ‘You’re just jealous because a slip of a lass is showing you lot how to do it!’

				‘It’s who’s showing her that pisses us off!’ Chopper declared sulkily. ‘The kid’s never had her pretty arse on a chair in here for five minutes yet. We’ve never seen her.’

				‘No,’ one of his colleagues offered, ‘that’s because her arse has been otherwise engaged, bouncing about on Barlow’s bed.’

				‘You’re just jealous because it hasn’t been bouncing on yours,’ Andrea laughed.

				‘No chance.’ Chopper nodded towards the superintendent’s office. ‘There’s more dikes round here than there is in Holland. I tell you, you’re a damn sight safer out here with us than in with that lot!’

				‘Oh well then, that’s no good to me. I’ll piss off back to my own side.’ She gave a toss of her black curly head and flounced out.

				In Moira Sharp’s office the long discussion was drawing to a close. Jill had contributed virtually nothing, just sat and listened, her stomach churning unpleasantly with both anxiety and a certain excitement at what lay ahead. A new identity had been created for her. She was Jill Crystal, a college drop-out with brains, beauty, and the desire to make some fast and not necessarily lawful loot. ‘Always keep your first name if you can,’ her superior advised. ‘Makes it that bit less likely that you’ll slip up.’

				Jill’s immediate target was to be a young woman, approximately her own age but, Jill guessed, of infinitely wider experience, known as Liz Grant. Liz was well educated; ex-university, it was claimed, and of striking good looks. She was five foot nine and had a mane of rich auburn hair. She was a girl of imposing personality too, it seemed. She had rented a house at the end of Gresham Street a few months ago, and seemed to be working independently. The popular rumour was that she needed to earn enough to resume her college career, though another rumour suggested she had already more than achieved such a target. She had avoided attracting attention at first, and was not seen around the street when she was not working. She was on her own, no partner or pimp, but the word had spread that she was ‘well in’ with Jack Palmer himself, and that she might well be one of his girls - and he had a large and exotic stable from which to choose, for both sexual favours and those of a different commercial kind.

				‘We just want you to get in with her,’ DCS Sharp explained. ‘Get her to trust you. Spin her your yarn about needing some quick cash. And how far you’re ready to go - and not go - to make it. We’ve got to compile a portfolio. Sex pics. Porno stuff. Nothing too gross, but it’s got to catch her interest - and Mr Palmer’s, we hope. Tell her you don’t do turns for strangers. But you do have a few specials - blokes you do favours for. You’ve got to persuade her to let you use her gaffe for a few spring bouncers. And offer her a tidy cut.’

				‘Before you get your knicks knotted,’ Jackie put in quickly, ‘we’ll supply your customers for the specials. They’ll be our blokes, not from our poxy nick though, someone from outside who won’t make a cock-up - or get one up!’ She grinned lewdly. ‘You’ll have to make a bit of a show, though. Bit of necking on the stairs, a few groans and yells - coming round the mountain etcetera. Springs bouncing, banging on the walls, stuff like that.’

				The portfolio was the first major problem. Insurmountable, Jill would have thought, and so it would have been for the old Jill, before she had assumed her role of Trilby to Jackie’s Svengali. But a few evenings later she found herself sitting at her superior’s side in the Micra as they drove through the sultry weather twenty miles out from the city to a tastefully converted farmhouse on the edge of a pretty village. Its dwellers were largely commuters along the route Jackie and Jill had just travelled. Behind the ex-farmhouse were some low outbuildings, former barns and sheds, also tastefully converted, one of which served as an up to date studio. The owner or operator of this thriving business was a thin, clean-cut youth who, in his expensive jeans and fashionable top looked as though he was not yet out of his teens. His partner was equally youthful, but her sharp and dramatically made-up features, and spiked and luridly streaked hairstyle, gave her a worldliness that belied her tender years.

				‘This is Leo,’ Jackie informed Jill, as the young man came forward to greet them. ‘Old mate of mine, eh, Leo?’ Jackie laughed, held out her hand. Jill recognised the flash of wariness and the hint of fear which showed for an instant beneath his beaming smile of welcome.

				‘Sure thing,’ he said uncertainly, before turning his attention to the younger policewoman. ‘You must be Jill, yeah? And very nice, too... very nice. And this is my buddy, Donna.’ Despite the heavy, almost camp sensuality, the accent was cultured. Unlike the girl who moved beside him. She gave off an aura like her spiky hairdo, and her speech was rough, the challenge evident in her aggressive Essex tones.

				‘Everything’s ready,’ Leo said. ‘Would you care for a drink or two first? You know, to loosen the old libido a little.’ His laugh was a little too gushing, and Jill found herself wondering again what the nature of the hold was that Jackie had over him.

				‘I reckon we’re loose enough, eh?’ Jackie laughed in return, and slipped her arm blatantly around the blushing Jill’s waist, to give a tight, possessive squeeze. ‘Let’s get straight down to it. You know the sort of thing we’re after, don’t you.’

				Five minutes later Jill was sequestered in a small, partitioned-off portion of the studio with the spiky Donna, while Jackie and Leo were busy in the main working area. ‘OK, get your kit off, darlin’.’ The heavily mascara-ed eyes widened at Jill’s hesitation. ‘Come on, doll, we don’t stand on ceremony here. You ain’t got nothing I haven’t seen before. Unless you want your mamma out there to do it for you, yeah?’

				It didn’t take Jill more than a few seconds to strip down to her champagne satin bikini briefs. ‘Them an’ all,’ Donna ordered, and stared at Jill with even greater impatience. ‘You do know what you’re here for?’ she asked sarcastically, and Jill hastily pushed down the briefs and stepped out of them.

				‘Let’s have a look.’ Donna inspected Jill’s body frankly, and caught hold of her arm to turn her for a back view.

				By the time the next two hours had passed Jill had been prodded and posed, and had displayed more parts of her bared and most intimate anatomy than she would have believed possible to the first masculine figure before whom she had appeared naked since early childhood. Ironically, for almost the whole of the prolonged session, which went on until after eleven, she was not technically nude. For the vast majority of both the still shots and videotape, she was wearing some scrap of lace or silk or leather somewhere about her person. ‘Nudity’s old hat, Jill,’ the imperturbable Leo told her, as he lifted her haunches and carefully parted her inner thighs a critical inch or two further, while she crouched on a mock regency chaise longue with her bottom raised in the air. It was at the beginning of the session. She had stood like an awkward clotheshorse as the spiky girl and Leo fastened her into a bustier, made chiefly of tulle and stretch elastic, with black lace frills across the top and hem. Her breasts were minimally covered, but were visible through the dark net; Donna had carefully painted the nipples and small areolae with a fine lip brush, to bring them up in a vivid magenta. The cups of the strapless little garment were under-wired to help make the most of Jill’s breasts, causing their pale smoothness to spill pertly from the black lace. It reached down to just above the indented navel and curved away behind to rest high on the back. The black satin suspender ribbons were longer than the bustier itself, and ran fetchingly down the length of Jill’s upper thighs to hold the dark, finely meshed stockings.

				For the first series of shots she also wore a black thong, edged with delicate crimson embroidery. Though just snugly fitting the triangle of her mons Jill found it comforting in the extreme, a comfort she was forced to dispense with all too soon as Donna’s painted fingernails peeled it efficiently clear of Jill’s curl-topped mound. Strangely, it was not so much being so flagrantly exposed in front of Leo, to say nothing of his partner - in spite of the appalling intimacy of their touches as they posed her - that caused her excruciating embarrassment, but the fact that it was all done under the eagle-eyed stare of Jackie.

				It was also, even more shamefully, deeply arousing, as she discovered when finally, dressed once more and still uncomfortable under the layers of make-up and the hours spent under the brilliant heat of the lamps, she slumped wearily beside Jackie on the long drive through the summer dark back to the sanctuary of the flat.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Six

				‘Be silent, slave, you disturb me!’ Sandra wriggled until she could feel the little cartilaginous projection of the nose wedged more firmly against the uppermost peaks of her vulva. She was close to coming, and she gnawed at her lip to suppress the sounds she could feel bubbling up, ready to erupt from her throat in the hoarse cries that would herald the crisis. She stared down at the shining, oyster-grey folds of satin spread generously about her. They concealed everything in their rippling flow: the length of her sprawling thighs and jutting, folded knees; even the feet tucked in close behind, beside the squirming, trapped body pinned under her, and the frantic face under her belly. She felt, as part of the beating excitement, its movement as the mouth slobbered and gasped against the smothering flesh bearing cruelly down on it.

				‘Puh-please! Princess! I can’t - ’

				She thrust harder still, the muscles of her belly expanding, and gasped with pain herself at the pressure of her pubic bone against the captive hardness she straddled. She was on the edge, the lip of the waterfall. That was how she vividly saw the orgasm produced by this fierce stimulation: a flash from The Mission, the endless, steady roar of the white cataract, the crucified figure bound to the cross, terrible in its beauty as it poised on the very edge, then took the endless dive down, down, to the accompaniment of Morione’s heart-wrenching score...

				Sandra stared at the ripples of the satin pool all around her, hiding all the ugliness and leaving only the unbearable joy. Even her breasts were half hidden, the delicate bands of lace crossing the upper slopes, the nipples erect points of desire through the soft silk. No, don’t come! The voice cried in her head, then the cry echoed, rang in her ears as she screamed. Too late! She plunged, dived, fell into the consuming bliss, into the satin pool, onto the pillow, tears streaming down her cheeks and hardly conscious of the gurgled moans and the sweat-soaked features of her trapped husband under her relaxing thighs.

				She gave no sign of awareness as Derek Roberts rolled gratefully from under the wet silk and scurried at a crouch around the bed and made for the bathroom across the landing. At the basin he sluiced off the combined sweat and saliva and sex juices, which had sealed his face beneath the crushing flesh. As he straightened he stared down at his elongated penis, limp again but agleam with the clear fluid which had oozed bountifully during the long minutes of sexual activity.

				It was one of the most powerful fantasies, as rousing for him as it was for Sandra: she as Princess Cleo, he her devoted slave. And it wasn’t over yet, he hoped, though there would be a lengthy interval now, for his wife to recover. She might even doze awhile before the final stage of their invention. He didn’t mind. He was prepared to wait any length of time; in fact, the longer the wait the more torturously thrilling his excitement. He would lie naked, quivering with anticipation, at his sleeping mistress’s side. Quickly he washed his slippery penis, gasping at the chill of the cold water, then dried and powdered his genitals before padding back to the bedroom.

				She had moved enough to restore her decency. The lace edged hem of the exquisite full-length nightdress had been slipped down to cover her limbs, so that only her ankles and feet showed beneath the pale grey sheath. She was sleeping on her front, her head turned to the side so he could observe the pink rounds of the heels, the narrow soles and toe pads sweetly aligned. The fine cloth was moulded to the shape of her limbs, delineating the division of her legs, the slight curve and cleft of her buttocks, and he felt the beat of response to her beauty pass through his unclothed body.

				Carefully he eased himself into the space at her side, striving not to disturb her. Her face was turned away from him and he breathed in the perfume of her golden hair, his nose almost touching the fine strands. Every nerve-end was tingling with desire. He had to fight against his urge to roll onto his side and press his loins into her silk caressed body, feel the satin touch against his throbbing prick. One of his deepest pleasures was to wake in the early dawn, when Sandra was still sleeping, with her back towards him, her nightgown caught up about her waist or hips. She never slept naked, even if they indulged in sexual play before sleeping, she would pull on her nightie before settling down for the night. He would fit himself around her curving back and very gently rub his prick against her, nestling it into the groove of her bottom as his column grew longer, swelling with arousal. He never got a full hard-on, he just loved the feel of its length held snug and warm in the fleshy valley. He had no thought of anal penetration. Not that she would ever countenance such a perverse idea. Indeed, he had only once ejaculated against her, pumping hot semen onto her lower back, and she had screamed in horror, railed at him for days, her lovely features twisted in utmost repugnance.

				Jaws clenched, he forced himself to lie on his back, and even tried not to touch his beating prick, which was in the usual semi-tumescent state which signalled his high arousal. His adoring gaze remained fixed on that golden head, so close to his as, aching with love and with yearning, he waited for her to stir.

				Sandra woke after half an hour. As the tenderness of her body and the faint aroma of muskiness reminded her of the climax she had recently enjoyed, she became aware of the naked figure supine beside her. She pushed away the sudden instinctive twinge of nice displeasure at the thought of what must come next - or rather, who must come next. There were times when she did indeed give way to a selfish urge not to go through with the latter part of this familiar scenario, and leave him cruelly to his own frustration, or devices. But not this time, she admonished herself.

				Derek was as loving and patient a partner as she would find. They had been together for more than three years. They started going out together three months before her twenty-first birthday. They then lived together for two years before they married. And after a whole year as Mrs Roberts, she had very few regrets. She could get away with most things - well, practically all, she admitted to herself complacently. And most especially of all her other main passion: her affair with Moira Sharp.

				Moira kept insisting that Derek hadn’t a clue about their relationship. ‘He’s so innocent,’ she assured Sandra. ‘He’d never believe it even if he caught us in bed together!’

				Sandra wasn’t sure whether to feel insulted by this assertion. It made Derek sound pretty defective. There were times when she wondered if he might have an inkling of what was going on; she certainly devoted enough time to inventing spurious reasons for leaving him alone while she enjoyed long intervals with her lover. It might even be that he got some kind of kinky thrill from it - and why not? She did, she couldn’t deny it. There were times when, tired and sore, her body marked with love bruises from Moira’s amorous attacks, she derived an extra degree of thrill from coming back to his apparently unknowing presence.

				Whether he knew or suspected or was as innocent as he appeared, he certainly seemed happy with the way things were. He even took part enthusiastically in the sexual role plays she dreamed up for their delectation - his as well as hers, she consoled herself as she prepared to do her own noble duty and make her own sacrifice to the wellbeing of their marriage. This was for her the least satisfying element of their fantasy, but needs must.

				‘Still awaiting me, my faithful little slave?’ she murmured sensually, turning towards him and kissing him playfully on the brow before springing upright. ‘Into the middle of the bed!’ she commanded forcefully, while she delved into the drawers of the cupboard at her side. ‘Hands out, there’s a good boy.’ He stretched his arms out obediently, and she bound his wrists loosely to the corners of the bed-head with two tasselled crimson cords of twisted silk. Occasionally she gave way to some latent streak of sadism and tied him so tightly that he whined and protested, and afterwards she felt guilty at the red marks left on his skin.

				‘Legs,’ she commanded, and again he obeyed, parting his limbs wide so she could bind his ankles with similar restraints to the bottom corners of the bed. Spread out like a star he gazed up at her, humbly and with some apprehension, never entirely fabricated for his pulse did indeed quicken with an edge of titillating fear at his captivity.

				Delicately she raised the satin nightdress sufficiently to allow her to rest one knee on the edge of the mattress. The other foot remained on the carpeted floor as she leaned over him. In her right hand she held another cord of the same colour and material. She let the tasselled threads at one end trail lightly over his nipples, and watched the tiny teats harden on the smooth, hairless chest.

				He shivered as the tickling caress of the silk moved down to his concave stomach, played over the navel, then lower, down to the parted white thighs, finally honing in on the delicately darker penis and scrotum. His prick had shrunk again and lay coyly in its folds, in the crease of thigh and belly. The helm was half exposed and the tiny slit gleamed with moisture. It quivered, and then stirred like a little animal at the brush of the silk over its diminutive length.

				‘Princess...’ he whispered, staring up at her.

				‘Are you my devoted slave?’ she whispered thickly, her hand waving so that the tassel frotted more vigorously back and forth. The prick moved again, swelled a little and the pink, shining helm emerged fully from its collar of foreskin.

				‘Yes, Princess,’ he groaned, his head moving tormentedly to and fro on the pillow. His hips and belly lifted slightly, responding to the rousing strokes, and Sandra began to increase the rhythm and to change the teasing caresses to light blows. The blows became harder and struck across the tops of the thighs while the brown penis stirred and flipped and uncoiled further, like a snake, growing thicker and longer and harder, though not yet erect.

				‘Stand for me, slave.’ She was striking harder still, swatting blows that stung and rocked the prick back and forth and made her victim gasp with pain. The column had grown to about four inches, and the helm stood out from its darker shaft. He gave a shrill yelp as a sudden blow stung the sensitive skin, and then whimpered as she quickened the rate of her strikes.

				‘You... you’re hurting me!’ he blurted.

				‘Of course I am, slave,’ she snapped. ‘I ordered you to stand. Why won’t you obey and stand up to attention for me?’ He yelped louder and she saw the muscles tense in his legs, saw the tug as he jerked against the bonds holding his ankles. She felt the rekindled beat of her own excitement, the sudden urge to really hurt him, to whip the helpless and feeble male. She threw aside the cord and seized his prick in an ungentle grasp, thrilling to the heat of it and the wild pulsing which throbbed through its length. She felt the stiffening sinew and muscle at once and jerked roughly, down the shaft to the dark curls at its base, and then up to the swelling mushroom of its head, almost purple now, its mouth shining with tears of pre-cum.

				‘Oh, Christ!’ He sounded as if he was weeping. His body was arched, his head thrown back against the bed. She eyed his throat, the prominent jut of the Adam’s apple. She had a fierce desire to spread herself once more over that screwed up face, feel his mouth working against her streaming flesh. But just as fiercely she resisted it, and then resisted another yearning too, to keep jerking him off until the throbbing prick erupted in her grip. Instead she let go and scrabbled frantically in a drawer again, grabbing the contraceptive, tearing it from its flimsy packaging. Still there was guilt. She knew from past experience how strong the possibility was that he would wilt before she could slip the soft barrier over his penis and then fail to get a hard-on again. She knew she ought to let him fuck her unsheathed, but shuddered in fastidious distaste at the thought of that messy consequence.

				With swift skill, working two-handed, she smoothed the rubber onto him, and then clutching him all the while swung a leg across him, straddling him and feeding him up into herself. She felt the cold slipperiness at her labia and the cool silk sliding up on her hips as she let her knees spread and forced him up into her ready fissure. The prick buckled and he yelped loudly as her fingers fumbled, then he slid into her and she sank onto his heaving groin with a sob of profound relief.

				‘Fuck me!’ she hissed, bouncing animatedly, pounding his thighs, her weight driving him down into the springy mattress. He softened, as she always feared he would, but her own muscles spasmed, clenched desperately and she felt the great throb of his ejaculation, held on as his head stretched back, jammed against the headboard, and he yelled at the force of his release.

				The house reminded Jill of her childhood drawings, with its central front door and the small sash windows positioned symmetrically at either side. The new brightness of the paintwork, the door in Chelsea blue, the frames and the woodwork of the windows and their stone sills in white, together with the chintzy new curtains and concealing white nets, made it stand out in contrast to its neat enough neighbours. She swallowed hard and rapped on the brass miniature lion’s head knocker. You’re an actress now, she urged herself, taking a few rapid deep breaths. You’re Jill Crystal: smart young girl, bright young thing, and totally amoral as far as your body and what you’ll do with it is concerned.

				She recalled Jackie’s voice as she lay in her arms last night. ‘You’re a tart with attitude. You’re touting your silk-wrapped goodies for high bidders only, and ready to fuck your way to fortune. You’ve got to impress this Grant bitch that you’re just like her; discriminating in who does it to you but not what they do to you! With a bit of luck she’ll turn out to be like a lot of prossies, lez for pleasure, in which case you can speed things up a helluva lot by laying out your sweet bod for her to sample. You have my full permission to swing low with her. In fact, consider it an order to swing low with her, DC Christie. You spread your sweet meat out for her to feast on at the earliest opportunity, you hear?’

				Jill had been shocked, but she could not deny the small shiver of excitement she experienced at the wicked thought. It was after all on her superior’s command, and it was something she could at least contemplate, unlike the fearsome notion that she might be called upon to give her body up to some rutting male animal, even in the line of so-called duty.

				‘Hi, you must be Crystal, yes? Come on in.’ The woman was striking, at least four inches taller than Jill, while the high mane of deep red and flame-flecked hair made her seem even taller. The face was long, the forehead high, the eyes green, outlined with careful drama. The dark lashes were opaque and swept upward, fluttering theatrically. The features were strong and even, a faint scatter of freckles showing beneath the make-up across the brow and the nose; the make-up skilfully applied with light deftness of touch. The lips were a vivid, shining red, a perfect shade for the hair and complexion.

				She was wearing a light shirt of linen in the palest of lemon and simply cut, with short sleeves, narrow cuffs and a generous collar with deep points. The two top buttons of the shirt were unfastened, and showed a perfectly decent expanse of throat and chest, also dusted, a little more visibly, with freckles, as were her forearms. The shirt hung outside a pair of immaculate white slacks, which clung tightly to the svelte frame, which Jill had time to admire as the girl, after a gesture ushering her in across the threshold, turned to lead her through the dimness of the tiny vestibule and narrow passage. The lower curves of the tight buttocks showed, the two rear patch-pockets undulating attractively. Despite the skin-tight fit of the trousers there was no hint of a panty line.

				She led Jill past the first door on the left, and the stairs which ascended against the wall on the right. At the end of the passageway, straight ahead, Jill could see a small kitchen with modern fittings, but the girl opened a door on the left and guided Jill into a small room which, like the rest of what she’d already seen, appeared to be newly decorated and bright with the sunlight which spilled in from a French window in the rear wall. It opened onto a narrow yard with high whitewashed walls. The paved yard extended no more than four metres from the window, to a securely locked and bolted outer door, painted in the same bright blue as its more substantial companion at the front.

				‘I’m Liz,’ the woman eventually introduced herself. ‘Liz Grant. You want some tea or coffee? Or a cold drink, perhaps?’

				A few minutes later Jill was sitting primly on the edge of the two-seater settee, sipping at the refreshing iciness of a Budweiser and wondering if Jackie’s choice of Jill’s dark business suit had been a wise one after all. She had slipped off the jacket, at Liz’s invitation. Underneath she was wearing a sleeveless white blouse, whose neckline opened to the midpoint between her breasts. These were generously and barely on offer, held brazenly by the deep-plunge bra, the delicate cups of which crossed the pale rounds diagonally at about nipple level. Already regretting the eagerness with which she had divested herself of the jacket, Jill resisted the urge to tug again at the hem of the skirt, which was riding disastrously high; probably showing the tops of her stockings and those dreadful suspenders, for yes, Jackie had insisted she wear the tiny array of thin straps and black triangle created by the belt and thong.

				Jill dipped her nose into the beaded glass once more, glad of something to do and praying that her face was not glowing with the embarrassment she could feel churning unpleasantly away inside.

				‘I expected someone older looking.’ Liz’s firm voice was cool and neutral. ‘You look very young. Fresh, even,’ she amended. ‘But that’s no bad thing.’ She smiled enigmatically to herself. ‘That’s the way it goes these days.’

				She was leafing through the portfolio Jill had handed to her, spreading the glossy photos over the low coffee table between them. Jill steeled herself to look at the representations of herself staring up, the blatantly pornographic nature of the poses. ‘These are very good,’ the redhead murmured, nodding in approval as she cast her critical eyes over them. ‘Very good indeed. Who did them for you?’

				‘A chap called Leo Palliser. He was recommended to me.’ Jill had been instructed to use the photographer’s real name. He was well known and had a growing reputation in the world of erotic photography.

				Liz nodded. ‘Yes, I’ve heard of him. So what have you done in the porno market so far?’ She gestured at the pictures scattered between them. ‘Any mags, films, anything like that?’

				‘No, I haven’t done much else.’ Jill stuck carefully to her story. ‘I just want to get started, really. I just left college a few months ago and I want to start earning some serious money.’ She saw at once the renewed interest. It showed in the life reflected in the green eyes as they fixed on her. She spun her CV, painstakingly prepared, a fiction with a few grains of truths and half-truths for corroboration. ‘Yeah, I want to make some real money as quick as I can. I have some ideas, business ideas, of my own. But this seems to be the best way of raising some decent cash quick time.’ She smiled modestly, tried to look a little bashful. It wasn’t difficult for her. ‘So I’ve kind of got started in a slightly different direction.’ She nodded at the pictures. ‘And there are one or two men... clients, I suppose you’d call them. Trouble is, I haven’t got a place of my own. Nowhere I can... meet people. You know what I mean?’

				Liz gave a conspiratorial, admiring chuckle. ‘Well, you really are the goods. You look like a sixth former, as though you’re scarcely past your first fuck. It’s a great gimmick. You might well make that fortune you’re after. Well now, as far as that place you’re looking for is concerned, how about here? Where are you staying at the moment?’

				‘Oh, miles away.’ She named a neighbouring town which was almost thirty miles distant. ‘But this would be great, and especially if I could find some cheap digs too. I’m going to look around today. That is...’ she glanced up in shy enquiry, ‘if we can fix something up...’

				‘Well, I’m sure we can, and you could maybe move in here. I wouldn’t charge you much rent, not till you get on your feet. Say forty quid a week? And for your clients, how about twenty-five percent? Does that sound fair to you?’

				Jill’s heart was racing and she felt a great rush of adrenalin. She’d cracked it! She’d pulled it off! She pretended to consider the proposal for a short while, and then gave a nod. ‘That seems OK to me,’ she said, smiling at the woman whilst trying to calm her racing pulse. ‘When can I - ?’

				‘Just a few things to settle first,’ Liz said, curtailing Jill’s excitement just a little. ‘What about boyfriends? Have you anyone serious hanging around?’

				Jill’s eyes widened, then she shook her head. ‘No,’ she said decisively, ‘nothing like that. There’s no one in the frame. I’ve got too many plans to be thinking about boyfriends for quite a while yet.’

				‘You’re completely independent then, right? Nobody running you? No sugar daddies going to be sticking their nose in where it’s not wanted, causing problems? No pimps or hangers-on wanting a piece of your action?’

				‘No, absolutely not.’ Jill shook her head firmly, giving her most winning smile. ‘It’s just little old me.’

				‘Well, that sounds great.’ Liz’s smile was returned. ‘There’s just one more thing before we have a deal, then.’ Jill waited expectantly, eyes shining, smile still firmly in place. ‘Take your clothes off, if you please.’

				‘Take my...?’

				‘Your clothes. Take them off please. Needless to say I like to see what I’m getting for my money. I can cut you in on quite a few profitable little deals, but I need to know you’re the genuine article.’ She picked up one of the glossy prints, waved it a little and then let it fall back on the table. ‘These look really good, but there’s nothing like seeing it in the flesh. Strip for me, darling, and if I still like what I see we’re in business.’

				Jill stood nervously, prayed that the blush she could feel waiting to erupt was not visible. ‘What, right here, now?’ she asked uncertainly.

				Liz nodded confidently. ‘Right here, now,’ she confirmed, then stood too and moved to the French window, closed it, and pulled the light summer curtain across. ‘Just in case any of the neighbours are peeking,’ she said.

				The light which filtered through the thin material was still quite strong, but cast a more intimate hue over the small room. Fearful of losing her nerve, or of giving the game away by her hesitancy, Jill hastily unfastened her skirt and slid it down her hips. Liz had pushed the table back to give her more room.

				She sat down in the armchair again and gave an enigmatic nod of appreciation at the sight of the black thong and suspender belt, and the sheer dark nylons.

				‘Hmm, you’ve certainly come dressed for the part,’ she murmured her approval, and feeling thoroughly decadent yet shamefully aware of the increasing beat of excitement stirring within, Jill unbuttoned the blouse and dropped it on top of the discarded skirt, then slipped off her heeled shoes. If the redhead flagrantly scrutinising every inch of her body wanted a strip show, she was going to get one!

				Jill posed sexily, unclipped the suspenders, rolled a stocking teasingly down her leg and removed it, then did the same for its companion. Unhooking her bra she bent forward and freed her breasts of their delicate cover, dropping the garment aside to join the others. She knew now, could sense the atmosphere, almost smell the sharp scent of the woman’s aroused interest, and quivered with excitement in response to it. It was all going exactly to plan; this was exactly what Jackie had hoped for.

				She stood before the seated Liz, caressed her breasts briefly before her hands dropped to her sides. Her thumbs hooked in the thin straps at her hips. Her mouth was dry and her throat was tight and she had to swallow before she could ask huskily, ‘Do you want me to carry on?’

				Liz nodded again, her self-assured poise leaving Jill in little doubt that the woman was to be obeyed. ‘Oh yes, all the way, darling.’

				The thumbs moved, there was a soft rustle as the elastic slid down, and the triangle fell from the small patch of curls and the swell of the mound. She unhooked the belt and let it fall, too, then with a great effort at nonchalance she placed her hands on top of her head, fingers clasped, elbows jutting, in a saucy parody of a classical sculpture. She could almost feel the seated figure’s lingering glance over every inch of her nakedness as she slowly turned, to give a comprehensive view.

				‘I’m not that well-endowed,’ she offered uncertainly, when Liz maintained her silence while she studied her. Jill spoke partly from her genuine embarrassment at such a prolonged exposure to another’s gaze, and partly in provocation.

				‘Big isn’t always beautiful, my dear,’ Liz said, standing at last. ‘And I like what I see.’

				‘So can I put my clothes back on?’ Jill asked hopefully, feeling vulnerable.

				‘Tell me,’ Liz went on, apparently without hearing the girl’s request. ‘Do you like women, Jill? I mean, do you really like them?’

				Jill caught her breath, felt the tension and the heat rising in her neck. She cleared her throat, her heart racing again. ‘Um, yes,’ she whispered. ‘How did you know...? There was a girl at college. We were very close.’

				‘This close?’ Liz reached out and very slowly and gently slipped her arms around Jill’s waist, drawing her close. Then she delivered the softest of passionate kisses, to which Jill responded, parting her own lips, allowing her tongue to flicker in response to the tensely erotic embrace.

				When the kiss ended Liz moved her lips close to Jill’s ear and bit lightly at the exquisite little lobe. ‘I’m not really very butch.’ She gave a low, sexy laugh. ‘And I don’t think you are either, are you, darling?’ Jill shook her head, and Liz moved her face back to stare questioningly into her eyes. ‘I only asked about boyfriends, but what about girlfriends? Do you have anyone special now?’

				Jill shook her head. ‘Not now, no,’ she said. ‘Not since Sharon, the girl at college.’ She prayed that Liz would attribute her blush to a natural reticence and not to subterfuge.

				‘That’s excellent,’ Liz purred. ‘Nor me. I’m currently as free as a bird, and I think we’re going to get on famously.’ One arm was still around Jill’s waist and she steered her towards the door. Jill glanced down uncertainly at her discarded clothing. ‘Just leave them for the moment,’ Liz said, anticipating her thoughts. ‘Come upstairs with me now, to my office.’ She chuckled. ‘I want you to meet a few of my friends. They’re very influential people. Potential punters, even.’

				Instinctively Jill stopped, stiffened in alarm. ‘What, here?’ she gasped. ‘They’re here now?’

				‘Don’t look so worried,’ Liz soothed, stroking Jill’s naked arm. ‘It’s the wonders of modern technology. You can strut your stuff in absolute privacy.’ Still keeping a firm hold on Jill’s waist she guided her upstairs to a bedroom, in which a double bed filled almost the entire floor space. There was a pile of large brightly coloured cushions, and a pristine white sheet over the deep mattress. There was no other bed linen, but the thing that caught Jill’s immediate and wholehearted attention was a large TV screen, along with various other pieces of equipment, on a boxlike arrangement of open shelves on the wall opposite the foot of the bed. Liz went over and competently manipulated several switches, and suddenly the screen was filled with a clear image of the room and the vast sprawl of the empty bed. Liz turned and playfully pulled Jill down onto the white sheet beside her.

				Instinctively Jill drew up her knees and crossed her arms over her breasts as she saw herself on the screen. Liz settled beside her, with one arm draped possessively across her bare shoulders. ‘This is my new friend, Jill Crystal,’ she announced, raising her voice a little and staring at their images on the TV screen. ‘She’s new and she’s gorgeous, as you can see. She’s also very bright, just down from university and raring to go. We’re going to be very close friends; I can just tell we are.’ She chuckled seductively. ‘And here’s a little preview of just how close we’re going to be.’

				Jill had already observed the tiny red eye on the small camera fixed to the top of the set, and then she saw only the white ceiling and the tasselled lampshade as Liz pushed her down on her back and kissed her with intense ardour.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Seven

				Events seemed to be moving at bewildering speed for Jill, from the hectic moments when the red-haired woman had spread her back amongst those cushions and toyed with her, while somewhat bizarrely remaining fully clothed herself, except for the open sandals which she had eased off before beginning her amorous assault. Jill was all too aware of that tiny, unblinking eye focused mercilessly on all that was taking place on the bed. Yet she could not deny the undoubted arousal which Liz Grant’s accomplished lips and tongue and fingers were creating within her submissive body, somehow enhanced by the knowledge that there were unknown and untold pairs of lascivious eyes fixed on her spread-eagled vulnerability and the tall redhead’s free use of it.

				Her concerns faded, then died away altogether as she responded to the gentle, then wonderfully aggressive lovemaking, which ceased just as Jill was approaching that magical, critical moment when thought disintegrated altogether in consuming sensations. She gaped, flat with disappointment, when Liz suddenly withdrew with a gusty sigh and gazed down at her.

				‘That’ll do for an appetiser,’ Liz said dreamily, and once again turned towards the red eye. ‘Show’s over for now, gentlemen. Though you might say it’s hardly begun. Watch this space. I was about to say you’ll be seeing a lot more of Jill Crystal...’ she gave a deep, suggestive laugh, ‘but I guess you’ve already seen a fair bit.’ She reached out and switched off the apparatus. The TV screen blanked and darkened.

				‘And now we’re all alone again, young lady...’ She slowly undid the lemon blouse and slid it from her shoulders. She was wearing a skin-tone bra beneath, through which the dark nipples and their surrounds showed, before she reached dextrously behind her and unclipped it. She unzipped the front of the white slacks and eased them down off her long legs, sitting on the edge of the bed to drag them from her feet. The sole remaining garment was a plain white thong, whose triangle fitted snugly over her mound. She left it in place as she stretched out beside Jill, who had moved over accommodatingly, her pulse beginning to quicken once again at the realisation that the heady session was not over after all.

				‘So weren’t we alone before?’ Jill asked, feigning extreme innocence.

				‘Well, just us and God only knows how many randy voyeurs,’ Liz giggled.

				Their bodies moulded together, but slowly, sensually, with less urgency, and their mouths nibbled on light kisses. ‘Every decent working girl has to have her own website these days,’ Liz murmured between kisses. ‘We’ll get one set up for you.’

				‘But isn’t that a bit dangerous?’ Jill sighed distractedly. ‘I mean, what about the law and things?’

				‘Good grief, you really are a beginner, aren’t you?’ Liz mocked. ‘Such innocence. It’s really very sweet... and sexy. But don’t you worry your pretty little head about those kinds of details. I reckon half the wankers drooling over us are coppers with their choppers in their hands anyway.’ She waved carelessly towards the equipment on the shelves. ‘Better this than the poor kids out dragging their arses on the streets for the pervs in their cars.’ She coiled her long legs and arms around Jill, and they fitted snugly together with mutual delight. ‘No, you’ll be perfectly safe with me, darling. It’s a good set up here. And I’m in with all the right people. We’ve got it made. You’ll be on to a good thing, I guarantee. You’ll have that stash put away in no time at all, but in the meantime, how’s about a bit of pure private pleasure?’

				When they broke the long kiss, both slightly breathless, Jill giggled and reached down to hook a finger in the scrap of cloth over Liz’s pudenda. She saw the carefully narrowed line of silky red curls. ‘You’re a mite overdressed,’ she giggled.

				‘Well, why don’t you put that right, darling?’ She released her hold on Jill and lay back, folding her hands beneath her head. ‘I told you I’m not butch either. In fact, I can be awfully shy at times. That’s why I’ve kept my knickers on. You’ll be amazed at the places I’ve got freckles. Why not take a peek and see for yourself?’

				

				‘So that’s her site, eh?’ Jackie stared eagerly at the full length still shot of Liz Grant on the screen. She was wearing an abbreviated leather basque, all laces and belts and shiny buckles, which left her breasts bare, hugged her sex like a sturdy shield, and cut away steeply at the hip. There was a narrow black headband around her brow, over which the rich auburn hair spread in carefully arranged abandon. A pair of high boots in soft, supple material, reached up to her widely parted thighs, which stood out statuesquely in her flaunting pose. She was also wearing buckled wristbands and soft black gloves. Her left hand was angled across her crotch, the right held a wicked-looking riding crop. The heels of the boots were slender spikes, five inches high, the toes pointed. ‘And you reckon she’s not butch, eh?’ Jackie murmured with a cynical grin.

				‘No, definitely not.’ Jill’s cheeks tinged with pink but her words rang with conviction. ‘I said I’d move in there tomorrow. That’s all right, is it?’

				‘Hm?’ Jackie was still staring absently at the image on the screen. ‘Yeah... yeah, that’ll be fine. You’ve done good, kiddo. Nothing doing at the moment though.’ She logged off and sat back.

				A sudden disturbing thought rose in Jill’s mind as she recalled Liz’s cynical observation. She pictured her colleagues like the all too aptly named Chopper Harris sitting in the CID room glued to the television. ‘It’ll be kept secret, won’t it? I mean, what I’m doing under cover, and the website... and everything?’

				Jackie smiled, clearly in tune with the direction of Jill’s thoughts. ‘Well, there’ll have to be a few in on it. The Super, for one. But don’t worry; we won’t let the pricks in the office know about it. Not for a while, anyway.’ This last remark did little to ease Jill’s anxiety, but she pushed it aside as her superior continued.

				‘I’ve fixed you up with a car, by the way. Sort of in keeping with the image, bright young college girl with an eye for making quick money, that kind of thing. It’s a nice Mini, but don’t prang it for fuck’s sake. They’ll be doing their nut over the budget as it is.’

				She turned to face Jill, her trousered legs stretched out, and held her arms open. ‘So, come and park yourself on my knee, you little slut. I’m losing you tomorrow to that ginger bitch, and I’m getting just a bit jealous already. Tell me the truth now; was it really all girlie girlie stuff?’ While she spoke her hand was moving up Jill’s nylon clad leg, pushing up the short skirt until it clung in a tight band about her hips and the tops of the stockings were exposed, and the slender black ribbons of the suspenders, which Jackie’s competent fingers unsnapped before slipping the sheer stockings down to cling in little rolls about her ankles. Jill’s feet were still encased in the elegant heeled shoes.

				Those skilful fingers moved on, persisted against all difficulties in unzipping the skirt and manoeuvring it down off the squirming hips and wriggling legs. The tangled straps of thong and suspender belt followed, guided over the feet so that still the shoes were not removed before the frail webbing of the underclothing was dropped on the carpet with the skirt. Jill’s blouse and deep-plunge bra followed until, for the second time in that eventful day, Jill lay back naked in another’s arms, except for the oddly titillating little adornment of the rolled down stockings and shoes.

				Critically, Jackie carried out a leisurely but minute inspection of Jill’s body, depositing her among the cushions of the sofa and turning her about and opening her up to do so. Then suddenly she dumped Jill unceremoniously on the floor at her feet. ‘I’ll show you what you’re going to miss now. Fetch me my hairbrush.’

				Jill knelt up quickly and put her hands beseechingly on Jackie’s knees. ‘Oh no, please, don’t make my bum all sore and covered in bruises again. She’ll see it tomorrow. She’ll think, you know, that I’m into kinky stuff like that. She’ll think that’s part of what I do.’

				‘And it isn’t?’ Jackie seized her chin and lifted the blushing face, forcing Jill to meet her gaze.

				Jill’s eyes lowered, she could not endure that mocking look or the knowledge that lay between them. ‘No,’ she muttered sulkily, ‘I’ve never... nobody’s ever spanked me... like you do.’ She gave a small cry of alarm as Jackie suddenly released her and gave her shoulders a vigorous shove that sent her tumbling backwards to land inelegantly on her back, her heels waving in the air.

				‘I suppose you’re right though, damn you,’ Jackie pondered. ‘We can’t have her seeing your cute little arse looking like a rainbow. But stay right where you are; don’t move a muscle till I get back.’

				Jill obeyed, and stayed sitting on the carpet by the sofa, knees drawn up. She looked at the rolls of stocking above her shoes and moved to take them off, then stopped herself from doing so. Jackie had told her to stay there and not to move. Would she notice and be angry if Jill took off the stockings and shoes? Better to not risk it. Jill felt the hot shame and anger well up within her yet again at this acknowledgement of the older woman’s despotic rule over her. She felt a surge of defiance, which withered even as her hands made their first move towards her foot. And also, even more shameful than the weakness of surrender, was that throbbing pulse deep in the pit of her tummy at the thrill of her subservience.

				Mistress and acolyte? Owner and slave? However perverse, she could no longer deny her own complicity in it, for she had had plenty of opportunity already to break free, to walk away from it. So why hadn’t she? It was a question she couldn’t properly answer. She had tried convincing herself it was all an elaborate game, something she still exerted control over, accepting her role in a spirit of participation. But the harshly painful event of the spanking, that fatal instant when she had submitted herself, bent over the chair, her backside blazing, to accept the rest of her punishment; that was a seminal moment she could not get her mind round. She continued to stare down at her pale shin and slim ankle with the roll of stocking around it.

				Sandra Roberts leaned her blonde head back against the accommodating thighs and soft stomach of Detective Chief Superintendent Sharp, and crossed one shapely bare leg over the raised knee of the other. Her dainty little foot waved in the air, the arch more pronounced as she wiggled her painted toes, both in response to what was happening on the TV screen, and to the gently fondling hand of her lover on her bare left breast. Moira had undressed her down to her knickers, which were of a diaphanous pillar-box red, with a double frill of pleated lace in the same colour about the legs. They were what were now known as ‘shorts’, a rather unattractive name, Sandra considered, for what was a very sexy item of underwear, and one she far preferred to the thong. Her partner seemed to find them equally fetching, which was why she had left them in place, having removed every other article of clothing from her willing victim.

				As though in tune with Sandra’s thoughts, Moira Sharp’s other hand slid across Sandra’s flat tummy and beneath the thin elastic of the panties. The fingers played among the neat little fuzz of pubes, before searching lower, parting the soft upper folds of tissue to progress within the clinging, damp outer lips of the furrow and its unfurling treasures.

				Sandra gasped sharply and her thigh muscles tightened. Her behind squirmed a little more vigorously on the cushions of the sofa. Her hips and belly lifted a little to assist the invader in the exploration. She leaned back with decadent luxury against the warm bare skin of her companion. Moira had undressed too, as far as bra and pants of black, which though femininely silky, were much plainer and more substantial than Sandra’s frankly provocative scraps of underwear.

				The events on screen were harmonious with the growing storm of arousal Moira’s stroking fingers and nibbled kisses were creating. ‘God, I’d never have thought it of her!’ Sandra breathed, staring avidly at the intertwined, undulating and totally nude bodies of Liz Grant and Jill Christie, in all their twenty-eight inch, coloured glory. ‘I could never do that! Not for a million pounds!’ She felt the belly under her head tremble with Moira’s quiet laugh.

				‘You little liar. You’re all icky just at the thought of it.’ The fingers in the narrow fold waggled expressively.

				Sandra let out a squeal of outrage and clamped her own hand fiercely over the misty intruder beneath the transparent red cover. But instead of pushing it from her, Sandra pressed it convulsively to her and squeezed it between her thighs, while her behind lifted from the sprung cushions in excitement. She leaned back, rubbed her brow like a nuzzling puppy against the underside of Moira’s black satin cups. ‘Not with somebody I’ve only just met, a perfect stranger.’ She thought of that fleeting but wild embrace with Jill in the toilet at the station, and the heat of her imaginings since. ‘Not on the net like this, with hundreds or even thousands watching.’ She sounded scandalised, which she was, she thought, as well as close to coming, but she could blame that on Moira’s dextrously delving fingers and their mutual desire.

				‘She’s doing it for a lot less than a million,’ Moira said, her eyes fixed on the images, deeply aroused herself by their antics, even though they were blatantly theatrical and not for real. At least, certainly not on the part of the willowy redhead, and she was already transferring her expertise to her tenderfoot partner, orchestrating their passion with that exaggeratedly slow-motion writhing, the angles at which she displayed their writhing flesh to expose their undulating backsides, their rising tits, their balletic caresses of hands across their glistening cunts. ‘Pure porn,’ she breathed, and felt the corresponding damp throb at her own crotch. ‘We could do them for this, no bother, and have them sent down for it.’ She chuckled wickedly. ‘She’s certainly devoted to duty, is our naïve little Jill. Listen to all that moaning and the heavy breathing. Anyone would think she really meant it.’

				‘I think she does. I wonder if DI Barlow is watching this,’ Sandra said snidely. ‘I hope she’s not too upset by it. I’d hate to think what she might do to poor DC Christie when she next gets her hands on her. I’m certainly glad you’re not rough with me, Superintendent.’

				Appropriately, the sound and picture on the screen faded, and the still shot of Liz in her strident warrior pose came up. As Moira made to move Sandra wriggled around, so that the pants were dragged down at the front to allow the pale patch of pubic hair to peep coyly forth, and she straddled the older woman’s bare limbs, spreading out her own to sit facing her. She rested her brow against Moira’s dark head and pouted her lips, planting light kisses on her lover’s mouth. She let her hands slide round the broader back, and Moira leaned forward a little to allow them passage. Sandra undid the catch of the bra and eased the cups off the full breasts. She shimmied her shoulders, leaning even closer to let her breasts rub caressingly against the fuller, heavier globes.

				‘You just want to make me feel my age, you little bitch,’ Moira growled equably.

				‘No,’ Sandra whispered sexily, ‘you’ve just got me all wet and raring to go. I want your lovely body on mine. I want you to make me pop my cork.’

				Obligingly the seated figure rose, and held Sandra clasped to her like a native to a coconut palm, holding the gripping thighs under her arms like the shafts of a wheelbarrow. Sandra’s arms in turn were hooked tightly around Moira’s neck to assist her as, hands cupping the silken buttocks, Moira bore her charge out into the hallway and, with only the softest of grunts, carried her up the carpeted stairs and into the main bedroom.

				‘You’re stronger than you look, Superintendent,’ Sandra giggled as Moira thankfully deposited her on the wide double bed and fell on top of her. Then their mouths met eagerly and opened, tongues colliding, slithering about each other in semblance of their writhing bodies as each combined to help the other out of her knickers. Quickly and willingly Sandra gave up her active role and yielded to the ministrations of her partner, whose arms once more encircled the slim upper thighs and opened them wide. The hands cupped the small rounds of Sandra’s bottom, which Moira felt clench in her grasp and lift joyfully to meet the assault of her burrowing face, and fervently lapping tongue.

				By the time Sandra’s cork had been popped, and the reciprocal favour had been returned by the younger girl, darkness had well and truly fallen, in spite of the late summer sunset, and the pair lay in tired, contented repletion under the sheet together.

				‘Won’t your little Derek be wondering where you’ve got to?’ Moira asked, largely for the pleasure of savouring her own passionate attachment to his wife and Sandra’s equally fierce return of that passion.

				‘He knows where I am.’ Sandra sniggered like a smutty schoolgirl. ‘Well, maybe not exactly where, but he knows I’m entirely in your capable hands, Ms Sharp. I told him it was a special operation and that you needed me right on hand. It probably gave him quite a thrill, poor duck, to think of little old me involved in all this high drama hush-hush stuff. It doesn’t matter how late I am, he’ll still look at me with those doggy devoted eyes of his when I wake up beside him in the morning. Or even if I don’t come home till after the milkman, for that matter.’

				‘You’re a cocky little madam, Mrs R,’ Moira chuckled. ‘And don’t you tempt me. There’s nothing I’d like better than to keep you in my bed for all-nighters.’ She let her palm cup the delicate curve of Sandra’s mound, feeling the silky crest and the dainty hardness of the bone beneath. She revelled one last time in the feel of the warm, pliant body against hers, their slackly interlocked thighs and their sated flesh. ‘But now I’m going to kick you out into the cold night, my little tartikins. I’ve got to have a clear head in the morning, and it’s an early start. It’s all right for you, you can have a lie-in. Just be in for nine, and no grubby little heterosexual shenanigans, mind!’

				Sandra sat up, pushed the sheet down and stretched her arms above her head. Her pert breasts lifted, their nipples budding against the sudden chill. ‘Ugh,’ she shuddered with mock extravagance, ‘don’t be so disgusting!’

				Wearing a black silk wrap pulled tightly about her, Moira went out into the drive and hugged Sandra in a last, smothering clinch before watching her drive away. Let the neighbours cop an eyeful of that! But Moira smiled when the car had driven off, knowing full well that their parting kiss had been screened from any prying eyes. She thought about the display they had watched on the computer screen as she returned to the lighted living room. Liz Grant’s martial logo was still there, defiantly glaring out at her until she switched off.

				She shook her head in an admiration tinged with envy at the exhibition she had seen. Jill Christie had only known the tall redhead for four or five days at the most, and DC Christie had seemed such a shy little thing whenever she’d met her. She had to take her hat off to Jackie Barlow, the butch bitch! She had transformed the blushing violet. The girl was already performing like a veteran porn star, ready to give her all, literally, for the cause of her boss. How did Jackie do it? Moira would have sworn that young Christie was too prim to go for Jackie’s sadistic butchism. In fact, it needled a little that she had apparently gotten away with it, with spectacular success.

				She sprawled back on the settee in the soft lamplight, absently fingered her tender sex with the gentlest of strokes. Well, she’d soon see how the old dike and her little fem took to the news she had lined up for them. She smiled maliciously. Neither would be pleased, to say the least, and that thought gave her just that added spice to give the edge to a most satisfying evening - and half the night, she acknowledged with a deep yawn and a glance at the stately clock.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Eight

				‘I’m sorry, Jackie, but this operation’s going to soar through the roof as far as our budget’s concerned. We’ll have to curtail the surveillance. DS Wills and DC Harris are both trained in electronics. They’re perfectly capable of running the monitoring equipment in the van. And that’s costly enough as it is.’

				‘Willie Wills and Chopper Harris?’ Jackie’s disbelieving tone was eloquent in its scorn. ‘Can you imagine what they’ll make of it? They’ll be setting up their own porn site! At the least they’ll have unedited highlights going out to every cop shop in the county, if not the country!’

				‘I’m glad to see how much confidence you have in your own team,’ DCS Sharp said cuttingly.

				Jackie had risen from her chair and was leaning forward, her knuckles resting on her superior’s impressive desk. ‘Listen, Boss,’ she substituted the informal acknowledgement of rank in place of the first name, and made a great effort to damp down her seething anger, ‘at last we’ve got the chance to nail Jack Palmer, maybe once and for all. This could be big for all of us, but especially for you.’ She saw the sudden look Moira Sharp flashed at her, as though she had been caught on the raw, and warning bells rang in her brain again. She drew a deep, restraining breath, and carefully sat down again.

				Moira sensed her drawing back and pressed her advantage. Her voice, too, was more controlled, less fraught with tension. ‘You know, you’re making this Palmer business something of a crusade. We don’t want any personal vendettas being played out here.’

				‘It’s not that, Boss, honestly. He’s been getting away with things recently, getting far too cocky. There’s nothing personal in it, I can assure you.’ She hesitated, deciding she had to acknowledge defeat over the matter of Harris and Wills, and in fact her mouth almost twitched in a wry smile as she thought of how horrified Jill would be at the idea of Willie Wills and Chopper parked in the anonymous white van watching every blow and suck, lick and promise, on the great white bed at 41 Gresham Street. On more than one occasion she had already had to reassure Jill about the presence of the surveillance van, portraying confidence and concern. ‘No, love, of course not,’ she’d cooed. ‘It’ll be the Regional Crime boys doing the monitoring; nothing to do with our nick. And only if we think it’s necessary. It’s just a back-up, a safety net, that’s the idea, to have someone on hand if things start to go at all pear-shaped. I’ve got to look after you. I couldn’t bear it if anything happened to you now, could I?’ And she reached for Jill, holding her close, eventually succeeding in allaying her fears.

				Jackie tried even harder to keep her tone impersonal and emotionless. ‘Well, what about someone under cover with her? Someone else on the inside. She’s been with this Liz tart a week now, and we know that somebody’s already been checking on her. I guess she’s been brought to Palmer’s attention. It’s time Jill was producing some evidence of her own, so she needs a client or two. She’s fed the Grant tart the story about Martin Grimmond, the sugar daddy who’s her best customer, so we’ve got to produce him in the flesh now. And I hope you’re not suggesting we use someone from our nick for the role. It’ll be bad enough having Harris and Wills sat out in the van. Pound to a penny one of the useless pricks will pop out for a burger or a piss and somebody will recognise them straight away.’

				Moira grunted and shook her head. She even managed a smile. She was feeling quite pleased about having won the point about the surveillance team. ‘No, nobody from our neck of the woods,’ she confirmed. ‘We’re getting a chap from Hawesgrove. He’s been working on fraud. A DS Pope; should be made up to Inspector soon. He’s been around a bit. Like us, eh? He’s in his late thirties. I’ll get him over whenever you think your girl’s ready to pull her first trick.’ She grinned. ‘It seems like quite a cosy little love nest they’ve got going, her and the ginger tom. You must have your hands full, Jackie.’

				‘And a very pleasant handful she is, too,’ Jackie added, relaxing a little as the tension seemed to ease between her and her boss. ‘Besides, I know how to keep her in line if she gets a bit flighty.’

				‘Let’s hope so, eh? You’re not worried she might be getting a bit carried away with all this cloak and dagger stuff? Maybe get a taste for something a bit more exotic, perhaps? Yon brazen redhead certainly seems to be lighting her fire for her at the moment. And how’s she going to play it with this Mr Grimmond fellow, the randy sugar daddy? What if the old camera’s set up to catch them at it? Have you thought of that? Would she be prepared to swing a bit and swallow the salami? All in the line of duty, of course.’

				Jackie felt her irritation surfacing once more. She knew Moira was intentionally riling her for some reason. Probably just to reinforce the idea of her being the boss, a bit of a tug on the chain, just to let her know who’s in charge. Jackie had rather taken on this case as if it belonged to her, had perhaps been a little too offhand about acknowledging Moira’s titular position as captain of the ship, and this was her way of bringing Jackie into line.

				‘It’ll be her first time if she does,’ she said.

				Moira gaped in astonishment, and then gave vent to her disbelief in a pungent expletive.

				‘Straight up,’ Jackie insisted. ‘She’s as pure as the driven snow as far as cock’s concerned.’

				‘How old is she? Twenty-two, twenty-three? Still a cock virgin at that age? I definitely do not believe it. She’s having you on, Jackie, my girl.’

				‘I swear she’s telling the truth, Moira, honest to God.’ She knew it was safe once more to return to a first name basis. ‘It was one of those après screw confessions. You know, when you’re lying there all sticky and sweaty and worn out, and you’ll confess to anything. She wasn’t proud about it. She was squirming about with shame at admitting it, poor little mare.’

				Moira clicked her tongue in her teeth as though still in denial. ‘Jesus, if that’s true what the hell is she doing mixed up in this present caper? That redheaded dike could have her shafting five clients a night in a day or two, and twice on Sundays! She’ll blow her cover to hell the first rampant dick she sees!’

				‘She’ll do exactly what I tell her,’ Jackie asserted, with a force and confidence she was actually far from feeling. ‘I’ve got her well trained. She’ll do it for me, if she has to.’

				‘Come off it,’ Moira countered. ‘You’ve hardly known her for five minutes. I know you have her eating out of your hand, but even you can’t believe she’ll - ’

				‘Moira, she’ll do it for me,’ Jackie cut her off, politely but firmly. ‘It’s a match made in heaven. We’re like that.’ She held up two fingers, the second crossed over the first. ‘They love a firm hand. You ought to try it with little Blondie out there. Crack the whip a little bit; she’ll love it.’

				The colour heightened in Moira’s cheeks and she drew herself up, her spine stiffened. ‘We’re fine, thank you very much,’ she said indignantly. ‘I know what makes Sandra tick. Anyway, I hope your confidence is justified. There are a few people a bit uneasy about tossing your little rookie in at the deep end like this. There’s lots of sharks swimming about, and I’m even more concerned for her welfare now. We’ll have to keep a very careful eye out for her. I’ll brief Wills and Harris right away and get DS Pope over today. No, it’s OK, I’ll do it myself,’ she said, as Jackie opened her mouth to protest. ‘As you rightly pointed out, Jackie, I’m the one who’s in charge here. I’ll carry the can if it comes unstuck.’ She sat back in dismissal, and smiled brightly to disguise that edge of annoyance. ‘Right, please send Sandra in on your way out.’

				Jackie’s smile was just as bright, and beneath it she was equally niggled. In a mood of devilry she leaned over the seated figure in the outer office and let her fingers very casually brush through Sandra’s soft blonde curls at her brow. ‘You look absolutely gorgeous today, Sandra, honey. But then, you always do. You’ve no idea how creamy you make an old dike like me, have you?’

				The shiny red lips parted in genuine shock and the sparkling blue eyes opened wider, the cheeks highlighted with two blushes of red. Apart from a few deep looks and smiles, DI Barlow had never openly referred to the clandestine relationships decently hidden away from the office and its wanton gossip. Jackie winked and chucked her playfully under her chin. ‘Your mistress calls. Off you go. Lucky old Super. If you were my beauty I’d definitely be your beast...’

				‘I’d like a word with you, WPC Wise. A word to the Wise, eh?’ Jackie smiled thinly, but it did nothing to ease the flutters of alarm raised in Andrea’s pert breast. ‘In my office, now.’

				With her door safely closed Jackie moved round to sit behind her desk. She did not invite the uniformed figure to sit in the chair opposite, and Andy Wise remained standing stiffly in a military pose, feet six inches apart and sweaty hands clasped behind her back, just above the jut of her clenched buttocks. Because it was still a warm August day she was not wearing her jacket, and her bosom, well cradled in a sensibly substantial bra, strained temptingly against the pristine tautness of her white, short-sleeved shirt.

				‘You keeping yourself fit these days, Wise?’ Jackie let her eyes wander slowly over the full figure with lingering enjoyment, mainly from the discomfort she could read in the girl’s stance and the expression on her pretty face. ‘You look as though you could do with losing a few pounds here and there.’

				Andy felt the warm red tide sweeping up from her collar. ‘I play tennis, and swim when I can. I play hockey for Benbrough Ladies in the season. We’ll be starting training soon.’ Jackie waited, eyebrows eloquently lifted, and Andy realised what the pause was for. ‘Ma’am!’ she appended hastily, and felt her blushes increasing.

				‘Maybe it’s your lack of height that makes you look a little dumpy. The uniform does nothing for a figure like yours.’

				Andy said nothing. She seethed, but her ire was tempered by her nervousness. She knew that the old butch was after her for something, and it must be bad otherwise she would never have called her up directly. The rocket would have come through her own superiors across the corridor in uniform branch.

				‘I’ve heard you’ve been shooting your mouth off about our covert op in Gresham Street. Been chatting up your pals Harris and Mills over here. You’re very pally with my lads, aren’t you? You’re always over here, given half a chance.’ She let the distraught girl begin a stammering excuse, then held up her hand and cut her off in mid-stream. ‘I’m not bothered about you having hot pants for CID, but I won’t have you jeopardising a sensitive operation like this one. You know we’ve got the new kid, DC Christie, in under cover. It could be very dangerous, and I’m not bullshitting, if word gets out to the wrong people. And the folk we have in line have very big ears, and fingers in all sorts of pies. I won’t have some loose-knickered little tart fucking it all up, to say nothing of dropping one of my team in some very nasty clag. Got it?’

				‘Yes, Ma’am.’ Andy’s heart was racing now and her eyes were wide with dismay. ‘I wouldn’t... I haven’t talked out of turn, not outside the station, Ma’am, I swear it.’

				Jackie shook her head. Her mouth was pursed severely. She was enjoying herself. She derived a keen sense of pleasure from the obvious distress this supposedly tough little cookie was displaying. She was feeling a whole heap better already, recovering rapidly from the black mood Moira had aroused by her coming the old high horse and pulling rank on her like that. Two could play at that game, she decided, studying the scarlet young features before her. Tears were not far away, she sensed. She eased back a little, let her demeanour relax a trifle, to one of almost maternal regret.

				‘It’s a shame, Wise,’ she went on. ‘There’s a few people have had an eye on you - a very favourable eye, I might add. We were expecting big things of you. I heard you were even interested in coming across to us. Plain clothes job.’ She shook her head again, in regret rather than anger this time, and almost heard the little mew of pleading as the girl gazed at her. The dark eyes sparkled with the tears they held.

				‘Oh please, Ma’am! I’m sorry; I didn’t think I was doing anything wrong. I was just so keen - I mean, I am! Interested... I’d love to transfer to CID... when I’m ready, I mean. When you think...’

				Her voice died away, she gazed mutely at Jackie like an errant child, and Jackie felt that dark, flowering pulse of excitement deep inside. Got you! She shook her head for a third time, more slowly this time, as one who had come to a reluctant decision. ‘No, I’m afraid I’ve got no alternative. It wouldn’t be fair on DC Christie or any of the rest of the team. I’ll be putting in a disciplinary report to CI Lomas. I just thought I ought to let you know personally, in advance. Because I’ve always thought you showed a lot of promise. I must say it makes me feel bloody disappointed, Wise, but there we are.’

				Andy’s head was swimming. She still couldn’t understand it. Who the hell had dropped her in it? OK, so she’d talked about it, but it was common knowledge anyway, the Gresham Street business. And she’d only chatted with Chopper and Willie, really... and her boyfriend, Bob Tidy. She’d mentioned it to him, but only in passing. Anyway, he was one of them too, on the cars in Benbrough’s motorised section. But an official report to her superiors! It would be on her file, it would be a damn big blot; it could spoil her chances of getting promotion, of getting into CID, maybe for good!

				She stepped forward, her hands clasped in front of her as though in prayer. ‘Please, Ma’am, give me a chance - another chance. I swear, I’ll do anything! I’ll never breathe a word to anyone, ever again, I promise, Ma’am.’ The breasts rose and quivered deliciously as a small, stifled sob escaped. ‘Oh, Ma’am, please.’

				Jackie got up, deliberately, came around the desk, and put a hand firmly on Andy’s shoulder. She felt the narrow bra strap through the material of the shirt. She thrilled to the excitement of the chase, and the heady scent of conquest. She let her fingers dig in with just an extra degree of firmness. ‘Come on, now. Don’t get yourself all upset. It’s no more than a ticking off. You can pull your socks up. Make sure you do better in future.’ She let the hand fall away, but stayed close to the distressed girl. She saw the tears fall, tremble on those dark, curly lashes.

				‘But it’ll be on my record, Ma’am. Official, like. It’ll stay there. I’m begging you, Ma’am. I mean it. I’d do anything if you’ll just give me this one chance to... to redeem myself.’ Even as the words poured from her tiny alarm bells began to sound in Andy’s swirling brain, and were confirmed only seconds later as that firm hand came up again and cradled her neck, where it showed above the open collar of the shirt. It felt warm and dry, and dangerously intimate. The pad of the thumb moved up on Andy’s cheek and smudged away the tear which lay there.

				‘You’ll get me shot, you will.’ Jackie’s words came out as a low rumble. Andy felt them almost like a physical sensation, passing up into the pit of her stomach. The hand at her neck was burning hot now. ‘We could keep this entirely private, Andy. Just between us girls. I’d be sticking my neck out.’

				There was a longer pause and Andy felt her whole frame shaking. She was sure her agitation would be transmitted to the hand that was still clasped at her neck, and which felt like some kind of retraining collar holding her prisoner.

				The car pulled up outside Jackie’s flat and PC Wise stared up at the respectable façades of the tall Victorian houses. She felt sick and hollow inside, her limbs so unsteady that she wondered if they would support her when she got out of the car. ‘I’m not gay, Ma’am.’ Andy whispered the words again, dully, and winced at the dismissive laugh which greeted them.

				The sunlit living room looked so cosily prosaic it served only to add to the unreal feeling which had gripped Andy ever since she’d first agreed to be part of this mad adventure. All at once she found herself deeply regretting the choice she had made, to place herself so entirely in Barlow’s hands. She tried once more, trying not to let her voice break down completely. ‘I told you, Ma’am. I’m straight, right? I’ve never... I couldn’t be any other way. Not ever.’

				‘Have you ever tried?’

				The black hair shook in violent negation. ‘I just... couldn’t. I’m sorry, Ma’am, if you thought otherwise. You couldn’t be more wrong.’

				‘Methinks the lady doth protest too much! Shakespeare, Wise. Know what it means?’ She didn’t wait for an answer. ‘It means you’re making far too much of a song and dance about it, sweety. You’re here to be punished, not to be given the thrill of your little lifetime. See that chair? Bend over it and show me that fat arse of yours. Pronto!’

				Andy’s mouth fell open, her brown eyes popped.

				‘Don’t stand there gaping, sugar. Bend over and bare your backside. Right now!’

				The last words were roared like a sergeant major on a parade ground and Andy flinched visibly. Whimpering softly she moved slowly towards the high back of the armchair, and still with an almost somnambulant motion, she bent forward until she could feel the back resting in her midriff, and her raised rump straining tightly against the restriction of the dark skirt.

				‘You won’t feel a thing through that bloody skirt. Hitch it up, girl. Hurry up.’

				Andy felt even more dreamlike as she reached back and, with some difficulty, struggled to drag the thick material up off her bottom. With a growl of impatience Jackie seized the back of the hem. With a wrench that threatened disaster to the side fastening, she hauled up the garment at the back to expose a fetching pair of legs, clad in black nylons up to mid-thigh, where the pale flesh emerged, before the taut confines of a pair of high-waist black cotton briefs appeared stretched over the full cheeks of the buttocks.

				Jackie stared with deep pleasure and gave a throaty chuckle. ‘Hold-ups, eh? Much better than tights in this warm weather. Saves a lot of bother, I expect, especially when you’re dropping ‘em for Chopper Harris and the rest of the lads.’

				The voice which answered was muffled as it came from the depths of the cushions, and was further distorted by the sobs which caught in Andy’s throat. ‘I duh - don’t, Ma’am.’

				‘Huh? You’ve got some taste then. But I want bare cheeks, my lovely. I want you to feel this reprimand and remember it every time you sit down, at least for a few days.’ As she spoke she very lightly plucked at the elastic of the briefs as it stretched across the bare lower back, and flipped it down until the pale cheeks showed fully in all their splendour. They quivered, then dimpled as Andy clenched in involuntary anticipation of the ordeal to follow. ‘Keep still.’

				Andy heard her leave the room, and hung there, sniffling, trying to muffle her weeping and acutely aware of the cool of the air on her bare bottom, and the elastic of her knickers stretched humiliatingly across the lower fold of her cheeks. But she had little time to dwell on the indignity of her situation, for Jackie was back within seconds.

				It wasn’t until later that Andy discovered what the instrument of chastisement was, when she saw the long-handled hairbrush the aggressor had wielded. The first she knew was a startlingly loud crack and a fierce leap of flame across the resilient flesh, and her head jerked up as she let out a startled, agonised yelp. The dark, tousled head was thrust forcibly down again by Jackie’s hand fastened firmly round the back of the neck. ‘Keep the noise down, sunshine, or we’ll have the neighbours coming round to complain, and we wouldn’t want that, now would we?’ She thrust what later proved to be a tea towel at the prostrate figure. ‘Bite on that if you can’t keep quiet. Anyone would think you’d never had your arse tanned before!’

				And she certainly hadn’t - not like this! The blows came fast and with unfailing vigour, until the sobbing girl was sure her behind must be ablaze. She howled and blubbered blindly into the wet towel, and twisted violently to escape the fiery torment. She was strongly assisted in keeping to her subservient posture by the grip of Jackie’s left hand at the base of her neck, holding her down so hard that the edge of the chair prodded painfully into her stomach. She tried to plead for the punishment to cease, to beg for mercy, but her words dissolved into a formless cry, her blind face soaked with her tears and saliva, her world a red fog of scorching agony.

				Slowly she became aware that the pain was a steady burn, that the terrible splats and cracks of the devastating blows had ceased, and her shoulders heaved with the torrent of her desolate sobs. She hung there for long seconds while Jackie stood, recovering her breath and deeply aware of the wet patch pressed against her crotch, and the still powerful beat of her desire. She stared with both satisfaction and further longing at the vivid red imprints, already swelling at their edges on the pale rounds.

				Andy groaned and hissed with renewed pain when Jackie finally hauled her upright. Her bottom was afire, and she stood shivering, her knickers falling about her knees as she stood there, the narrow band of the skirt still bunched about her hips at the front and in the small of her back at the rear. Subconsciously she held the skirt up, adding to the degradation of her stance, in order to prevent the thick material making contact with her throbbing behind. She moved stiffly, like an old arthritic woman, bent forward from the hips as Jackie led her to the bathroom, and the knickers descended further, fell about her ankles and threatened even her limited motion until Jackie stooped and, at her command, Andy lifted her feet while Jackie slipped the knickers free.

				The blisters were coming up in hard ridges and Andy gasped, holding her skirt bunched about her waist, oblivious to the exposure she was making of her lower portions, even the darkly fleeced pubic mound, while Jackie applied a blessedly cold wet flannel to the abused flesh, and then finally soothed the whole area with cold cream. Jackie was kneeling in front of Andy, breathing in the entrancing scent of her muskiness. ‘Now then,’ she crooned, gazing up at the pain-ravaged features. ‘Remember what we said about trying before knocking?’

				Her fingers were still greasy with the cream as they slid up over a pale, trembling thigh, above the black stocking, and moved in on the narrow fold of the sex lips under the luxuriant black curls. Insidiously, teasingly, the fingers eased their way in through the tightness of the fissure, felt the already lubricated inner surfaces of the labia, and Andy’s dark head hung forlornly, she whimpered at the pain when her buttocks automatically clenched once more, but this time in response to an entirely novel and very different sensation.

				Two of the fingers fanned out, to open and expose the uppermost area of the vulva, the tiny hidden bud of the clitoris in its gleaming refuge, rubbed and caressed until the belly and hips thrust forward and Andy let out a cry at the new fires that were being stoked. The fingers moved again, and slid easily into the narrow entrance of the vagina, thrust into the sheath, whose spasming walls seemed to embrace them in welcome.

				Jackie moved her warm face closer until she could feel the smooth inner thigh rest against her cheek, and the pubic curls tickled her nose and her lips as she bestowed a kiss on the cushioning flesh beneath them. Rapturously she inhaled the deep, musky scent of her victim’s arousal. She let her face press closer, until it pushed against the mound and the swell of the belly. ‘I love a nice curvy tummy,’ she whispered, her breath spreading its warmth, and Andy shuddered. Jackie was nibbling and lapping now, at the sex mound and at the sturdy thighs and the crease of belly, and Andy continued to shiver, her hips grinding against the busy face in instinctive reaction to the kisses.

				Jackie came upright while keeping her fingers hooked in Andy’s vagina, until the helpless girl was leaning heavily against her as though she could not stand unaided. ‘Here, have a taste of yourself,’ she urged, slowly kissing Andy and rejoicing at the thrill of those soft lips which pressed ripely against hers, parted, yielding and accepting the penetration of the tongue, until both slithering organs writhed and twisted over one another in a ferocity of passion. When Jackie finally ended the kiss Andy clung, sagging in her grip. Jackie’s left hand was holding her by the back of her glossy black hair, pinning that helpless face against her own. ‘I think we’d better get you out of this gear, don’t you? You said you wanted to get out of uniform, didn’t you? Well, guess what? You’re gonna make it, baby, sooner than you thought.’ She gave a lecherous laugh, which seemed to pass through her entire frame, then with a grunt of effort scooped up the dishevelled, semi-naked figure in her arms. ‘So you’re not gay, eh?’ she mocked. ‘You could have fooled me!’

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Nine

				Jill started as the burly, well groomed and conservatively dressed figure bore down on her with a beaming smile. ‘Jill, so good to see you again. God, but you’re a sight for sore eyes, believe me!’

				She felt the large red hands dig in as they seized her wrists, pulled her up out of the deep armchair and drew her close. She felt his cool face burrow into her cheek and neck, caught a powerful whiff of his sharp cologne as his lips made contact just under her ear, and she shivered in the embrace, which he broke quickly enough. She could feel herself blushing as she disengaged and sat again, smoothing down the hem of the dress over her bare knees. He had clearly been observing her, and as he sat next to her and took her hand murmured quietly, ‘Got to be on the safe side. Somebody might be watching. You don’t think anyone followed you? Smile at me. At least look as though you’re pleased to see me.’

				The last sentence was delivered from behind the same smiling, fond appraisal, and only made her blush deepen. She had followed Jackie’s instructions and driven out to the Woodsman via a circuitous detour and she shook her head slightly in answer to his question. Actually she had little idea, but she guessed that if anyone had been tailing her they would have had great difficulty in keeping her under surveillance, given the busy mid-morning traffic out of town, and the devious route she had taken.

				A smart looking girl with long legs encased in black stockings shapely enough to justify the shortness of her black miniskirt and crisp white blouse came over to take their order. It had occurred to Jill that her superior had been somewhat lax in picking this out-of-town hostelry for today’s rendezvous in view of their recent visit, but Jackie had dismissed her misgivings with typical asperity.

				‘I know I think you’re gorgeous, sweety, but there’s no need to assume every letching barman has you indelibly printed on his memory,’ she’d said. ‘The Woodsman’s out of the way and, more importantly, you know where the fucking place is, so we don’t have to worry about you getting lost before we’ve even started. Besides, it’s just the kind of smart knocking shop a high-class tart like you would meet her client in. Good for the image, babe.’

				And so here she was, hollow-gutted with nerves but looking very fetching and not at all tarty, meeting up with Detective Sergeant Tony Pope, aka Martin Grimmond, successful wheeler-dealer and randy old sugar daddy of Jill Crystal; hot, bright new player in the oldest profession. Trouble was, Jill thought as she eyed this stranger with whom she was supposed to be dying to fall into bed with ASAP, that randy he might be, but old he definitely was not! She had formed a vivid picture of Martin Grimmond in her mind: tall, thin, aristocratic features attractively lined, greying, immaculately styled hair sweeping back from distinguished temples, resonating deep voice, cultured tone, urbane wit. Now she concentrated instead on the Martin Grimmond of the just-a-bit too solid flesh before her.

				Certainly he looked fleshy, even jowly, and of florid complexion. Though clean-shaven there was that hint of shadow about his chin and upper lip that suggested a thick beard and heavy stubble, designer or otherwise, should he forego a single session with his razor.

				His black hair shone and was sleekly straight, swept back from his high brow, though short at the sides and neck. His eyebrows were thick too, and though dark were of a slightly lighter shade than his glossed hair. His features were even and unremarkable, of an open ruddiness redolent of country rather than city gent.

				Least attractive in Jill’s eyes were his hands: great pink hams, raw-looking, with stubby fingers which had clamped round her wrists, with merciful brevity, like the steel restraints which were a symbol of their trade.

				‘You’ll have to get pretty pally with him,’ Jackie had warned with that disturbing, penetrating glance Jill knew so well, during their last briefing. ‘Your redhead will be watching you very closely. You’ve got to give the performance of your life, if you want to convince her and anybody else who might be watching.’

				Jill’s eyes had widened in renewed alarm at these last words. ‘Oh yes,’ Jackie nodded. ‘I know she’s clearing out to let you and Martin have the place to yourselves for your get together, but I guarantee that place will be well and truly bugged. And if you or any of our boys give the place the once over the game will be up anyway. Even if you don’t go out on the net having your oats, there’ll be someone spying on you some way, I reckon. So it’s up to you, sweetheart. You’ve got to convince them you’re for real.’

				‘You can’t... you don’t mean I should... should... you know... do it... with him?’

				Jackie had pulled her close on the tumbled bed, rolled her onto her back and spread herself over the captive figure, breast to breast, belly to belly, groin to groin. She moved in a slow rhythm, pressing intimately down on her, feeling the yielding reciprocal movement, the springy jouncing of the mattress. ‘Line of duty, babe. Or is it beyond? Up to you but like I said, you’ve got to convince some pretty tough cookies that shagging Martin is your greatest delight. Now you can make out like they do in porn movies,’ she ground her pubic bone illustratively against Jill’s, rotating her hips in a suggestive manner, ‘so no actual penetration takes place, as they say. But nobody’s got to know that except you,’ she chuckled coarsely, ‘and the redoubtable Martin, of course.’

				The words haunted Jill now as she sat opposite the total stranger in the comfortable but unremarkable pub lounge. She felt hollow and sick inside with nerves, and all at once had a terrible urge to flee the place, and him, and the whole sorry, surreal mess she had gotten herself into since coming to Benbrough.

				As if reading her mind he suddenly quaffed the rest of his drink and leaned forward decisively. ‘OK, Jill, no sense in putting this off any longer, is there? We’re supposed to be gagging for each other. Let’s get the show on the road.’

				Her brown eyes looked wild, trapped. ‘I don’t, I mean, I can’t... you know. Do it for real.’ The crimson swept up warmly and her gaze lowered. His hand was warm, steady over hers, but felt like the grip of a jailer as he stood and drew her up after him.

				‘We’ll worry about that when we get there,’ he said reassuringly. ‘Drive slow, eh, so I can follow you? I don’t want to get lost on the way. And remember, Christ knows who’ll be watching when we get to Gresham Street, or how.’

				Jill gave a tiny whimper of dismay as his arms enfolded her in an intimate hug almost as soon as they had entered the silent house. ‘Come on, love.’ His breath was warm as he whispered in her ear. ‘Hot and steamy, all the way. You haven’t sussed the place for cameras, have you? Apart from the webcam upstairs? They could have them all over the place.’

				Manfully she strained against him, her arms vice-like around his neck, and took her turn at nibbling at his ear. ‘I haven’t searched myself. But I’m sure there aren’t. I asked Liz, and she told me there aren’t any.’

				He swung her round and pushed her forcefully against the wall of the dim, narrow passage. His lips were nuzzling her neck now, just below her cute little earlobe. ‘You believe her? You think she trusts you?’

				‘We’re very... close,’ she whispered back, pressing her lips in simulated enthusiasm against his burrowing face.

				‘I know; I’ve seen the movie.’ She felt the suppressed shiver of his snigger before he released her, and she experienced that sudden rush of disliking, the sickening feeling deep in her tummy that classified him with Chopper Harris and Wills, and all the other males she had come into contact with since she’d become embroiled in this nightmare. His hand clamped possessively about her waist and she placed her own over it, dutifully holding him to her as she led him from the dimness into the bright daylight of the small back room.

				‘We’ve got the whole place to ourselves,’ she announced with bubbly, theatrical vigour. And that was just what she felt like, she acknowledged; an uncertain am-dram actress hamming it up on stage at the local village hall. Her voice seemed to ring excessively loud in her own ears. ‘Why don’t you make yourself comfy while I make us a nice cup of coffee?’

				But he grabbed her even before she could take the two steps necessary to get her back to the door, and pulled her down onto the couch on top of him. ‘The coffee can wait, but I can’t,’ he drooled. ‘I’ve missed you, Jill, and I can’t tell you how much I’ve been longing for this.’

				His hands were everywhere, thrusting under the light summer dress, roaming over her bare legs, her buttocks and the lace-fringed silk of the French knickers she wore beneath, exposing their transparency to view. Fortunately his ardent kiss sealed her mouth and trapped the involuntary little scream in her throat. ‘Make it good for fuck’s sake,’ he breathed indistinctly, his lips pressed against her smooth cheek.

				‘Not here,’ she panted convincingly. ‘Let’s go upstairs.’ Now it was she who seized his hand, led him back out into the narrow corridor and towards the staircase. Halfway up she paused, pretending to stumble, and pulled him down once more in an ungainly sprawl. ‘I can’t do it,’ she gasped into his mouth as she kissed him, laying awkwardly, the front edge of a stair digging into her kidney as she held him tightly on top of her. ‘I’m sorry, but I just can’t. Not the whole thing... you know... all the way.’

				He kissed her hard in return, his rising passion genuine and his hands scrabbling under the dress again, fingers digging hungrily into her thighs. ‘Let’s hope there isn’t a camera on the stairs,’ he mumbled. ‘They warned me about you. Told me you might be difficult. But you’ll go as far as you have to, Constable. And that’s a fucking order. This is not going to go tits up just because you’re fucking frigid. So dike or no dike, get up there and make like you’re gagging for it, right?’

				His hand had reached right up inside the dishevelled dress and she felt it nudge her silk-covered sex, a finger pressing between the traitorously moistening lips. He then scooped her up and carried her bodily the last few steps onto the landing. ‘Where do we go?’ he panted.

				Dizzily she remembered Liz’s husky tones and her petulant pout. ‘Don’t let him fuck you in our bed, baby. Use the studio instead.’ That was the pet name for the front bedroom with all the equipment in it. Still tingling with the aftershock of his warning, Jill pointed dumbly with a foot and he bore her through the door and fell with her onto the vast white bed and the pile of exotic cushions.

				She made no effort to resist. She hardly felt capable of making any coordinated movement on her own, and flopped like a ragdoll as he drew her up and unzipped the cotton dress and dragged it impatiently up and over her head. Underneath she wore only the knickers and a camisole of dark chiffon. The pleated bust had a satin trim, through which her breasts showed in teasing mistiness. Her arms folded in feeble protest for an instant, which might well have been identified by any covert observer as a coy pretence designed merely to enflame his ardour, for the move did not delay at all the sweeping removal of the flimsy little garment. She lolled back weakly against the cushions, allowing him an unimpeded view of her entrancing breasts.

				Her sole remaining garment, the delicate knickers, were also virtually transparent with a fancy picot edging to the waistband and the legs. As his hard fingers dug into the elastic to slide them down over her hips he leaned over until he was lying on top of her. She could feel the rub of his shirt on her nipples, which were erect and shamefully sensitive to his touch. His red face was on hers, his lips kissing possessively then moving slightly for his hoarse whisper in her ear. ‘I’m not going to force you, but we have to look as if we’re really fucking each other, and loving every second of it.’

				Her arms went around his back, pulling him even closer, hidden under his smothering bulk. She thrust herself up against him in feigned passion, returning his fierce embrace. ‘I really can’t,’ she desperately whispered back, her cheeks blushing with the embarrassment of her admission. ‘I-I’ve never done it with a man. Never...’

				She felt him tense for a second, his body rigid on hers, and heard his muffled gasp. She was flayed with shame as she realised he was struggling to believe what he had just heard. ‘Oh shit,’ he cursed, his voice almost rising to dangerous levels. ‘I don’t fucking believe it. A virgin on a job like this? Shit!’

				She was choked too, by her chagrin and by the onset of tears. ‘No, I didn’t... I mean...I think I’m a lesbian.’

				His hands had slid inside her knickers. She felt those thick fingers brushing intimately over her hips and thighs as he worked the silk down, free of her sex and buttocks to leave them clinging in a restricting band just above her knees, while his hands moved up once more to seize her flushed face as he kissed her again. ‘For fuck’s sake, Jill,’ he murmured urgently into her mouth, ‘it’s too late and too dangerous for both of us to back out now. You’ve got no choice. We’ve got to make this look good, and I can’t wait any longer!’ He grabbed her wrist painfully and dragged it down to the bulge of his cock, straining against the thin material of his summer slacks.

				In spite of her panic she found herself obeying him as he eased his hips away from her slightly, and she struggled with the zip of his fly and the unfamiliar process of releasing a throbbing penis from its restrictive concealment. She shuddered and gave a small whimper at the novel sensation of the uncoiling thickness, the fierce animal thrust of hot flesh, slick already with a little glistening emission as it pulsed in her tentative fingers.

				He buried his face in her silky hair as though whispering more sweet-nothings to her. ‘Never mind the lesbian, I hope you’re a bloody good thespian, darling, cos I bet you two months’ salary they’ve got at least one camera trained on us somewhere in this room.’

				He gave a groan of lust and drove himself down onto her, and for the first time Jill felt the hungry touch of a rampant penis on her most intimate flesh, but he did not penetrate her. Instead the muscled column and the lolling scrotum beneath it pressed at the conflux of her closed thighs and belly, and in an ecstatic flash of fear and delight she felt all his male strength in the mighty spasm of his prick against her, then the surging flood of his discharge, thick, potent, pungent, over her pubic mound and the softness of her tummy, the viscous seed already cooling as it spread up to the shallow recess of her navel.

				‘Oh shit, Jilly,’ he grunted, ‘I’m sorry. I couldn’t wait any longer. If you knew how much I’ve been longing for you!’

				Jill was too shocked and dazed to appreciate the brilliant authenticity of this virtuoso performance, if performance it was. She could feel him lying on top of her, his weight bearing her down into the mattress, and feel the sticky, copious fluid which sealed their conjoined bodies, her nostrils full of that distinctive odour, and feel the shaking of his frame in this convincing display of shame and embarrassment. In spite of her shock and confusion she found her arms tightening around him instinctively, to hold and comfort, thinking as she did so that by this messy and premature climax he had avoided forcing her to have sex with him. But even more shocking and mind-bending was her recognition of her own arousal and her inability to decipher just how she felt about this surprisingly frustrating non-conclusion.

				She had no time to gather her whirling thoughts though, because even as his come was drying on her skin he lifted himself free of her and with one swift tug pulled off the knickers clinging in that dark band around her knees. He seized the backs of her calves and hauled her down the bed, spreading her limbs wide as he did so, and she lay splayed nakedly before him. ‘But let me make it right for you,’ he gabbled earnestly, and she gave a little cry as his searching face buried between her spread thighs and drove against her wet sex and the soft curls of her pubis. His tongue was lapping, reaming the fleshy lips, seeking out that beating little bud of her clitoris, aided by probing fingers that peeled back the gleaming, fleshy tissue with which nature protected it.

				Everything fled from her reeling consciousness, except that insatiable appetite, that thrilling onrush she was familiar with at the skilful attentions of other lovers, but which she had never experienced at the hands and tongue of a man, and which brought her to that burst of a delicious orgasm as shattering and consuming as any she had known.

				Somehow she was not shocked when, waking from her drifting half-dream some minutes later, she found he was naked, lying cradling her in his arms. The dreamlike sensation continued as he helped her up from the bed and led her to the small bathroom. She glowed with an inner warmth as she watched him turn on the bath taps, and added fragrant lotions to the flowing water until it carried a thick cream of bubbles. She could not keep her eyes from his resting penis, quite unthreatening now as it hung limply, shrouded in the thick collar of his foreskin. She stared, fascinated. He came close and put his hand tenderly on her shoulder. He leaned in and nuzzled at her temple, making the most of the noise of the flowing water to whisper, ‘You’re doing great, Jill. I’m certain there was a camera linked up somewhere in the bedroom, but you did just fine.’

				She reached up to encircle his shoulders with her arms and to keep him close as she returned his kiss. ‘The computer wasn’t on,’ she said. ‘The camera wasn’t activated.’

				‘It could have been linked up to another PC somewhere. I can’t believe they wouldn’t have this place rigged.’ He held her naked body against his. She was trembling, but it was not through cold. The fear, if it was there, was her fear of the unknown, and was part of the quickening beat of the excitement which sent the blood racing through her veins. She took his hand and they stepped into the fragrant, foaming water, sat and faced each other, their limbs intimately entangled in the bath as they cuddled each other.

				She saw the glinting head of his prick peep out of the glistening, shifting bubbles. The helm looked huge, like a purple mushroom. A hand closed around her neck, pulling her face close to his so that she had to bend forward, her knees raised higher out of the water. ‘Don’t be scared of it,’ he said enigmatically. ‘We’ve got to go through with it, Jill. There’s no other way, is there?’

				She was trembling and her heart fluttered. It was as though all her strength were draining from her, flowing into the warm caress of the water, and the feel of his strong limbs enclosing her, trapping her. She was utterly helpless, as totally in his power as she had been under Jackie’s dominion from the first day she had met her. Though she could feel the tears welling close to the surface at her powerlessness, she was aware also of that fatal, insidious attraction, a recognition that her weakness was part of the excitement possessing her.

				She was his. As far as she was concerned, they were lovers already. He had made love to her with his mouth and his fingers, and her orgasm had been as consuming as any she had known with Jackie - or with Sharon before her.

				She was incapable of resistance, her limbs nerveless as whispering encouragement he took her hands and placed them on that tall column of muscle whose dome now bobbed and reared majestically above the water. He took a bar of perfumed soap and, with his hands on hers and both pairs massaging that throbbing shaft of his penis, and the hidden softness of the balls beneath, he covered them with the rich creaminess and his cock stood up rock-hard.

				‘Come on, Jill,’ he urged, his cheek, hot and shining, rubbing against hers. ‘Come on.’ His hands clutched her elbows, pulling her to him. She felt his feet sliding under her buttocks, curling strongly upward, his toes digging into her cheeks to assist her movement onto his waiting thighs. ‘Don’t be scared,’ he whispered when their open mouths came together. ‘I’ll be gentle.’

				His hands were under her thighs, kneading the tender flesh as he spread them wide, folding her to fit over his lap and his rearing weapon. He held her tightly by the hips and somehow she managed to slide her legs into the narrow space either side of him, and she felt, for the first time in her twenty-two years, the tip of a penis nuzzling into her, and then... yes! And she cried, with an unbearably eager excitement as the potent length of the shaft rose into her, up into the clinging narrowness of her sheath, and moved like an oiled piston to meld both discomfort and utter pleasure into a consuming union.

				Inside an anonymous white van parked at the junction of Gresham Street and Court Road, less than twenty yards from the neat, newly painted house with the blue door, the stuffy air was fetid and acrid with the charged, heavy breathing of the two occupants concealed in its darkened rear. Only whispered, drawn out expletives, like fervent prayer, could express their emotion as Willy and Chopper crouched and gazed riveted at the bird’s-eye view on the screen of the undulating bodies, the patterns of their soldered flesh as they heaved and writhed and splashed on their plunging ride to fulfilment.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Ten

				Andrea Wise winced at the resounding crash of the door and the tremble of the coffee cups in the wake of Bob Tidy’s departure. The air seemed to shimmer visibly in the room. She listened to the clatter of his feet down the stairs, and the slightly fainter crash as he slammed the front door on leaving the building. She lay back listlessly on the settee, and let the tears start again from her puffed and reddened eyes. The ache of her tender buttocks reasserted itself and she stiffened and groaned softly, moved to ease the discomfort, drawing up her bare feet, raising her knees to lie cramped along the restricted length of the two-seater.

				Bob Tidy was on the cars, speeding up and down the motorways usually, taking coffee breaks in the Services and the greasy spoons, or dozing out the dregs of a shift in some deserted lay-by. He had been her boyfriend for five months. She would miss him. He had been good fun and the sex was good, most of the time, but that was really all there had ever been to it. She was glad now that she had never taken up his occasional suggestions that they should move in together. This parting would have been so much messier, and she had made it clear from the beginning that she was not looking to form any seriously long-term relationship. She might appear happy-go-lucky sometimes, but she was deadly serious about her career in the police force. A fiercely emotional attachment was the last thing she wanted at this stage. She was sorry that her association with Bob had ended in such a blazing row, but she knew that the tears that assailed her now were largely for herself and her own private predicament, and that losing Bob was certainly not the major problem occupying her gloomy thoughts.

				It was, however, fierce emotion which had turned her life upside down three days ago, and doubly ironic that it should involve both her overriding ambition to succeed in her career and the whole basis of her sexual makeup. She had known, or at least part of her had known, from the very first moment when she had chosen to accept DI Barlow’s deviant lifeline to escape official reprimand, just how murky the waters would be that she was getting herself into. ‘I’m not gay, Ma’am,’ she had reiterated, twice if not thrice, like some latter day Simon Peter, and now the distraught girl was forced to recognise the fact that her denial was equally perfidious. In that sunlit suburban bedroom to which Jackie Barlow had carried her like a babe in arms, all her previous certainties had been stripped way with the rest of her clothing until even the throbbing of her flayed backside had been superseded by the fiery baptism of sex the older woman had consumed her with.

				The stigmata of her downfall were all too vividly with her still, in the mass of multihued bruises covering her bottom. She had spent many tearful minutes staring at the evidence in her mirror, her upper body twisted, to observe the change of the glowing red welts to the dark purples and smoky paler tones of the bruises which emerged after the initial fiery pain had died. It was her anxiety to prevent Bob from seeing her abused bum, and the sensitivity of her strained nerves, which had sparked off the quarrel that led to the final explosion and the break up.

				She’d had three virtually solitary days in which to contemplate the sea change that had overtaken her. She had endured torturous hours of self-examination and reassessment, lying in her bed, mercifully un-plagued by the few other occupants of this land of bedsits. The beating itself was suffused with shaded mystical undertones. Apart from the ordeal of having such pain inflicted to a degree she had never known, there was the undeniable emotional scar of Barlow’s total domination of her, Andy’s own acceptance of her role as victim. She could not get out of her head that memory of prostrating herself over the chair, of her own hands reaching back, sliding up the uniform skirt to reveal her flanks, offering them for punishment. Nor could she drive away her vivid recall of what happened afterwards; Jackie’s firm but tender handling of her, and the slow but unstoppable rise of passion the woman had aroused, to that fearsome, brilliant climax...

				And all at once, unbidden, had come a startling recall of a long ago fantasy, begun in childhood, which had returned occasionally to plague her since adolescence. ‘Uncle’ Peter - a vague relative, she had thought, granted the honorary title of uncle to Andrea and her brother - had always seemed a charismatic figure to Andy. She was secretly jealous of her mother’s close relationship with him - she had once seen them kissing passionately, arms around each other, though her mother had laughed it off in that affected careless way she had.

				Then one night, during the turbulent onslaught of puberty, she had dreamed up a wicked scenario in which Andy herself had grown, to be as tall and as slim and graceful as her mother, and sneaked in to ‘borrow’, without asking, one of her mum’s sets of elegant silk underwear for a dance she was attending. Coming home very late, after a dizzying, rapturous evening dancing with a succession of handsome, love-struck boys, with whom she had exchanged even more dizzying and rapturous kisses, she found the house deserted, except for an ominously tight-lipped and simmering Uncle Peter.

				‘You took your mother’s things.’ His voice was quiet with repressed emotion. ‘You’re a wicked girl, and you deserve to be punished.’ In the same cold, implacable tone he ordered her to take off her long evening dress. Silently she reached back and managed to draw down the zip. She shrugged it off her shoulders and off her hips, then stepped out of its folds and stood in the slip, in front of him, in her heeled dance slippers and dark nylon stockings.

				She remained silent as she watched him turn and reach for a thin bamboo cane, then face her again. ‘I want this to be a painful lesson to you. One you’ll never forget. Take off whatever you’re wearing underneath the slip, and the stockings. Then come over here.’ He turned and walked to the dining table and chairs by the window. He kept his back to her.

				With a little gasp of... what? Shame, yes, and fear, but also with a sudden hammering excitement she reached for the lace-trimmed hem, lifted the flowing satin up to expose the tops of the dark stockings, and rolled them down, slipping off the dainty shoes before she eased the nylons off her feet. Her eyes were riveted on the figure of Uncle Peter, whose back remained towards her as she reached up, her fingers sliding into the elastic of the panties. They were edged with a creamy band of lace, which scratched softly at her skin as she pushed them down, felt them caress her feet as she stepped out of them.

				She bent quickly and retrieved them, and the stockings, feeling the flow of the silk as the slip shimmered into place once more. She put the scraps of clothing on top of the dress, which she had laid over the back of the armchair. Uncle Peter still had his back to her. ‘I’m ready, Uncle Peter,’ she whispered.

				‘Then come over here, to me.’

				She obeyed, walking slowly and sinuously, vividly aware of her nakedness beneath the fragile silk, feeling its ripple and flow about her unrestricted body, the cool flow of air on her bare legs. She stared down at her feet as she moved. They were not the solid, rather stubby feet of the real Andy. These were long, narrow, elegant; graceful dancer’s feet, with high arch and instep. The toes, nails darkly painted and immaculately shaped and groomed, gripped into the thick pile of the carpet, pushing her forward, carrying her in a flowing, dancer’s movement, over to where he waited impassively. Her heart was beating rapidly; she was almost holding her breath.

				He tapped the polished surface of the table with the tip of the cane. ‘Bend over.’

				She obeyed, shivering at the feel of the hard cold wood on her bare arms and shoulders and the side of her face as she settled herself. The thin silk straps of the slip moved a fraction, giving a little at her bent posture.

				She waited, trembling but otherwise quite still, except for the tensing of muscles throughout her body and the deep hollowing of her buttocks as they, too, clenched in expectation of biting pain. In an ecstasy of fear and of throbbing, dampening delight, she anticipated the feel of him drawing up the silk, imagining his involuntary admiration at the baring of those twin globes of flesh.

				It did not come. Instead he let his eyes feast on the curves, the dimples showing under the thin satin, the cleft which the material clung to and delineated so divinely, before he rose lightly on his toes and delivered the first swishing, icily blazing stroke across the centre of her behind, from which the light bamboo rebounded resiliently as her first scream pierced the stillness of the room.

				Even now, after the years of this favourite fantasy of hers, lying on the settee in her homely room Andy felt the pulsing reaction, the spasming of her sex muscles and the dampness which heralded her arousal. And fantasy mingled with the fiercely real memory, and the accompanying ache of her sore flesh as she relived the all too authentic thrashing administered by her superior. Tears brimmed and blurred her sight as, helpless in the grip of her hunger, she dug her bare heels into the worn cushions and lifted her hips clear, and eased the cotton shorts and white briefs beneath them down her thighs in one movement, wriggled and kicked them clear of her feet. Her hands fell between her thighs, stroked the smooth skin of their inner surface, and her fingers trailed lightly over the puckered folds of her sex, which flowered open, secreting their oily musk at the stimulation she bestowed.

				Liz Grant came into the bedroom. Jill was sitting at the dressing table. The strip light above the mirror lit her upper body with theatrical brilliance. She was wearing a bra of embroidered stretch tulle, the tops of the plunging cups edged with a thin piping of lace. Liz could see the small circles of the areolae just peeping through the thin mesh of the material and the swirling scrolls of the embroidery. The matching mini-briefs were a miniscule triangle at her mound as she sat on the stool. The ceiling light was off, and the restricted glow of the bedside lamp at Jill’s side of the bed made the room an intimate, cosy softness of light and shadows.

				The fragrance of the bath came wafting in with the tall redhead, whose loosely tied black negligee swung open to reveal the nakedness beneath as she came across to Jill and laid her hands on her shoulders. ‘Please, tell me you didn’t let your Martin shag you in here?’ she said.

				Jill was glad of the excuse she had to keep her eyes trained on her reflection as she rubbed the night cream delicately into the area beneath her eyes. ‘No, of course not,’ she replied. ‘I wouldn’t.’ She paused fractionally, her heart beating fast before she continued. ‘Anyway, are you sure you weren’t watching?’ She felt the fingers tighten into her shoulders.

				‘What the hell do you mean? You know damned well I’ve been out all day.’

				Jill managed a light laugh and moved just a little, enough to make Liz have to release her. She bent close to the glass, scrutinising her own reflection. ‘Oh, it was that camera,’ she said. ‘Martin got quite uptight about it. He thought you must have the place bugged.’

				Liz’s mouth twitched in a hidden smile as she recalled the scene played out earlier in the day on the bed next door. Martin wasn’t as dopey as he had looked when he prematurely shot his bolt all over Jill’s tummy. Nor, judging by the later performance in the bath was her darling quite as laid back as she made out when it came to hetero-shags. The way the babe had squirmed and squealed and generally made one hell of a song and dance about it, anyone would think it was her first time. But one thing was for sure; she was certainly a lot nearer the beginning of her career as a whore than she made out.

				Liz cast aside the black lace gown and sat down on the bed, waiting for her partner to finish her night time ritual. ‘I suppose you’re far too exhausted for any hot stuff tonight, yeah? Not that I’m complaining, mind. I’m pretty well tuckered myself, as it happens. Us poor working girls, eh?’ She giggled and sprawled back across the bed.

				Jill finished wiping her face and hands and dropped the used cotton wool into the waste basket. She swivelled round. The glow of the light fell onto the reclining figure, who held her arms wide open in invitation; an invitation Jill accepted by slipping onto the soft bed and snuggling into the comfortable embrace.

				‘So,’ Liz whispered against Jill’s dark hair. ‘You haven’t gone off me now that big prick Martin’s come riding back into town?’

				‘What do you think?’ Jill thrust her belly against that of the taller girl. ‘There’s no contest, you should know that.’

				‘What do you know about this feller of yours, then? There isn’t much to go on, is there?’

				At once the alarm bells were sounding in Jill’s head, despite her utter weariness after the day’s momentous events. ‘What do you mean?’ Her voice was sharp, alert with suspicion - and fear.

				Liz’s tone was as sleepy and non-belligerent as ever. ‘Hey, no big deal, honey. I’m just looking out for you, that’s all. I don’t want you being whipped off to some whorehouse in Shanghai. I know a few wheeler-dealers myself, and I just happened to mention his name. Nobody’s ever heard of him.’

				‘Why should they?’ Jill’s voice was still sharp. ‘He’s not some gangster type, you know. He doesn’t want to keep a high profile. Quite the opposite, in fact. He’s in business, dabbles in all sorts. Mostly abroad; the Far East, the Gulf, and when he’s in the UK he’s based up north. When he’s in England that’s where he hangs out. Yorkshire, somewhere.’ She made an effort to relax, let the tension slip from her tone. ‘Anyway, why so interested? Who’ve you been talking to? Anyone I should know?’

				‘Maybe, baby. Benbrough’s not such a small pond as you might think. There are one or two high flyers here I could introduce you to. Martin’s not the only big fish.’

				‘I didn’t say he was a big fish. But he’s pretty loaded, I do know that. Still, introduce me to your high flyers by all means. Bring ‘em on.’

				Liz gave a lazy, throaty chuckle. Her arm came up round Jill’s slim neck and dragged her face close to her searching, waiting mouth. They kissed long and hungrily. ‘Mmm... now let’s get some sleep.’

				‘Wow, baby, you’re a great kisser, do you know that? You’ve got gorgeous lips on you. You sure you haven’t had them botoxed or anything?’

				Jackie eased her face forward and let her mouth clamp once more against Andy’s, which opened yieldingly, even as her throat gave a smothered little whimper of fright and protest. The handle of one of the drawers of the filing cabinet against which the Inspector had her trapped dug painfully between Andy’s shoulder blades. She could feel the tightness of the uniform skirt across her thighs preventing Jackie’s efforts to thrust a knee between her legs. When, finally, tongues and lips disengaged, Andy was panting and frantic with alarm. ‘Please Ma’am,’ she gasped, inhaling deeply, ‘someone might come in and catch us! Please!’

				Jackie’s hand slid around Andy’s hip for one last pat of the serge-covered behind before she released the uniformed figure, and savoured the sight of those thrusting breasts heaving beneath the white shirt against which they strained. She was a well-built, pneumatic girl all right. Everything about her was chunky, from that full, promising mouth to the splendid handful of her tits and the superbly rounded cheeks of her cute arse. She knew she ought to be perhaps a little more romantically poetic about Andy Wise’s attributes, but as she had readily confessed to the weeping figure who lay for that first night in her tumbled bed, Tennyson or Byron she was not. Nevertheless, she could appreciate the contrast between Andy’s solid, healthy Yorkshire fulsomeness, and Jill’s lean and willowy, more fragile proportions. And she was well aware of how lucky she was to be able to enjoy both, she acknowledged, allowing her latest victim to ease away from the entrapment of the filing cabinet and the encroaching desk.

				After the unexpected pleasure of their first supreme night together, Jackie had left the stunned little Yorkshire lass to stew in her own juice for a while. After all, it had been a baptism of fire for the girl, in more ways than one, and Jackie deduced she would have much to ponder, apart from her stinging bum. She could hardly contain the smug smile which threatened to spread across her features whenever she thought of that endearing northern voice and its imperative bleat. ‘I’m not gay, Ma’am... I never could be.’ Well, she’d stuffed that little lie well and truly up the little madam’s cute pipe for her, and no mistake!

				Andy had turned up after two days off sick, moving like an old lady, talking about a particularly nasty tummy bug and wincing every time her backside came into contact with a chair. Everyone agreed she must be feeling rough, for they had never known her sunny and ebullient personality to be so totally eclipsed. Also, she had been conspicuously absent from the CID room, where formerly she spent every possible minute. When she did finally come face to face with DI Barlow she crimsoned up so fiercely that Jackie was convinced she must have blushed from those cute and chubby feet up to the crown of her black hair.

				Jackie already knew through the unfailing grapevine at Benbrough nick that Andy had packed in with her boyfriend from the cars. It was time for her reward - and for the reeling in to the Sapphic sisterhood which was growing by leaps and bounds. ‘Andy,’ she said, breathing as much seduction and intimacy as a detective inspector might manage to a lowly woman police constable, ‘I’d like to use you on this assignment, if you’re willing. I’ll have a word with Inspector Lomas. Be a good opportunity for you to see if you really do want to come over to plain clothes. I want you temporarily seconded to CID for the Gresham operation - or Operation Knocking Shop, as your colleagues over here call it. What do you say?’

				Jackie recognised the struggle going on in that pert and straining breast she was still admiring. The dull red tide came sweeping up into the youthful face, the dark eyes flickered helplessly.

				It was a genuine struggle, for Andy could not help but know what other hidden agenda lurked within the question. Was she ready to acknowledge what had taken place in DI Barlow’s flat; to acknowledge this wholesale shift in her sexual orientation and give herself up to the predatory older figure of authority, to prostitute herself for the sake of her career? For that, she was sure, would be her reward. She would indeed be able to transfer to CID branch, and if she consented to remain a lover of her superior no doubt have the chance to rise within the ranks, perhaps to success as great as Barlow or even higher. After all, there were rumours, too, about DCS Sharp and her blonde admin assistant.

				The world seemed to stop for an instant; a long, timeless second or more while Andy stood there, poised on the edge of this deep abyss, and even at that critical juncture uncertain what she should, and would do. ‘Yes,’ she breathed, a whispered hiss of acknowledgement and acquiescence, and shivered as she saw the slow, comprehensive look of those eyes passing over every inch of her, and exulting in her new possession.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Eleven

				‘Apart from knowing that our two coverts are keeping themselves nice and clean shagging in the soapsuds, what exactly are we getting from all these porno frolics?’ DCS Moira Sharp eyed Jackie keenly, and with some surprise at her subordinate’s apparent composure. ‘Aren’t you just a wee bit narked?’ she asked cattily. They had just watched on screen the intimate scenes which had taken place at 41 Gresham Street on the first occasion that DS Tony Pope and Jill Christie had come together. ‘And how did you manage to get hold of it?’ She nodded at the disc Jackie was extracting from the machine. ‘They didn’t go out on that whore’s website, did they?’

				Still unperturbed, Jackie was replacing it with another. She turned from her crouch in front of the set and tapped the side of her nose. ‘That’s the marvels of modern technology, Ma’am.’ She grinned. ‘Apparently with the latest gizmo you can tap into anybody’s PC as long as you’re near enough to pick up the signal when it’s on, and download whatever you want. Even our own Laurel and Hardy, aka Chopper and Willy, can manage it from their van.’

				‘They’ve seen all this lot, have they? They’ve seen this Pope guy getting his end away, and the redhead and your bird carrying on with each other?’

				The needling tone had crept into Moira’s voice again, and Jackie had to make a greater effort to keep her irritation in check. ‘And more besides,’ she said. ‘That was just the warm-up act. Wait till you see the big picture.’ She nodded at the disc she had just inserted into the slot.

				‘Are you happy about Harris and Wills gobbing your girlie in all this?’

				Jackie drew a deep breath, kept her voice level. ‘Well, if you recall I wasn’t happy about having them as surveillance at all. But as you pointed out, Ma’am, they come a damn sight cheaper than outsiders, so needs must, I suppose.’

				The ‘ma’am’ was a studied insolence, as Moira well knew, but she didn’t rise to it. They went back too long, were too close and were too much alike. ‘And now you’ve got young Wise in your clutches, eh? Not literally, surely?’ The carefully pencilled eyebrows were raised. ‘I hear she’s chucked that young tosser on the cars. They were quite an item, I thought. Don’t tell me you’ve persuaded her to try alternative therapy?’

				Jackie nodded in the direction of the locked door, on the other side of which Sandra was holding the fort. ‘Your eyes and ears are working pretty well still, then? I bet this lot will make her wet her little pants!’

				Moira smiled and held up her hands in mock horror. ‘Please, Inspector, I couldn’t show this lot to my little San. The poor little flower would faint away at the very idea. So, what about Andy Wise then? Are we going to see her frolicking around in her buff, too? Because like I said, apart from helping members of the department to set up a nice little sideline in porno-vice and video tasties, I’d like to know what we’re getting out of it.’

				‘Wait. Watch this first and keep both hands above the desk while you do!’

				The location was not Gresham Street but some larger, clearly more professional studio, the quality of camera work and the variety of angles and views of the protagonists much greater. Liz and Jill, in the briefest of bikinis, gambolled in what looked like a large version of a children’s paddling pool, filled with a glistening volume of artificial mud. The dialogue consisted of nothing more than giggles, then squeals and high-pitched screams, the action a melange of waving limbs and mock, girlie struggles. The wrestling romp ended with both girls stripping one another of the bikinis, which led briefly to another humorous and also highly stirring flash of white breasts and buttocks, until they too vanished under the glutinous coating and the mudlarks finally stood, gasping with effort, white teeth gleaming amid the darkness, and arm in arm waved goodbye to the camera.

				Moira was about to speak when Jackie imperiously held up a hand and nodded at the screen. A suave male in white tux and black bow tie began to list a whole load of info and names, quoting titles and websites, before he faded and, to the throbbing accompaniment of more guitar and drums, a tall black girl appeared dressed in what seemed to be two small chamois leathers over her sex and buttocks, and several beaded bracelets and anklets on arms and legs. She began dancing and swaying and making love to herself with a long phallus like a slightly curved banana.

				Jackie snapped off the picture and sat again with a soft chuckle. ‘You can watch the rest later, in private. It’s all a bit much for two old dikes like us, eh?’

				‘Speak for yourself!’ Moira Sharp’s annoyance, which had been largely dissipated during the viewing, reasserted itself. ‘Like I said before, just where the hell is all this lot going, apart from turning your Christie bird into a talented porno star?’

				‘Well, that’s just it. You saw that bloke spouting all that gobbledygook. That’s just what this is. All part of a porno flick, in a mega-buck market.’

				‘What?’ Moira Sharp’s tone and expression were eloquent with scorn. ‘Two birds wrestling in mud? You could get away with that on terrestrial TV these days - and probably before the watershed.’

				‘That’s just a taster. You haven’t seen the stuff that goes with it. But that doesn’t matter.’ She waved aside Moira’s protest airily. ‘It’s who, not what, that’s important. Guess who’s involving himself in this stuff? Yep, yours truly, Jack Palmer. Liz Grant was invited by the big man himself, and told to bring her new chum along. Jill will be able to get closer to him, get in on what’s going down. So we’ve just got to be a bit patient and we’ll have him, I know we will.’

				Reluctantly Moira was forced to accede to Jackie’s confidence, but she shook her head. ‘I’m still worried about Christie getting herself in so deep. She still seems wet behind her what’s-its. But I’ve got to admit, Jackie, I’d never have believed you’d have got her this far. All this...’ she nodded at the blank screen, ‘I’ve got to hand it to you, you’ve got a way with these young tarts. How do you do it?’

				‘I swear to God, I don’t know how she does it. When that Christie slag walked into the nick that first day who’d have thought we’d be sat here watching her giving it welly any which way up and flashing it all about? Come on, Andy, tell us the boss’s secret. What is it she does to her girls to get them laying it all on the line for her? You must know. You’re one of the all-girls-together, you-lick-mine-and-I’ll-lick-yours muffin mafia now, aren’t you?’

				In the fetid dimness of the enclosed van, Andy could feel her face growing even hotter, the red blush rising along with her disgust. ‘Shut the fuck up!’ she hissed at Chopper Harris’s grinning features.

				‘What’s oop, chook?’ he mocked, exaggerating her northern vowels. ‘Nobody blames you for booting old Bob the Driver into touch for Butch Barlow, giving up dick for dike. You’re a career girl after all, and look where it’s got you already. Out of uniform and into the elite!’ He gestured grandly at himself and Detective Sergeant Wills, who grinned in support.

				‘I’ve been trying to do that for ages, haven’t I, Andy? Get her out of uniform,’ he explained needlessly to his colleague.

				‘This is just about the perfect job for you two, isn’t it?’ Andy said scornfully. ‘Sat looking at dirty movies all day. You couple of pervs.’

				‘Ooh, that hurts, babe,’ Chopper returned. ‘You shouldn’t bad mouth us like that. We can’t help being heteros.’

				‘Fuck off!’ She moved away, though there was not far to go in the cramped interior, and looked forward through the side window of the front compartment, gazing across at the neat blue front door of 41 Gresham Street.

				She was angry with herself, for the way she let them get to her so easily. Her skin felt like egg shell these days. Her voice was all too ready to grow husky and tremble with emotion, and she felt the bitterness rising like bile at the thought of how discomposing had been the effect of Jackie Barlow’s turbulent eruption into her life. Tears were never far away. All her old sunny ebullience had evaporated, along with her confidence in dealing with colleagues like these two, with whom she had happily sparred and held her own, in those days, their passing hardly into double figures yet, now rapidly acquiring the epithet ‘good old’.

				It was a torment now to be cooped up in this tiny capsule with them. She felt like physically shrinking from them every time they touched or came near her. She had put on an old pair of jeans, a baggy sweater over her T-shirt, and an old pair of hiking boots, and still she felt constantly on edge and aware of her body. ‘I’m going to take a stroll around for a bit.’ She tapped her side, where her radio was clipped under her sweater. ‘Call me if anything comes up.’ She nodded at the small monitor.

				‘Yes, boss.’

				She blushed heavily at Harris’s heavy sarcasm. She turned pointedly towards Wills, who as sergeant was the senior officer. ‘Is that OK?’

				‘Is that OK what?’

				‘Is that OK, Sergeant?’ she emphasised furiously.

				‘All right, but don’t be too long. And don’t go trying to chat up any strange women in the park.’

				‘Piss off!’ She struggled with the rear door, stepped down and slammed it viciously behind her.

				‘Do you reckon she really is doing a turn for Barlow?’ Wills stared through the small, deliberately grimy window at the back of the vehicle. ‘Got a lovely arse,’ he reflected philosophically, watching the attribute in question rolling delightfully under the tight jeans as it moved away from him.

				‘Course she is. How did a thick bloke like you ever make sergeant? Just look at the facts. One minute she was about to get a rocket from the boss. Dripping in her kecks with fright she was that day. Do you remember? The next thing you know she’s off sick for two days, Bob Tidy’s been given the boot, and Andy’s back, walking like she’s just had a hump with King Kong. Straight into our department, no bother. It’s even the same MO, man. Remember? Young Jill turns up first day, promptly whipped off by the boss. No sign of her for three days then in she comes looking like she’s had half the Household Cavalry up her, and we learn she’s moved in with our Butch. Do me a favour! I tell you, Willy, I’m seriously thinking of putting in for a sex change. The old chop. Have the lot off, toggle and two, gone.’ He made a whistling noise and chopped his hand down like a butcher’s cleaver. ‘Only way we’ll ever get on in our nick, mark my words. Mind you,’ he concluded sombrely, scratching his groin as though to check his genitals were still all present and correct, ‘the way old Butch and Razor Sharp are going we won’t need no op, mate. They’re gonna do it for us, believe me.’

				‘Come on in, sweety. Let me take your coat - and anything else that’ll make you feel more comfortable. No secrets between us any more, eh, Andy? How’s it going? Managed to keep Chopper and Willy out of your pants? Or has the van been bouncing on its springs all day?’ She ushered Andy into the small hallway of the flat and closed the door. As the girl slipped off her coat Jackie took it and hung it on one of the row of hooks on the wall. Andy turned to move into the living room, but Jackie’s arm shot out and seized her round the waist. ‘Hey, aren’t you going to say hello first? You’re not on duty now.’ She gave a deep, suggestive chuckle. ‘Or let’s just say this is a different kind of duty. This is the night shift, my girl. This is under cover of a different kind.’

				For just an instant Andy stiffened with a hint of resistance, then she relaxed, let herself be drawn in close and her lips were open to receive the fierce, lengthy kiss planted there by Jackie’s possessing mouth. ‘Did I ever tell you, you’ve got the sexiest lips in Benbrough, if not the whole county?’ She was still holding Andy tight, their bodies thrust together, and she kissed her again with aggressive hunger.

				Andy was shocked at her body’s pulsing response. She was gasping, drawing in great gulps of air when Jackie finally released her, and her legs were weak and shaking. She had to focus to dissipate the grey fogginess which seemed to overcome her, in order to hear what her superior was saying.

				‘I expect you’ve been wondering what the hell’s been going on.’ Jackie moved over to the drinks cabinet, poured, and handed Andy a gin and tonic without asking her what she wanted. As Andy took it the single cube of ice chinked softly against the cold glass. She murmured her thank you like a well-mannered little girl at a party, and allowed herself to be placed on the two-seater settee. Jackie sat beside her. Their knees rubbed intimately together. She grinned. ‘How’s your beautiful bum? Have the bruises gone? You can show me later.’

				Andy felt helpless but said nothing, her dark eyes, big and vulnerable, fixed on Jackie’s smiling face.

				‘And I’m so looking forward to it. Did I ever tell you, you’ve got the sexiest arse in Benbrough?’ Her left hand had drifted onto Andy’s right knee as she was speaking, and caressed firmly, possessively, tracing the inner thigh upward.

				‘Ah...’ her thumb and forefinger pinched the navy blue material of Andy’s slacks, ‘golden rule here, sweety. My girls never wear slacks, OK? Didn’t I tell you that? I thought you would have realised, a bright little thing like you.’ She slapped the leg playfully. ‘Maybe have to give you a little chastisement for that.’ She chuckled with evident pleasure at the sudden widening of alarm in the dark eyes. ‘Not as bad as the last beating, don’t worry. No blisters this time. Just the pinkest of rosy glows, eh? You’ll love it.’

				The hand left Andy’s leg, and instead its fingers quickly undid the top four buttons of Andy’s crisp white blouse to expose the white bra beneath. The full breasts were held in half cups only, whose tops, scalloped with a thin piping of embroidery, cut diagonally across the swelling rounds to create a deep, inviting cleavage.

				‘Peek-a-boo...’ Jackie’s firm fingers dug into the wired underside of the right bra cup and flicked it up, displacing the fragile material so that the pink nipple and its generous surround were spilt out as their container sprang up to rest on the upper slopes. She did the same to its companion. ‘They were almost spilling out anyway, love.’ Her busy fingers tweaked first one nipple then the other, pinching until both stood out in firm splendour. ‘Hmm... Pinky and Perky. Come on, let’s get them out of it, eh?’

				She pulled Andy forward, finished unbuttoning the blouse and slipped it off her shoulders and down, clear of her arms. She unsnapped the bra fastener and removed it too. Andy made an instinctive movement to shield her breasts with her arms and Jackie plucked her wrists away. ‘Where’er you be, let your tits go free,’ she mocked. ‘Did I ever tell you, you’ve got the best boobs in Benbrough?’ Her hands were rough now, the fingers clawed as she explored the contours of the warm, yielding flesh, and Andy leaned weakly into her greedy embrace, received the searching kisses on her throat and shapely shoulders, and then shuddered as that rousing mouth targeted the breasts she had just bared.

				Jackie’s face was flushed as she raised it from her rootling attack, and she said thickly, ‘Actually, there is a bit of business we need to see to first. Let’s get it over and done with before I lose the plot altogether, you hot little slag.’

				As Andy rose and followed Jackie over to the table by the window, where several papers were spread out, she felt distinctly uncomfortable, naked as she was above the waist, and below contrastingly dressed in her tailored navy slacks and smart, low heeled shoes. She found time to ponder why her boss had so enthusiastically half undressed her, only to turn her thoughts back to the line of duty, but then decided it was a deliberate ploy on Jackie’s part to keep her thoroughly disoriented, and to reinforce the fact that her power over her subordinate was absolute. It extended to both physical and mental dominance. If it was so, Andy was forced to concede that it was damnably effective, for she was extremely conscious of sitting there, bare-breasted in the lamp glow, while Jackie detailed the rapid developments in the case which had taken place during the last few days.

				‘See this girl? Her name’s Karyn Something-or-other. One of these foreign names I can never remember, let alone pronounce. She’s East European. What we could have called Yugoslavian in the good old days, but now God knows where she’s from.’

				Andy stared at a glossy print of a statuesque figure. Her hair was white-blonde, long and thick, gathered in a loose ponytail. The facial characteristics were certainly Slavic, with high cheekbones, slanting eyes and a wide, generous mouth. She was dressed in a black basque, which nipped her waist in to a striking slenderness, particularly in view of the fullness of her figure, highlighted by ripe breasts and the sexy swell of hips and thighs. The tiny garment, with vertical panels of dark net, reinforced by thin lines suggestive of an old-fashioned corset, was fastened at the back, probably by an arrangement of hooks and eyes. It held up the pale breasts for inspection and approval, as they appeared to spill from the upper section, exposed to the nipple almost, the upper edge of the dark areolae peeking coyly from the lace-fringed bodice. At its lower extreme the brief garment ended above the pleasing curve of her belly, punctuated by the eye of her navel. Below that was smooth white flesh leading to the decorated edging of a miniscule triangle of black lace hugging the swell of her sex mound. Through the hazy transparency of this tiny cache-sexe, there was no evidence of any pubic hair adorning the pout of flesh. From the base of the basque long suspender straps ran down, bisecting the full paleness of the thighs to the tops of the sheer dark stockings covering shapely legs.

				‘Kind of cute, isn’t she, in that sleepy, smouldering sort of Russky way?’

				Jackie’s words, accompanied by that hard laugh and the increase of pressure from her fingers on Andy’s shoulder, made her start. Once again she was secretly disturbed by the tenor of her thoughts, and her response to the sight of the photo, which were uncomfortably close to Jackie’s teasing remark.

				‘But I didn’t bring you here to drool over my private porno collection, sweety. Point is, this slag is newly arrived on the scene, along with some Indian lass we haven’t got a snap of as yet. To make a short story even shorter, they’re part of a consignment, probably brought in up north, Hull or somewhere, shipped over as part of the flesh trafficking that’s all the rage these days. But all that matters as far as we’re concerned is they’re in with the crowd surrounding Jack Palmer and his mates. You’ve seen how well our Jilly’s got herself in with the red dike and that blue movie bunch. Now all we’ve got to do is nail this,’ she nodded at the photograph, ‘with Mr Palmer, and as the film says, we’ll get him! Right?’

				She took Andy’s glass from her and moved across to refill it, again without asking whether she wanted another drink or, if so, what. She brought it back to her and obediently Andy took a large sip. ‘There’s a few other mug shots, nowhere near as entertaining, of some of Palmer’s regular crew. Memorise them and keep your pretty peepers peeled. I’ll have you watching Palmer’s pad in town. You’ll be linked with Chopper and Willy on watch at Gresham Street. They’ll give you the nod if any of them show up there, especially these two birds. If we spot them we stick to them as close as we can; I’m hoping Jill can give us the low-down on them in the next day or two. Then we don’t hang about. We grab ‘em, and hey presto! Haul in Jack and do him for trafficking, and anything else we can pin on the scumbag.’

				She straightened up and withdrew her arm, which had been draped heavily over Andy’s shoulders. ‘And so to bed,’ she purred. ‘Missed me, have you? I’ll be most disappointed if your knickers aren’t all soggy for me, darling.’

				Andy was almost relieved. She had felt very vulnerable and somewhat ridiculous, sitting topless at the table. Besides, she knew that the brief interlude involving work had been no more than a preliminary to the main event. She knew - had known all along - she would be spending the night here, with her boss, and that little of it would be spent in actual slumber. There was another moment of excruciating embarrassment when, having divested herself of her trousers, she had to endure mocking from her superior, who was still sitting fully dressed on the edge of the bed. ‘Oh, I love it! That is so cute, my little butch.’ She was pointing at the navy-blue cotton socks Andy was wearing - part of the regulation issue for when she wore trousers with her uniform. Hastily she bent to pull them off, but Jackie swiftly stopped her. ‘No, no, leave them on! I love it. Just take your knicks off, sweety, and leave the rest to me!’

				Crimson with shame and with sudden tears blurring her vision, Andy obeyed, pushing down her white knickers and hastily stepping out of them, acutely aware of the short dark socks, which were all she wore as she moved into the outstretched arms waiting to welcome her.

				When she woke in the grey light of dawn, to find her lover beginning another amorous assault on her sore but amazingly resilient body, she was not even aware that the socks were no longer on her feet. It wasn’t until, after a much later and equally arousing naked breakfast and shared bath, she was dressing for the new day that she found them, two abandoned little balls, deep in the recesses of the tangled bed sheets.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Twelve

				‘I’d like you to meet my two latest acquisitions. The big blonde is Karyn, spelt with a “Y”. And the little Indian maid is Odette. Cute, aren’t they? Quite a contrast. I call them my bookends.’ Everyone in the room laughed with dutiful heartiness, as Jack Palmer held out his arms and the two scantily clad figures moved into his embrace. They were indeed contrasting, for the bigger girl’s skin, plentifully displayed in the soft-cup plunge bra and a thong, whose minute triangle sparkled with a scatter of sequins, was like alabaster under the lights.

				The other girl, apart from being almost a head shorter, had a figure much slighter and of elfin daintiness. She wore a similarly revealing set of underwear. Her skin was a deep shade of brown, much darker than many of the skin tones of individuals from the sub-continent. Her hair, a rich, thick, glossy blue-black, was cut quite short and suited her delicate, youthful features admirably. Her breasts were high, smaller than her companion’s but nestled equally snugly into the mesh bra that held them. The white girl, her hair pulled back and tied in a long ponytail, moved slowly, her face set in a passive, almost sleepy expression, whereas her partner was altogether more dynamic, in the flashing smile and movement of her large dark eyes as the duo took up their station either side of Jack Palmer. He was seated and his large, well-groomed hands hung possessively about their hips.

				‘Odette?’ The interrogative came from one of the other smart males in the room. ‘That doesn’t sound very Indian.’

				‘I’m from Goa,’ the dark girl offered pertly. ‘You won’t find - ’

				‘All one to us, love,’ Jack Palmer cut her off, the little slap he gave to the top of her thigh as dismissive as his words. The laugh which followed, tolerant as it appeared to be, carried a hint of aggression and ownership. ‘She’s a bit of a mouthy little tart, this one.’ The fingers of the hand that still rested on her brown thigh tightened perceptibly. Meanwhile his right hand slid round to a buttock of the white girl, and massaged the swell of its bare smoothness with evident appreciation. ‘Should take a leaf out of Karyn’s book, eh, love?’ He turned his head, smiled up at her, and her face changed from its look of anxiety to an uncertain smile in response to his, and to his fondling. ‘Never get a word out of her. Mind you, not surprising, seeing as she can’t understand hardly anything you say to her, eh, my dumb blondie?’ He gave the buttock he had been stroking a resounding slap and the statuesque girl jumped, then her smile widened at the chorus of laughter that erupted around her.

				‘Well, at least you won’t have any problem telling them apart, Jack!’ someone quipped.

				Jill strove to join in the hoot of laughter and applause which followed the startling revelation, and was glad that the heat of the elegant room could account for any heightening of colour in her lavishly but carefully made-up features. Inside her tummy churned as though urgently signalling the need for a trip to the lavatory, but she was getting used to that now. After all, she lived with it for a great part of the time, and even Liz had shown her nervousness at being invited at last to one of these very exclusive and discreet get-togethers organised by the powerful man who was flanked by the two near-naked beauties. It was in a sumptuously renovated old farmhouse nine miles outside Benbrough, and owned officially by one of the numerous companies fronting Palmer’s varied activities.

				Jill was afraid, in spite of Liz’s reassurance that all that was expected of them was to be on hand to look glamorous and to dispense drinks, along with amiable conversation, and maybe endure a few amorous gropings later on the dance floor. ‘Hillcrest House isn’t a knocking shop,’ Liz had declared the previous night while the girls were getting ready for bed. She gave a gurgle of laughter as she drew a lemon-coloured camisole off over her head. ‘At least it’s not the usual sort. It has to be kept fairly legit. It’s too near to home and the village folk are too nosy for anything too indiscreet. Most of the wild stuff goes on a lot further afield. And I know you’re not too keen on orgies, though if you saw what some of the girls can pick up at one of the real anything-goes, you might change your mind. Anyway, this Hillcrest thing isn’t one of that sort. Not that you mightn’t be able to set yourself up with some likely punter, if you fancy it. There’ll be a few of them there for the picking, believe me. Mind you, I’m beginning to have serious doubts about you, Crystal. You hardly ever see that feller of yours. I reckon you’re not half as keen on him as you make out.’ She posed saucily as she slipped down her knickers and swung the lace-fringed bit of silk around her head before tossing it carelessly aside. She stood legs astride, gloriously naked and placing everything blatantly on offer. ‘You’re really totally, one hundred percent dike, aren’t you? Go on, admit it. It’s really me you’re crazy about it, isn’t it, babe? So why not come and get me?’

				There were times, increasingly so the more they were together, when Jill was afraid that Liz was beginning to suspect that she was not what she claimed, that the tall redhead could see through the false persona Jill was struggling desperately to maintain. This was one of those moments, so she desperately launched herself at Liz, the force of her attack bearing the girl backwards onto the waiting bed, and she buried herself in the eager body and limbs that welcomed her assault. ‘You’ve found me out!’ she breathed through the thick, fragrant cloud of chestnut hair. ‘No one’s got anything I want that you can’t give me.’

				She hoped that such displays of passion were enough to allay any of Liz Grant’s doubts. They should at least convince her that Jill’s enthusiasm for lesbian sex, and her affection for the red- haired girl, was genuine. And why shouldn’t they? It was true enough. Jill’s feelings for her new partner were another source of dismay and confusion to her, for she was, indeed, growing increasingly fond of her and more and more uncomfortable with her fictitious role and what its result was intended to be. Such misgivings about her part in Operation Gresham did nothing to help her seriously strung-out nerves, and she wavered, indecisive and distressed as ever, on the brink of insisting on bringing an end to her covert assignment. Many times she urged herself to break away, to declare her part in it over, but she was never quite able to bring her courage to the point of action and face the wrath of her superiors - and one in particular. It was little wonder then that she seized on these bittersweet interludes alone with Liz to lose herself in the fierce joys of the physical relationship they shared, when the wild response of all her bodily sensations were too shatteringly real to be denied.

				But during this comparatively restrained evening at Hillcrest House she became aware that her secret mission was taking a significant step forward, for Jack Palmer himself sought out Liz and her for special attention.

				‘I’d like you to do me a favour,’ he said, when he got them to one side. He nodded towards his pair of ‘bookends’, who were now, for them, almost respectably dressed in two contrasting micro-minis. The black of the European girl’s dress set off the pale blondness exquisitely, while the white of the Goan girl’s did the same for her dusky complexion. ‘I need to keep them somewhere quiet, a bit out of the way of all this.’ His gesture took in the noisy conviviality of the groups all around them. ‘Also break them in a bit. Get them used to things here. Your little pad in Gresham Street will be just the job. I can fix up a few punters for them - I’ll take care of all that, you don’t have to worry about it. And you can get on with your own thing, know what I mean? But you can also keep an eye on them for me. See they know what’s what, how to go on over here. The Indian bit’s all right. Bit too mouthy, if anything, but the blondie... well, she hasn’t a clue. We’ve got her doped up at the moment - nothing heavy, just pills and that, keeps her placid. They had a bit of bother with her apparently, over in Holland and bringing her in here. But she’ll soon settle down, I’ll make sure of that.’

				The words were accompanied by an ominous smile which made Jill shiver secretly, and also helped to shore up her wavering resolve a little. She strove not to show her inner feelings as Palmer suddenly switched his eyes to her - and not only his eyes. That well-groomed hand of his, the right one with the rather vulgarly ostentatious ring on its little finger, slipped to her hip and curved round her form to explore her haunch. Her buttocks clenched and he smiled, as though he interpreted the instinctive move as a kind of come-on for his caress. She managed not to pull away and endured the slow traverse of his fingers over the hollow and tight curve of her bottom under the dress. She realised he was addressing her directly.

				‘Maybe you could teach her a bit of English? Show her how we go on over here? You’re one of those clever college birds, aren’t you? Teach her which knife to eat her peas off.’ He snorted with laughter and gave her bottom a playful slap. ‘Listen girls, we must have a proper get together some time.’ Now his hands were extended to both of them, his arms snaking round their waists and drawing them in for a quick hug. ‘Know what I mean?’ His glance moved around comprehensively. ‘Something a bit more intimate. A select few.’ The laugh was softer, deep with meaning. His gaze shot back to Jill. ‘Listen, I’d like to meet up with that punter of yours. Your special, you know. What’s his name again? Martin?’

				Jill supplied his assumed surname. ‘That’s it. Got some connections out in the Med, I hear. North Africa and such. Might be able to put a few things his way. Tell him to call me; we’ll fix something up one of these nights.

				‘In the meantime Gerry will bring the girls round tomorrow. Not too early, about noon, eh?’ He winked suggestively at Jill. ‘I know you ladies like a lie-in, especially you two.’ One last valedictory pat on their bottoms and he released them, like fillies being turned out to pasture, Jill thought, her heartbeat quickening with relief and excitement.

				It was pouring with rain when Jill met up with Tony Pope again; a grey September afternoon that was more like November. The sombre setting of the ruins of the Cistercian abbey of St Mary’s, in the long river valley twenty miles south of Benbrough at the heart of some beautifully unspoilt countryside, seemed a fitting background. Jill was cold, in spite of the warm skirt and sweater under her long trench coat, and a pair of tights and neat lace-up walking shoes. The tights were not her thick black winter variety, not yet, though she was beginning to regret her decision, as well as that to put on a flimsy though pretty satin camisole and French knickers of matching purple as underwear. Her reasons for doing so were dubious - because she was meeting her one and only male lover, she savaged herself as she stood shivering under the porch of the entrance to the ruins. Then she saw him making his way towards her with a beaming smile. Her heart rate quickened and she mocked and hated herself even more.

				She felt the blush rising, shocked in spite of herself when he embraced and kissed her, and she had to exert all her self-restraint not to thrust him away. He no doubt sensed the stiffness in her and the unresponsive coldness of her lips as they pressed against his, though her reserve was not obvious enough to be picked up on by any interested observer. He was enjoying this far too much for her liking, making too much of this lover’s role. She remembered, all too vividly, the feel of him fucking her in the bath, all of it recorded and poured over, not only by the loathsome likes of Jack Palmer, who had set up the whole disgusting spy thing, and possibly by untold numbers of degenerates on the net but, and far more catastrophic in her eyes, no doubt by the whole of the Benbrough police force by now.

				She had only recently learnt this, and the galling fact that it had been those two hateful fellow detectives, Harris and Wills, who had been the instruments of her public shaming. Jackie Barlow might never have disclosed it to her, had it not been for some careless remark by that little Yorkshire girl, who had walked in on her and Sandra Roberts in the lavatory at the station that day, and who was yet another who had been roped in to Operation Gresham. ‘Believe me hardly anybody’s seen it; it was strictly on a need-to-know basis,’ Jackie had tried to reassure her unconvincingly.

				Tony, aka Martin, kept his arm protectively around her as they turned away from the deserted entrance kiosk of the ruins. They trudged over the gravel, avoiding the bigger puddles, to the sanctuary of an equally deserted but thankfully open tearoom.

				‘Shit,’ Jill declared feelingly, when after heading for a radiator fixed to the wall they found it clammily cold.

				‘Heating’s not on till end of the month,’ announced the gloomy counter lady who had just served them with their coffee. ‘You’re only the second couple we’ve had all day. Couldn’t find nothing better to do?’

				‘We could hardly be more conspicuous,’ Jill observed uneasily when they were seated. ‘Whose brilliant idea was it to use this place as a rendezvous on a day like this?’

				Tony shrugged. His open face wore an expression of insufferable, stolid calm. ‘Still, there’s nobody here to be watching us, is there? Not unless the old biddy over there is a white slaver in disguise.’

				Jill huddled down into her damp trench coat. Its stiff collar was turned up high about her neck, like a ruff. She was startled to discover how familiar she found his aggravating countenance, and his manner, how readily she could interpret his every gesture and train of thought. And yet they had not spent more than a few hours together in their entire lives. Was it because they were lovers? Lovers? Because he shagged her once, a ten minute bonk in the bath among the soapsuds? Not exactly Romeo and Juliet, was it?

				‘You were right,’ she said flatly, staring at the cup she was holding in both hands, trying to find comfort from its warmth. ‘They were filming us at Gresham Street. We’re famous now.’ She gave a bitter little snort. ‘But I suppose you already know that. You’ve probably seen the movie by now. Worth an X certificate, is it?’

				He shrugged. ‘It’s our job, kid,’ he guyed, in a hammy American accent. ‘Somebody’s gotta do it.’

				She felt the tears welling in her eyes and gripped the cup fiercely, swallowing hard, blinking them back. ‘I’m beginning to think it doesn’t have to be me.’ Her voice was unsteady and close to breaking.

				‘Hey, come on. We can’t quit now. Our man’s sniffing at the bait. There’s been enquiries about Martin’s connections in the Med. He wants to meet up.’

				She nodded, drew in a deep, shuddering breath, and struggled to push her gloom aside for a while. She told him about the two girls staying at Gresham Street, and about Karyn’s history in particular. ‘She was tricked into coming. Virtually kidnapped. It’s a whole business that Palmer’s getting his claws in to.’

				‘We’ll nail him.’ Tony Pope’s face was alive with his eagerness. He put out a hand and took hold of Jill’s wrist. ‘Don’t give up now. Let’s see it through, eh? How about I come to Gresham Street again? Maybe meet your two new inmates while I’m there? I could maybe fix up a meet with Palmer himself. Get you alongside me if possible. You are my girl, after all.’

				Her voice rang with scorn. ‘I’m not your girl. I’m your tart. I’m your trollop. And you’re my punter, my regular.’

				‘Whatever,’ he shrugged. ‘Suits me, though I doubt if one session qualifies me as a regular.’ She shrugged as well and glanced away, and he studied the smooth line of her jaw, her cute chin, and the uncertainty in her eyes. He realised suddenly just how tense she was, her nerves cracking almost, the tears very near to falling. He reached out again and once more rubbed his fingers over her cold, fragile wrist, let his thumb search out the beat of her pulse, where the blue tracery of veins showed against the whiteness. ‘Maybe we should make some time on our own to get to know each other. Not at our bosses’ bidding. Just for our own sakes. Come on, let’s go somewhere else.’

				His gentle manner and voice brought her even closer to the edge. The tears were there, clouding her eyes as she shrugged again, almost a gesture of despair. She rose, buttoned up her coat, pulled in the belt, cinching it as tight as it would go, her waist tiny. She didn’t object when he slid his arm around her shoulder and leaned in close as he steered her out of the tearoom, nodding at the woman behind the counter, who was staring with interest.

				‘Made her day,’ he murmured, their heads close together. ‘She’s probably got us sussed as two married folk playing away. What was that weepy movie called? The one that took place in a bloody railway station? Brief Encounter, wasn’t it?’

				‘Way before my time,’ Jill answered. ‘Anyway, she couldn’t be more wrong, could she?’

				His arm tightened even harder, drawing her right into him so that their progress into the drizzle-swept car park was momentarily halted. ‘Come on, Jill,’ his voice was warm and intimate, ‘give me a chance, eh? You might even get to like me, you never know. Leave your car here. We’ll go for a drive and come back to pick it up later.’

				She was swamped by her fatalistic surrender to his initiative. It was a feeling she had known more and more since she had arrived in Benbrough, and it distressed her. She had always striven to convince herself that she was decisive and independent, in control of her life. Now she felt as though she had utterly yielded that control to others, and had learned that there was an inner weakness in her, an all too ready willingness to put herself under the direction of others, to submit to their will and, what was even more disturbing, so much so that she tried hard not to dwell on it for too long, that there was a powerful attraction in this submission which was a key part of her personality. It was as though there was a struggle going on within her, but that struggle, for the self-assertion she had always thought she craved, was becoming feebler and feebler with every passing day and each new situation.

				She took little account of their wandering journey through the quiet country lanes, content to sit in the warm capsule of the purring car, to let her taut muscles relax into the protective scoop of the cushioned seat which held her as they meandered along. She had to make an effort to rouse herself when he suddenly pulled off the road and moved slowly along a wet track, whose surface was thickly covered with the dark detritus shed from the closely crowding trees of the woodland, like soggy tealeaves.

				The steady drip of the rain filtering through the canopy of branches was punctuated every few seconds by a heavier, sharper sound, as a drop clanged onto the metal roof of the car. He had manoeuvred off the track, which curved away to their right, and pulled up with the front bumper only a foot away from a low dry-stone wall, beyond which there seemed to be at first glance - nothing, except the expanse of low, grey, weeping sky. The drama of it helped to stir her a little from her lethargy.

				‘Come on. Take in the view. It’s worth seeing, even on a day like this.’ He opened his door and got out. Still she made no move, huddled down in the seat until he came round to her side and opened the door. It was like an unspoken order and she swung her legs out and struggled upright, his hand firm on her arm to assist her. They stood by the jagged, glistening wet stones of the wall. The massive shapes seemed piled at random, but fitted into an efficient whole. The surfaces of the top layer were covered with a velvety green moss and paler little crusts of lichen.

				She was surprised at the steepness with which the land fell away on the other side of the wall. The dark woodland continued to reach down the slope away to their left, but ahead of them and to their right there was only coarse grass with outcrops of rock piercing through to the surface in places, sweeping down in a long plane to the river at the bottom of the valley and the dark, tree covered rise of the land on the far side. Over to the left, where the valley bottom broadened out, the ruins they had just visited stood, miniaturised by distance. The ground around them was a lush green and looked rich, like a well-nourished lawn, in spite of the gloom of the day.

				‘Very impressive,’ she murmured like a sulky child, moved by the beauty of the view yet reluctant to admit it. ‘You obviously know your way round these parts. This where you bring all your girlfriends?’

				‘You’re not my girlfriend,’ he reminded her. ‘You’re my whore, so what say we get some practice in?’ His sudden display of annoyance startled her. He jerked open the rear door and tugged her by the arm, thrusting her down onto the back seat, bumping her across the narrow space as he climbed in after her. She was pressed back, her head jammed uncomfortably below the window, her shoulders almost flat on the upholstery. She could feel his legs entangled with hers and he heaved himself roughly on top of her. She didn’t resist, after her initial stiffness at his assault. He kissed her with clumsy ferocity, his lips and face cold against hers.

				She lay passive against his crushing weight and felt his left hand thrusting with savage intensity under the obstacles of her bunched clothing, the buttoned trench coat and the tightness of her skirt. She could feel the hardness of his arm, its fierce determination as it burrowed up, dragging up her clothing with it until she could feel the cold air on her thighs, and her skirt in a tight band around them as he drove it up and up, homing in on the hidden goal of her sex.

				All the while his mouth was seeking hers, then finally his fingers achieved their target of the moist conflux of her thighs, and she felt his fingers pressing and tracing the soft furrow at the centre of her secret excitement, beneath its sheer concealment of the tights and silk knickers. She gave a soft moan against his crushing mouth, and her nostrils flared at the fiery strength of arousal the strokes of his hand were raising within her. She felt the gauzy material grow damp within seconds, and an involuntary tremor of her thighs in acknowledgement. The throbbing arousal began to take over and she felt her mind slipping, the weakness of her body and will part of that urgent need to which she was surrendering.

				The fingers squirmed, became rough as they sought to remove the last fragile barrier, fought to seize the elastic stretched low across her warm belly, and to penetrate joyfully into the slippery wetness. Jill’s hips lifted clear of the seat, thrusting up as though to welcome the invasion, and she whimpered, their hot breath mingling, their lips moving constantly against one another.

				‘It’s nearly... it’s going to happen,’ she panted hoarsely, clawing at the back of his head as he crouched over her. ‘Do it - do it properly!’

				‘I can’t. Not in here.’

				She was crying, but only in her need as he clawed savagely again, and hauled down the purple knickers and the tights together, down her thighs, down over her knees. The solid shoes, laces neatly tied in bows, were too formidable an obstruction, so he hauled her out of the car, left the tights and knickers stretched and clinging like bonds around her ankles, carrying her bodily across to an ancient tree a few yards away, close to the wall, as though seeking its protection. He slammed her back against the cracked bark and heard the rasp of her coat against its roughness. She put her arms round his driving shoulders. She would have fallen had he not clasped her firmly, pinning her against the tree. He scrabbled madly, released his penis from its confines and in wild desperation grabbed the hem of the skirt and forced it up, hauling it over her hips, baring her tummy.

				She could feel the tight bonds of the garments at her ankles and she forced her thighs apart, turning her knees, accommodating him as he drove his body between them, his fingers working frantically between their bellies, then like claws hooked into the yielding flesh of her bottom until, at last, she felt the tip of his prick prodding, searching, then stabbing into her, driving deep, impaling her, her buttocks grating against the bark, a discomfort that was not registered, lost in the blaze of sensations exploding within her as they juddered in unison to their climax.

				Afterwards, flayed with shame as painful as the physical grazes she would discover, she pictured it; how no secret observer could have seen anything, however close, apart from those knickers and tights stretched around her ankles, as they rutted against the tree. Screened by their enveloping garments, no flesh would have shown despite the conjunction of their deeply sealed bodies, for not one single article of clothing had been fully removed.

				But at the time, in that voluptuous moment after orgasm, she had no room in her disconnected thought for any of the shaming speculations of impropriety which would plague her later - even the physical sensation of the pain, and the soreness following his withdrawal, the cold seepage from within and the wetness of his semen on the bare skin of her thighs, was somehow held at a distance.

				He handed her a handkerchief and she turned away from him, her coat closing in a screen about her while she cleaned herself as best she could of his copious discharge.

				The sight of the purple knickers, their narrow crotch tautly stretched between her ankles, and the rope of her tights, hardly registered in her brain. She only became aware of them when he gently sat her on the edge of the front passenger seat, with her legs facing out, her feet on the leaf-strewn sogginess of the grass, and began to unlace her shoes, which he slipped off before sliding the tights and the French knickers off her feet.

				He bundled them up in a tight ball and pushed them into one of the deep pockets of her coat. Then he slipped the shoes on again, tied the laces carefully, and all the while she watched him like a little child.

				Her hair was wild and her face raw and smeared with her tears and their kisses, but she didn’t blush, and leaned forward to accept his kiss when he whispered, ‘That was fantastic.’

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Thirteen

				Jill was glad that darkness was falling earlier in the evenings, even though normally she hated the slide of summer and early autumn towards the winter. She felt somehow safer under the cover of darkness, especially when she was making one of these illicit rendezvous. With a touch of gallows humour she quickly corrected herself. This meeting, with Jackie, was not illicit. It was the rest of her life that was such a wicked lie - and far wickeder than she had ever supposed it would be when she began this fight against crime. But then she hardly knew what was right and what was wrong any more, certainly to judge by her own moral or, rather, immoral conduct. She found herself wondering just how deeply she had been scarred by the experience she had been thrown into, and how much the fault lay within the fatal weaknesses of her own character, for she had discovered a shocking new persona which, she could only presume, had been locked away within her nature, wanting only this unbridled set of circumstances to release it.

				She could feel the ache of muscles still, and the inner soreness from the previous night, a large part of which had been spent in the studio where she and Liz had cavorted in that disgusting artificial mud. But this latest extravaganza had been far lengthier, and more complex. The child’s paddling pool had been replaced by a large and authentically solid four-poster. It had needed to be solid, given the diversity of vigorous activity which had taken place there.

				As usual, those responsible for the shoot had tried to make the atmosphere one of light frolic, with plenty of bubbly, and even pills to pop - maybe more sinister stuff to snort or inject - she hadn’t seen any direct evidence of it, but she hadn’t looked very hard. She had managed to stick to the booze, as far as she knew, but even that was an area of uncertainty. She was ashamed at the thought that she might be able to seize as an excuse on the notion that some kind of aphrodisiac could have been slipped into her drink, to ‘loosen the old libido’, as Jack Palmer was so fond of saying. The trouble was she couldn’t fool herself; there was degeneracy somewhere in her genetic make-up, she could no longer deny it. The orgasms she had experienced, and delivered, with Liz Grant, and now with the lithe Goan girl and the voluptuous blonde Karyn, had been all too genuine. She would never have believed it of herself, and maybe if she had not been placed in this unprecedented situation, would never have discovered it: her fatal depth of sensuality, of sexual hunger which could make her, with people she scarcely knew and under the lecherous gaze of perfect strangers, lose herself in those purely animalistic sensations and responses that consumed her.

				Under the bright lights and the hotter eyes of an unseen select audience in the outer darkness, the four girls had sported among the white sheets and soft pillows. Starting off dressed in a convincing semblance of Victorian costume; the bustled gowns, the tightly laced stays, the flounced petticoats and split drawers, with their complicated drawstrings and frilled legs which extended to below the knee, they had enacted the simple erotic scenario. Liz and Jill were the two young maidens, the diminutive Odette their mischievous maid, who had removed their dresses and the framework of the bustles and the layers of petticoats, stripping them down to their lace camisoles and drawers, before similarly divesting herself of her white cap and apron and black maid’s dress, until all three were involved in some playful and then explicit sexual performances on the bed.

				It was interrupted by the sudden entrance of the governess, a somewhat less than convincing Karyn in severe black, with her blonde hair carefully piled in a precarious bun. It had taken quite a while to coach her for her part in the proceedings, much of it done by the girls themselves, with vigorous mime and broken English. Eventually Karyn seemed to understand what was required of her, especially as the action moved towards the denouement of this first episode, which was terminated by the three miscreants bending over the foot of the bed, with their drawers unfastened and hanging down at the back to reveal their naked bottoms pointed exotically at the camera.

				Still fully clothed Karyn wielded a wooden paddle, moving along the row, striking each in turn with a resounding crack, which drew very convincing yelps and squeals from the victims, as well as jerking bodies and shuffling limbs, while hands fluttered to rub at the stinging patches of redness which soon covered much of the expanse of proffered flesh. Odette’s haunches might not have shown quite as vividly the flaming red brands which stood out so exquisitely on Liz and Jill’s rears, but she clearly felt their effects just as deeply for she howled and writhed loudest of all, and had to be held down forcibly by the ‘governess’ to receive her chastisement.

				Clearly, Karyn had warmed to her task, and the girls’ cries and wriggling were genuine enough, as were the glowing patches crimsoning their behinds. There was no faking the stinging severity of the beatings, and no stunt girls or stand-ins, and though there were no retakes the trio were deeply relieved when they heard the cry of, ‘Cut!’

				‘I think I have been,’ Odette wailed, gratefully accepting the hand towel soaked in cold water which was passed to her.

				But she and her two fellow sufferers had their opportunity for revenge. In the second and final scene the three turned the tables on their assailant and stripped her, not only of her outer garments, but of underwear as well, and tied her hand and foot before piling pillows under her midriff to raise into prominence the target of her pale buttocks, whose ample globes quivered delightfully and glowed entrancingly at the vigorous attentions applied to them by all three of her cohorts.

				Jill was glad when it was confirmed that nothing more was required of them. She whispered as much to Liz as they all removed what they could of the thick make-up and surrendered their borrowed finery to put on their own clothes again. ‘They mostly concentrate on one thing in blue movies,’ Liz said knowledgeably. ‘Just thank goodness this was a straightforward spanker. Some of them can go pretty far, bondage and whipping, no joke. But Jack knows I don’t go in for any of that sort of stuff, and I wouldn’t let my girls in for it either.’

				‘Oh, we’re your girls now, are we?’ Jill said, and Liz smiled and gave her a swift hug.

				Karyn was in the process of easing a pair of white briefs up over her darkly marked buttocks. Her grey-blue eyes were moist with tears. They looked more animated than usual as she glowered at the dusky girl changing beside her. ‘You... you fucking beat too hard!’

				‘My word, your English really is coming on a treat, Karyn,’ Liz quipped, and the docile blonde finally smiled reluctantly at the burst of laughter which erupted at the remark.

				This latest meeting with Jackie had been set up through Andrea Wise, who was now part of the plainclothes surveillance. She and Jill had made contact in a café near the busy bus station. The dark-haired policewoman looked convincingly like any of the numerous young working girls that hung about the place, with her dramatic black eye make-up and tousled hairstyle, like a coxcomb. Her enviably full breasts were generously on display, spilling out of the scooped neckline of her hooped blouse, under the trendily scruffy denim battledress jacket. She was also showing the required several inches of sexily bare belly, flashing her navel between blouse and low-slung jeans.

				‘Can’t stop long,’ Jill said, glancing around before she perched on the high stool next to the girl and gave her a friendly peck on the cheek. ‘I need to see DI Barlow. Things are coming on fast. They might be moving the two girls, Karyn and Odette, very soon. Tell her I can make it tomorrow night, about eight. If it’s not on tell her to ring me on my mobile.’ Jackie was Jill’s mum for any direct contact by phone.

				‘I’m sure it’ll be OK. She’ll be delighted.’

				Something about the tone of the remark made Jill glance sharply at her. Those vivid dark eyes gazed at her with a disturbing intensity and a certain hostility, she was sure. Or was it contempt? In spite of her recently developed skill at subterfuge, Jill felt herself colouring. The girl must know about her role, the things she had been required to do as part of it. Perhaps she had seen the taped interludes with Liz, which had gone out on Liz’s website. To say nothing of the infamous bed and bath scenario enacted with Tony Pope. With those loathsome creeps Wills and Harris having access to it all it was probably a foregone conclusion that several score of select viewers had been added to the list.

				‘I don’t enjoy what I’m doing, you know,’ Jill blurted, unable to keep her cool at Andy’s sneering tone.

				‘Could’ve fooled me!’

				The plump cherry lips widened in an insufferable grin, and the dark eyes stared with insolent directness. Jill felt her fingers curl with the urge to slap her face hard. ‘Make sure the boss gets the message.’ She finished the rest of the milky coffee and put her left hand on Andy’s shoulder in a friendly parting gesture as she slid from the stool. She leaned close and Andy offered her cheek for another light kiss. ‘You look better in uniform,’ Jill murmured in her ear.

				‘At least I keep my clothes on,’ the seated figure called out to Jill’s retreating back.

				The next evening Jill managed to find a parking space for the Mini a street away from Jackie’s flat, and she took her time making the short trip to the old Victorian house, glancing about to make sure no one was following, or hanging about outside, before she swiftly climbed the front steps and rang Jackie’s bell. She spoke softly into the intercom in response to Jackie’s query, and heard the buzz and click that opened the front door. Seconds later she was safe in the cosily-lighted haven of the flat, and the enveloping hug of her superior, who kissed her possessively before she could even utter a greeting. The kiss ended at last but Jackie still did not release her, almost lifting her off her feet as they stumbled through to the lamp-lit living room. Only then did she let her go, and stood back to survey her.

				She tutted admonishingly. ‘Oh, what have I told you, young lady? You forgetting the house rules already? Maybe you need a sharp reminder.’ She gestured at the dark slacks.

				‘I had to wear them,’ Jill pleaded, as Jackie helped her out of the heavy jacket. ‘A chilly night like this; Liz would have been suspicious if I’d worn a skirt, or a dress.’

				‘I see. She chooses your wardrobe for you now, does she?’ Her hands hauled roughly at Jill’s waist, undoing the metal fastener and unzipping the fly of the trousers. ‘Well you can get them off right now, lady.’ She began to tug the garment off Jill’s hips, and Jill sank back onto the settee as Jackie dragged them down over her knees, to cling around her calves, their further progress hampered by the ankle boots. ‘Oh shit, you’re going from bad to worse!’ Jackie exclaimed. ‘What’s this? Tights, for fuck’s sake? I’ll not have any bird of mine hiding under those sweaty aberrations. Lift your feet.’

				Helplessly Jill obeyed, and Jackie heaved off the boots, then the trousers. She gestured impatiently. ‘Lift your bum, come on.’ Fingers scrabbled for the waistband of the gauzy tights and Jill was reminded of Tony Pope’s cold fingers as he had dragged down her clothing that day in the woods above St Mary’s abbey.

				The tiny white cotton panties with their pricked little pattern were left in place, and the offending tights elongated as they were pulled from her feet while she sat there. The knickers were concealed beneath the folds of her shirt and the hem of the dark blue sweater. She had expected Jackie to continue until she had stripped her completely, but the older woman contented herself with tossing the removed items to one side and leaving Jill respectable from her thighs up.

				‘It’s a wonder you haven’t got woolly drawers on, you little wimp,’ Jackie said scornfully. ‘So, I hope it’s all-nighters, my girl.’

				Jill nodded, smiled ingratiatingly at her. ‘I’m visiting my folks.’

				‘Excellent. In that case stand by for a bit of healthy incest, sweetheart.’ Jackie sat down beside Jill. She was wearing a pair of black sports shorts and a loose T-shirt. Her legs and feet were bare, and rubbed companionably alongside Jill’s. Her hand fell with a proprietary little slap on Jill’s right thigh and stayed there, gripping it firmly.

				Then with startling suddenness she gripped and captured Jill’s wrists and pinned her arms up behind her head. She lay heavily on her, savouring the feel of the slim body trapped in the yielding sag of the cushions, the taut muscles and sinews struggling instinctively to escape. Jackie grinned, her nose inches from Jill’s. ‘How many muffs have you buried your little face in lately?’ she hissed. ‘And not only muffs! I know all you’ve been up to, sugar. All about your little day away with our friend Martin, and the night you and him spent afterwards, over in Westpool. Quite a cosy little shagging pit he’s got over there, hasn’t he?’ She felt the body go limp and the chest heaved. ‘I think you’d better say sorry, don’t you? Then take your punishment like the good little tart you are.’

				‘Let me go,’ Jill complained futilely, and there was no real resistance when Jackie dragged her up, rolled her over across her bare knees and thrust up the shirt and sweater to the small of her back. Then she gave an exclamation of surprise as she hauled the tiny panties out of the crack of Jill’s bottom to rest them in a thin twist across the backs of her thighs. The fading marks of the spanking administered during the Victorian romp were still visible. ‘Ah, some bugger’s beaten me to it. What have you been up to, you kinky little mare?’

				No longer conscious of her undignified sprawl over her aggressor’s knee with her knickers down round her thighs, Jill poured out a brief account of the episode which had earned these fading battle scars. ‘So there you are,’ she concluded ruefully. ‘Tell Wills and Harris to keep tuned in for some more dirty pictures for their archives.’

				If she thought that her sad tale and overwrought state would help her evade the physical punishment about to be delivered, Jill was mistaken. However, the instrument of retribution was not the dreaded hairbrush but Jackie’s open palm, and though hard enough it was not wielded with anything like the venom with which her first disciplining had been administered. The hand rose and fell rapidly so that Jill squirmed ever more vigorously, and her feet sawed the air in helpless rhythm against the constraint of the knickers now banded round her knees. But the warm glow that spread over her clenching buttocks and the throbbing pain that spread with it also generated an insidious, completely different sensation low in her tummy and her sex, and made a new fusion of the pain and pleasure into an irresistible oneness.

				It was satisfied with shattering intensity timeless minutes later; Jill had no idea how many, or any awareness of time’s passing. It was all endless ecstasy, but the tears were still wet on her cheeks when, under the merciless assault of a very different nature, her body shook and arched and bucked in a seizure of consuming release. She was sprawled on the carpet now; legs spread wide, her heels drumming. The cotton knickers had gone, hauled down like a flag of surrender, and lay beside the settee in a crumpled ball. The blue sweater and white shirt were thrust up to bunch just below her heaving breasts; the rest of her pale frame exposed to Jackie’s wicked conquest. The hands, the seeking fingers, the lapping tongue, the kissing lips and nipping teeth, took complete possession of the blissfully yielded territory, and total victory was just a matter of time before Jill’s buttocks tightened and bounced, her sex mound buffeting the wet face buried between her thighs, her scream the final cry of capitulation and physical consummation.

				Later they heated up a ready meal and shared a bottle of wine. Jackie refused to allow Jill either to get dressed or to remove the clothing she was still wearing. ‘No, it gives me a chance to cool off a bit, though those lovely legs of yours keep the pulse rate up.’ They carried their plates through from the kitchen and relaxed in front of the glowing fire.

				It was after midnight, when she was lying naked, both of them sleepily exhausted, their bodies loosely together under the blankets and her head in the crook of Jackie’s arm, that she took the chance of the darkness and their post-coital intimacy to voice the thoughts that crowded disturbingly in on her. ‘Does it really bother you, me being involved in all of this? I mean the sex; me with Liz, doing all those things in front of a camera, and with those other two girls?’ She paused, and her voice was even more uncertain when she spoke again. ‘And... with Tony Pope?’

				The ease of the reply was hurtful to Jill’s sensitivity. ‘No, why should it? No point in me getting all steamed up about it. Not when it’s me who’s put you there. And anyway, you still belong to me, don’t you?’ Her hand moved, fell onto Jill’s tummy and slid down, and cupped her sex mound in eloquent illustration. It stayed there, possessive, not initiating any further arousal, just holding the soft flesh in territorial claim to it.

				‘Yes, but...’ Jill’s soft murmur quavered and she felt her throat closing. ‘I’m shocked at myself at what I’m doing. I never thought I could... that I was like that. It cheapens me.’

				The answer was immediate and blunt. ‘That’s a load of balls, babe. Or shit, if you prefer. You know your trouble? I saw it the minute you walked through the door for the first time, at the nick. I’ve seen kids like you before - you’re too nice, you’ve been too well brought up, too sheltered. You’re getting to be a rare breed these days, believe me. Girls today are more liable to drop their knicks and moon a crowd of blokes in the middle of the High Street, or glass each other when they’re pissed out of their skulls in some bar. But not your kind. Middle class, brought up with a whole heap of inhibitions so that you blush every time you catch a glimpse of yourself in the bathroom mirror and are racked with guilt every time you fiddle with your fanny. Right?’

				Jill squirmed involuntarily at the aptness of the frank observation. The earthy diatribe continued.

				‘I mean, you’re twenty-two, yes? And never had a dick inside you? You tell that to most people, to practically anybody, and they’d say no way. They’d call you a liar, straight up. But I didn’t. I believed you, sweety. So why should I get all uptight about it when to all intents and purposes I’m the one who put you there? Unless of course now you’ve tasted it, if you’ll pardon the expression, you’re madly in love with that tosser, Pope, and all you want to do is have his babies. And that’s not true, is it?’

				‘No!’ Jill cried. ‘Of course not. But... but...’ she floundered, couldn’t hold the tears back, and all at once she turned, like a child, sought out and buried her face in Jackie’s warm breasts and clung to her desperately. ‘I don’t know what I want, or who I am any more. I feel as if I don’t know myself, or what I’m capable of. I can have sex... with Liz, with those other girls, and even with Tony - ’

				‘Ah, so it’s Tony now, is it? All very cosy, are we?’ But Jackie’s mockery sounded perfectly good-humoured and she responded comfortingly to Jill’s desperate embrace. ‘So shagging with a bloke’s different, and now you know what it’s like, so no big deal. I can see it’s made no difference to the way you and me can get it off together.’ The hand between Jill’s thighs tightened its grip momentarily, but with no ulterior intent. ‘And I guess you’re not lying there wishing I had a great big dick you could play with.’ She chuckled over Jill’s squeal of protest. ‘Though even if you were, that could be arranged. Not that I’m a great fan of dildos, mind you. I don’t need a substitute for what I haven’t got, thank you very much, because I’m quite happy with what I have got. And I can see you are, too.’

				She moved, turned towards Jill, and slipped her left leg over the other’s hip, bringing her closer so that their breasts nestled together as she folded the younger girl tenderly into her. ‘All you’ve got to do is be a bit more sex-positive, babe. It’s something we’ve all got inside us, and it’s not something to be ashamed of or try to deny. A loving tongue and fingers in your cunt feel good, they make you come, and it’s wild. It’s not dirty and it’s not a sin. It’s natural. That’s the whole purpose and design of that little clit inside there.’ She grunted. ‘And OK,’ she conceded, ‘maybe a bloke’s cock can do the same thing for you now and then, and that’s no big deal, either. Let’s face it, Jilly, there isn’t only one tongue or one hand or even one cock that’s uniquely meant to bring you off and send you soaring into the wild blue yonder. There’s lots of them can do that, and good luck to them. And if you can find a little loving to go along with it, then that’s even better. But that’s inside here...’ Jackie’s hand moved to Jill’s brow, where a finger tapped lightly on her forehead.

				She leaned in close until their heads were touching, and searched for Jill’s lips, kissed her lightly. ‘I might raise blisters on your cute little arse now and then, but then maybe that’s just my way of showing my feelings. Got that?’

				Jill sighed. She had a sudden vision of Andrea Wise’s pneumatic backside bared and waiting to be transported under the fall of the hairbrush and tried to dispel it from her mind.

				‘Now let’s get some sleep before I launch another dawn attack on that luscious little quim of yours. So, if it makes you feel better, tell me you love me and shut the fuck up, right?’

				‘I love you.’

				‘I love you what?’

				‘I love you, Ma’am.’

				Jill fell asleep, cushioned in the warm, enfolding embrace.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Fourteen

				‘Now I want you two to go off and enjoy yourselves. Don’t you worry about a thing; we’ll look after everything for you. WPC Wise here is a grand little girl. And besides, I’ll be on hand to make sure she behaves herself and that she leaves the place exactly as we found it, which is as clean as a new pin.’ DI Barlow beamed at Mr and Mrs Edwards, of 17 Gresham Street, and wished they would just get in the car that was waiting to whisk them away and go off to enjoy their all-expenses-paid, five-day break in the Lake District, courtesy of Benbrough Police Authority.

				Things were rapidly coming to the boil, as far as Operation Gresham was concerned, and Jackie had decided a close surveillance point a little more secure and less conspicuous than the series of vans which had been parked around the vicinity for the past ten weeks or so was essential at this stage. It would also serve as a bolthole in any sudden emergency, which might well arise as the long campaign drew to its close.

				Jackie had hoped for more time, in order to make the net drawn around Jack Palmer more foolproof. She had reason of old to know what a slippery customer he could be. She had even been prepared to sacrifice the two tarts who had been brought in from abroad, Karyn and Odette, in spite of Jill getting her panties more and more tightly knotted over their impending fate. After all, it would not be impossible to keep tabs on them wherever they were shifted, provided it was within the UK, and in any case they probably had enough evidence already to nail Palmer with involvement in trafficking, no matter which shady dive or knocking shop they were transferred to. But all at once Razor Sharp had dug her Chief Superintendent heels in, this time irremovably. ‘I want the case wrapped up now, with what we’ve got. We’ll bring in the Regional Crime Squad, Fraud or Vice, if necessary. They can pull the rest together. It’s dragged on far too long and cost a fucking fortune.’

				And to Jackie’s dismay she had proved adamant.

				‘No, that’s it, Inspector! I want him collared within the week!’

				At first Jackie had been convinced that it must have been her own Jilly who had betrayed her, and somehow gone wimping behind her back to the Super. So Jill’s next visit to ‘mummy and daddy’ had begun stormily, to say the least. The new DC had begun spouting almost the instant she was safely behind the locked doors of the flat. ‘We’ve got to do something. Karyn and Odette are going to be moved any day now. They’re just waiting for the word, and Karyn’s almost hysterical. She doesn’t know what they’re going to do with her. She knows that other girls from Europe have just disappeared altogether. We can’t let it happen. I’ll have to let her know who I am, get her out of there - ’

				‘Whoa there, Constable!’ Jackie cut in. ‘Just get a grip for a minute, eh? Last time I looked in the book DC’s didn’t go round telling their DI’s what they should do. I know you’re one of the whiz kids, but have I missed something here? Has there been a change in the chain of command somewhere?’ Jackie’s eyes narrowed and she gave Jill a look which would have been enough on its own to stop her in her tracks, however fast. ‘Or have you already decided to cut out the middleman and gone straight to the top? You haven’t been spilling your timid little guts to our Moira, have you?’

				The blush that invaded Jill’s agitated features owed its origin simply to the force of Jackie’s scathing assault, but to the older woman, her instincts well trained to interpret the deviousness of those who economised on truth, or as the DI more succinctly put it, were ‘lying toe-rags’, the flood of colour indicated guilt at being caught out. And before Jill had time to deny the unjust accusation she found herself picked up, shaken like a rabbit in a terrier’s grip, then slammed face down in the smothering cushions of the settee with her left hand held excruciatingly in the centre of her shoulder blades.

				Thus, even if she had wished to counter the charges against her, instead of the simple scream of pain and alarm she attempted, her position, pinned with her face and torso driven into the cushions and her raised hindquarters writhing in the air, prevented her from doing so. But worse, if not unexpected, was to follow. In vivid recall of what had taken place during the opening preliminaries of the last secret rendezvous in the flat, Jill had made a determined effort to avoid giving similar offence. So, in spite of the October chill, she had chosen to wear a cotton skirt of pretty but unsuitable lightness, in a swirling summery pattern, beneath which lay not the seasonal tights, but one of her latest proud acquisitions: a pair of satin and lace under-shorts, with cute little suspender ribbons holding in place, beneath a narrow but exquisite portion of bare thigh, scallop-edged stockings, dark but of a texture as finely spun as the lightest spider’s web.

				The spectacle did give Jackie an instant’s pause for an instinctive reaction of sheer visual delight, but Jill, face buried in the cushions and behind already tensing in anticipation of the spanking to come, knew nothing of this. She was aware only of the hand which pushed the skirt high up over her waist, and then the clawing fingers which hooked viciously into the elastic of the dainty undergarment before hauling it down off the clenching cheeks. The fragile vision of splendid eroticism these intimate items conveyed was destroyed at once into a little twist of silk and lace tangled just below the cute lower creases of Jill’s bottom. The hand rose and fell, connecting in loud smacks with the quivering flesh, while the shapely limbs threshed and Jill howled and her bum grew rapidly rosier. Only when the hand paused was the sobbing girl able to clear her streaming face of the upholstery and gasp out a tortured denial.

				‘I duh-didn’t... it wuh-wasn’t... I’ve nuh-never seen Superintendent Sharp suh-since...’

				Their tryst ended the following morning in much happier circumstances for both of them. Jackie was in a benign, loving mood, having received through the long night ample proof of both her total domination in the unequal partnership and Jill’s absolute acceptance of it. The only cloud on Jackie’s horizon, and it had lost a great deal of its sun blocking threat, was Moira Sharp’s unusually firm insistence on bringing Palmer to book with a haste that might turn out to be regrettable. Not that Jack Palmer would escape her clutches completely, short of fleeing to the Amazon basin, but she wanted to render him completely and permanently impotent. Not just a snip, but total castration.

				It had been Jackie’s idea to send the Edwards off on a brief holiday at the force’s expense, after what Jill had told her of the imminence of the blonde foreigner’s forced departure. Jill could whisk Karyn and the other one away at a minute’s notice, and have them safely hidden in less than another minute behind the door of Number Seventeen. And the rest of the squad were coordinated, Jackie hoped, to act like the well-trained cogs they were when the shit hit the fan.

				She was relieved when Mr and Mrs Edwards had been safely dispatched, and she let her gaze wander with a keen sense of pleasure and anticipation over Andy Wise’s form when the two of them were left alone. The noises of the traffic, the faint cries of children from a nearby school yard blown on the wind, the bark of neighbouring dogs and the loud tick of the clock proudly centred on the mantelpiece of the small front room, served only to emphasise the quiet, and the sense of insulation. ‘Alone at last.’

				Andy blushed, delightfully, and Jackie felt that thrilling desire stirring. The girl looked good and tastefully ripe, and Jackie was hungry. Andy was wearing her denim outfit of faded jeans and jacket. The jeans stretched tightly over that pertly thrusting bottom, both cheeks individually outlined, and clung to those splendid hockey player’s thighs. Already Jackie could feel her own sex furrow spasming at the thought of peeling that skin-tight cover off her young acolyte. In spite of the dull October day there was a five-inch gap between the top of the jeans and the tight hem of the battledress type denim jacket and the sweater beneath it, which showed the light honey shade of the midriff, and that shallow little eye of the navel. Jackie’s mouth watered as she savoured the thought of her tongue poking delicately into the dainty little fissure, lapping its sweetness. She had noticed with quickening appreciation, as Andy bent down to pick up the one suitcase the Edwards were taking and help them towards the taxi waiting in the street, the gap which appeared at the back of the jeans, and the merest hint of black elastic that denoted the knickers peeping coyly forth, across that enticing vista of the hollowed back, and the faint risings either side that swept down towards those tempting, fuller swellings of buttocks hidden by seamed denim which stretched so tightly and so invitingly over them.

				Now, in the ticking stillness of the front room, the grey light filtering through the spotless and concealing net curtains at the window, Jackie advanced slowly, her smile looking even more predatory. Andy stood motionless, trembling. She felt, as she habitually did now in her superior’s presence, that mingling of fear and sexual excitement. ‘I’m not rushing off, Andy, my pet. I want to see you well settled in, help you to feel at home. And the first thing is to get you out of those denims and those boots of yours. You look like a right little ladette, a proper little bovver boy, and we can’t have that now can we, sunshine?’

				Andy’s voice was as unsteady as she felt inside. She had to clear her throat before she could answer in a rusty half-whisper. ‘I have to wear them, Ma’am.’ She gave a timid smile, far from her former ebullient, outgoing personality. ‘I wouldn’t dare wear anything else with Chopper... DC Harris and DS Wills, Ma’am.’

				‘Why? They haven’t tried anything on, have they?’ Jackie’s voice was sharp, her look suspicious.

				‘No!’ Andy answered hastily. ‘They... they wouldn’t dare. Not now. Not now that...’ Her face crimsoned and she faltered into silence. She was relieved when the older woman merely gave a soft chuckle and her face took on an amused, teasing expression.

				‘What? You mean now they know you’re my little girlie, Wise?’

				Andy gave a resigned shrug and looked uncomfortable. But she did not retreat or stiffen as Jackie took her in her arms and, with an ease which indicated just how true she believed her words to be, sought out the uplifted mouth and delivered a long, increasingly passionate kiss, to which Andy’s responsive lips parted and accepted the thrusting of the claiming tongue, as she accepted the pressure of the body against hers.

				Jackie hustled her out into the dim narrowness of the hallway, gesturing for her to go ahead of her up the narrow staircase, feasting her eyes on the view as the girl obeyed. Andy entered the tiny bedroom opposite the bathroom. Her bag was already on the neatly made single bed, whose length occupied almost the whole of the wall against which it stood. Jackie laughed. ‘Oh, single bed, eh? Not much room. No rush, though. Come on then, get out of that outfit.’ She swung Andy’s grip onto the floor and stretched herself out on the counterpane, folding her hands behind her head. A dark eyebrow rose questioningly as Andy hesitated for a second.

				‘Yes, Ma’am.’ She slipped the short jacket off, dropped it on top of the grip, and then peeled the brown jumper over her head. She was wearing a plain white cotton camisole underneath, with thin satin shoulder straps.

				‘What, no bra?’ Jackie taunted. ‘A big girl like you?’

				Andy coloured once more. ‘I don’t need it. My tits are firm enough.’

				‘I’ll be the judge of that.’ She nodded and Andy removed the little garment. Her arms moved instinctively to cover her breasts, and then self-consciously she let them rest at her sides, her fists clenched. She moved to unfasten the waistband of her jeans, but was stopped by her boss.

				‘No, wait, I’ll do that. We can’t let you do all the work, can we, Constable?’ She sat up and turned the standing figure by the hips, pulling her in close between her knees. Deftly she unhooked and drew down the fly. The denim parted to reveal the neat little black ‘V’ of the bikini briefs beneath, hugging the triangle of her crotch. She had to tug hard to ease the jeans down over the hips and the rounds of the buttocks, and they clung obstinately to Andy’s upper thighs.

				Andy made to move. ‘They won’t... I’ll have to take my boots off first.’

				‘No.’ The single word was an imperious command. Jackie swivelled the girl round by her hips and pulled her onto the bed, so that Andy found herself lying on her back with her legs draped over Jackie’s knees. She waited for Jackie to start plucking at the laces of the boots, to tug them off her feet, but instead Jackie twisted round so that she was lying along the edge of the bed, almost on top of the supine figure whose legs were still entangled in the bonding denim around her thighs. Jackie made no attempt to continue the undressing, but lowered her face to Andy’s and began a slow series of kisses to the upturned mouth and throat, until their mingled breath pounded in their ears along with the drumming of their blood.

				Jackie let her hand move to the warm softness of Andy’s belly. Her fingers slid underneath the elastic of the knickers and were trapped in their warm confines. They moved slowly over the patch of springy pubic hair, and on to the soft swell of the mound and the upper folds of her labial cleft. Under the cover of the black cotton the fingers searched, knowingly traced the line of the labia, parting the tissue to probe into the slippery wet surface, to seek under the fleshy protection the tiny shroud of the clitoris, and to caress its ultra-sensitised surrounds.

				Andy whimpered. Her belly lifted, the globes of her bottom tightened and clenched, the muscles of her thighs stood out. ‘Take my pants off, please,’ she begged passionately.

				‘Please, what?’

				‘Please, Ma’am.’

				Two fingers slid in, deeper, below the roused bud, into the entrance of the vagina, whose walls spasmed convulsively and hugged the intruders in flooding welcome. The thumb rested on that exquisitely throbbing upper crest, where the fingers had formerly caressed, and Andy gave a sobbing cry of utter helplessness, a curious mix of despair and ecstasy, as her hips and tummy lifted again, completely at the mercy of that hand, hidden but outlined under the now soaking strip of black.

				‘Oh, Ma’am, it’s... I’m coming! I’m coming!’ The boots caught up in the counterpane, lifted and struggled to kick free. Jackie’s sweating face had buried itself deep in the sweet envelopment of bare flesh, her mouth fastened with exultant force around the engorged nipple of the right breast. There was one last wrenching bark of lost consummation as the half naked body exploded in violent orgasm, and was stilled only sobbing seconds later as the aftershocks finally died down.

				At last Jackie raised her face from the breast she had been devouring. Her hand moved from between the trembling thighs, leaving the crumpled little slip of black cloth still half concealing the crotch, the darkened pubes exposed to view. She groaned and extended her fingers, thickly coated with the lubricious secretions they had caused. ‘Now come on, darling. Shift your gorgeous arse and get the rest of your kit off. I’m sick of you youngsters leaving me to do all the work while you have all the fun.’

				There was other, more bizarre activity taking place while DI Barlow was helping her new subordinate to settle into her surveillance post at number 17, several miles distant but involving her other protégé and lover. It was perhaps fortunate that it was this time beyond the range of Willy and Chopper’s technical expertise to view it ‘live’, even though they were endeavouring to keep their discreet watch on the building where this activity was taking place.

				As usual Jill was feeling the unpleasantly increased sensation of the butterflies which so regularly fluttered in her stomach when Liz announced with her disconcerting suddenness and lack of detail that the quartet of girls at 41 had another special assignment, at the ‘studio’ famed for its mud-larking and Victorian bed romps. ‘More filming, but something different, Jack said. That’s all I know, I swear, so be prepared for anything.’

				Even Jill’s heightened sense of alarm was temporarily overshadowed by sheer amazement as the mystery slowly unfolded. Four narrow trestle tables had been set out side by side with only a couple of feet of space between them, and all four bathed in the brilliance of a ring of spotlights surrounding them. There were two cameras fixed on their stands, as well as a handheld instrument, which seemed to be operating from the girls’ arrival in the studio. Jack Palmer was there with a select number of his associates, some of whom Jill could recognise, but centre stage was held by a theatrically arresting figure, a tall man of clearly advanced years with a carefully clipped silver beard, and a luxuriant but also skilfully groomed flowing head of hair, of the same colour. The thin features were lined, and of an aristocratic refinement, which went both with the rich finesse of the voice and the worldly air of debauchery.

				‘This is Roland. Do exactly as he says, girls, and don’t piss around.’ Palmer’s instruction, despite its casual delivery, was clear and not negotiable.

				‘Good afternoon, ladies. If you wouldn’t mind undressing... everything off, please.’ The cultured voice was polite, couched in the form of a genteel request, in great contrast with Jack Palmer’s more direct tone. Nevertheless, the four girls began at once to peel off their clothing, striving to ignore the individual wielding the camera, which swooped and ducked and hovered, recording all their intimate movements as they quickly stripped naked.

				It wasn’t until they stood ready, unable to disguise the touch of self-consciousness, despite the fact that all four were well used to appearing unclothed in such public circumstances, that they realised the aristocratic Roland had an assistant, herself a very attractive woman, perhaps in her early forties. She entered the room wearing a spotless white overall and white rubber gloves, such as those a doctor or nurse might wear.

				‘What about the redhead and the brunette?’ someone called. ‘Do you need them shaved?’

				Jill blushed fiercely as understanding dawned that the speaker was referring to her pubic hair and the red patch at Liz’s crotch. Karyn and Odette’s mounds were already hairless.

				The silver mane shook as Roland smiled and dismissed the suggestion. ‘No, not at all. In fact it can add a piquant touch to the finished article, a trace of pubic growth. Not that there’s usually much - just a hint.’ He was already gesturing towards the four parallel tables, on each of which a white sheet had been spread and a small pillow positioned at the head. Roland also smoothed on a pair of the latex gloves, and gestured elegantly towards the tables. ‘Take your places please, ladies. Any order. Just lie back and make yourselves comfortable. And please relax. The whole process is virtually painless, and won’t take any more than half an hour at most. My assistant will examine you and then prepare you for the process.’

				Jill’s brain was racing, close to panic mode. What was going to happen? Should she try to make a break for freedom now, before it was too late? Could it be something that might cause permanent damage? But even as she dithered the suave tone of Roland went on to explain succinctly what he intended to do to them, and once more her panic subsided to a feeling of surreal astonishment.

				The glamorous assistant, who was introduced as Verna, approached Jill first, who had taken one of the outer places. The woman beamed a reassuring smile at her. ‘Relax and bend your knees for me, my dear.’ Jill felt the cold smoothness of the gloves as Verna took her left leg and positioned it as she wished. Gently the latex hands pushed at the insides of her knees, opening her legs to an embarrassingly generous width and exposing her sex to her scrutiny, and to a swift but disturbingly intimate examination, including a brief penetration of the vagina by a straightened digit. ‘Fine. OK. Now remain relaxed, my dear. I’m just going to insert this inside and make sure it’s in place.’

				Jill tensed and gave a soft gasp as she felt the woman’s fingers peeling open her labia, pushing something which looked and felt like cling-film into the sheath of her vagina, a finger delicately continuing to probe so that Jill’s muscles contracted involuntarily about the invader. But she felt, along with the fleeting discomfort and far worse embarrassment, a strong pulse of arousal as the finger moved to ensure that the narrow sheath was lined with the film. The finger withdrew and, even more disturbingly, began gently to spread the film over the outer surface of her labia to the crease of her thighs and up over her pubic mound. ‘There, that should do you. Now lie back and enjoy.’ Even white teeth showed in a flashing smile and then Verna, already snapping off the gloves for another pristine pair, was moving on to Liz positioned on the next table.

				Too absorbed in what was happening to her to be aware of her companions, Jill stared in consternation at the urbane figure of Roland, who quickly took Verna’s place. He was bearing what appeared to be a small cauldron filled with white paste. ‘This is just like plaster of Paris, young lady,’ he informed her soothingly, ‘except that it sets a damned sight quicker. All you have to do is lie back and let nature take its course. I’m sure you’re very good at that.’ His right eye flickered in a wink, and Jill felt the tide of shame sweeping over her again. She was deeply shocked at the undeniable thrill she experienced at lying there, thighs slackly spread, naked, while his sure hands moved to her sex and competently poured and smeared in the warm, glutinous mixture, guiding and smearing it along the length of her sex cleft and over her mound. She felt its heat, far from unbearable, filling the tight passage of her vagina. With a final delicate dab at the edge of her thighs, and then, most shameful of all, the shady little depth that led to her hidden anus, to remove stray drops of the plaster, he moved on to his next victim.

				Jill found herself staring at the hunched form of the young man operating the camera, as he leaned over between her raised knees and held the lens no more than a foot from her plastered vulva and sighed with professional satisfaction. ‘Great!’ he exclaimed and nodded in friendly fashion before stepping back and turning his barrel lens on Liz.

				A plaster cast of her cunt! Even though Jill could feel the prick of tears behind her eyes at the humiliation she was enduring, she felt a wild urge to break into laughter - hysterical maybe, but it was savagely funny all the same. Oh, God, wait till Jackie heard about it! She prayed fervently though that the odious Harris and Wills would not be able to latch on to this, for it would certainly spell the end of her career in the police force. She would run, and never stop running, if this fiasco was ever made public to anyone she knew.

				Her despairing thoughts were powerfully distracted, however, as the plaster quickly began to set. She felt it first of all hot, and uncomfortably itching, then a kind of swelling, or maybe it was just her vagina contracting about it as it hardened. And that very hardness, filling her more and more emphatically it seemed, began to arouse sensations ever more stirring, until she gnawed at her lip and had to concentrate fiercely on the task of keeping perfectly still, except for that involuntary clenching and throbbing deep inside. She could feel a light film of sweat on her brow and upper lip, and she had to clench her hands painfully, digging her nails into her palms to prevent herself from moving, from pressing her hands over that throbbing centre, to ease the heat increasingly consuming her. She blinked back the tears and lay staring desolately up at the ceiling, shadowy through the brilliance of the halo of light in which her body was bathed.

				Then both Roland and Verna were there, one either side of the table and their hands combined. The woman delicately began to peel back the outer edges of the film from between Jill’s thighs. There was an instant of pain as Roland’s hands pressed at the base of her belly, then along the length of her sex, and suddenly she could feel the mould of hardened plaster moving. She shuddered at its painful pulling of the tissue clinging to it, then with a long, smooth glide which made her shiver and sent a wave of thrilling excitement right through her, she felt the object expel itself from her, replaced by a tormenting itching. She whimpered with blessed relief at the cold caress of the water which, trapped in a sponge, Verna pressed and held against her sex.

				‘Up you get and go and wash, through there. As thoroughly as you can. Take your time in the shower.’ The even white teeth showed again in an encouraging smile. ‘You can help each other out, if you like. Soon as you get the chance sit in the bath or use a bidet, if you have one. You shouldn’t have any trouble. We’re always careful and we’ve done dozens of casts. Cute, aren’t they?’

				The girls didn’t get the chance to really look at them until after they had showered and dressed. When they emerged into the studio again, there they were, the four casts, like some abstract, funnelled, furling sculptures in miniature, white, laid on their sides.

				‘Each one will have your name on. We’ll have them mounted. You’ll be famous, girls. Maybe you’ll end up in the British Museum!’

				Jill stared, completely bemused, and wondered how she could keep this latest degradation a secret, even from Jackie, and how she could live with the shame if it ever became known.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Fifteen

				The climax to Operation Gresham came within days of the bizarre artistic happening which had taken place at the studio, under the creative hands of Roland and his assistant, Verna. However, its wheels had clearly been set in motion several days earlier. There were those later who were inclined to be rather dismissive of Jack Palmer and his reputation as a major league villain. Even when his investigations into the background of Martin Grimmond led him to be suspicious, and then alarmed, he still failed to make the true connection between Martin and his pretty little bit on the side.

				But then, who would have thought a lady copper would have bared her all, and sported with such genuine enthusiasm before the all-seeing eye of the camera with the glamorous Liz, and the foreign girls who had proved to be the two vital extra nails in his coffin? To say nothing of the explicit scenes in the bathroom of Gresham Street between Martin and his whore, which took both duty and partnership to an entirely new and inappropriate level of devotion? And then there was the episode of the plaster cast cunts: exhibit number who-knew-what in this catalogue of duplicity, and all in the name of law and order. Jack Palmer felt he had every right to feel aggrieved and deceived.

				He came close to getting away with it. When he finally got confirmation that the colourful tales of Martin Grimmond’s villainy were all a scam he decided to act quickly, even though he had failed to make the connection with the law. He would clear the girls out of Gresham Street, pronto, and it was a dark evening when two of his henchmen called at number 41 and ordered the occupants to pack their bags ready for a hasty departure. ‘Your punter’s only a fucking con man!’ one of the men said to Jill, with righteous indignation. ‘The boss wants you all out of here now. Get packed. We’ll be back in an hour.’ He answered Liz’s startled and angry enquiries tersely. ‘You and your bird will be put in a hotel, probably up in London. The other two...’ he shrugged dismissively, ‘the blonde’s being sent up north, Glasgow I should think. Dunno about the other one.’

				Liz Grant, tempestuous lover that she was, was also a bright girl and she eyed Jill with a sense of betrayed resentment and mounting suspicion. ‘You said you’d known this Martin bloke for months. You’ve got a lot of questions to answer. Jack’s going to want to know all about him.’

				‘But I’ve told you all I know about him.’ Jill’s heart was thudding and the butterflies were going wild in the pit of her stomach. ‘Look, we’ve got to get ready. They’ll be back in an hour. Hang on. I need the loo.’

				She was strongly tempted simply to make a dash for the front door and sprint through the chilly night for the sanctuary of number 17, no more than sixty yards away. She had thought about it a lot over the past few days. But instead she bravely turned and fled up the little staircase for the much-needed relief of the lavatory, pausing only to grab her purse from the bedroom. Squatting on the toilet, safe behind the locked door, she ran the basin taps to disguise the bleeps as she fumbled out the number on her mobile. Almost weeping she gabbled out her message and her plea for assistance from her boss. ‘They’re bound to catch on it was me. I daren’t let them take me to Palmer. Please, Ma’am!’

				‘All right, pull yourself together, Jill,’ came the response. ‘This is it. See if you can get the two foreign girls out of it. Get them along here if you can. I’m setting things in motion.’ Jackie glanced across at Andy, who was frantically scrambling back into her clothes.

				Karyn was waiting on the landing when Jill emerged. The blonde had been in bed with Odette when Palmer’s men had arrived, and both girls were still wearing the silk wraps they had pulled on. Odette was already stuffing her things into a bag, in the bedroom only a few feet away. Karyn stared at Jill suspiciously. ‘Who you talk? You call phone!’

				Jill felt the last feeble reserves of her courage ebbing from her. Her weakness was almost like relief. ‘Listen, Karyn, you don’t want to let them take you away,’ she hissed. ‘You mustn’t! Come with me now. I’m a police officer. I can help you!’

				Odette had come out onto the landing. Her dark eyes were wide with astonishment. Karyn’s face was stamped with disbelief, her jaw sagging. Odette leaned forward, close to Jill, staring up into her face, her youthful features emphasising her helplessness and need. ‘You? Police?’

				Encouraged, Jill bent even closer. ‘Yes,’ she whispered. ‘Trust me. I can help you both. I - ’

				Then the world exploded in a vivid, blinding, crushing light, a burst of brilliance as the Goan girl reared up on her bare toes and delivered a smashing blow with her forehead right to the bridge of Jill’s nose. Jill folded in a heap, lost to all but the sickness and pain, and the warm flow of blood and the dizziness.

				‘Liz! Get up here! The bitch is a pig!’

				Jill’s senses were still reeling. She was only vaguely aware of the rough hands lifting her, carrying her across to a bedroom, ripping down her slacks, hauling off the blue jumper already soaked and sticky with blood. They left her in the white bra and briefs and black ankle socks, flat on her back on the bed, moaning and wheezing through the thick blood clogging her throat and flowing down over her breasts, staining the cups of the bra and dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

				‘Get some stockings! Tie her up! Tight!’

				Jill’s disconnected thoughts were still mainly concerned with the blood and choking, and the throbbing agony of her face, but she felt the bite of stockings in to her wrists as they tied them to the top corners of the bed, and then tethered her ankles together with equally painful restriction.

				‘We’ll let Jack’s lads deal with her. They’ll know what to do.’

				‘We can’t wait!’ Odette cried. ‘She was making a phone call!’

				The heavy mane of red hair brushed against Jill as Liz leant over her, the face coming into her misty vision. ‘Who were you calling? The cops?’

				Jill tried to speak but the blood and mucus grumbled and bubbled. She tried to shake her head and the effort made her moan again with the agony it caused.

				‘We’ll get you for this, you devious little cow! Jack will kill you!’ Liz drew back her right fist and slammed it into Jill’s jaw, knocking the bloodied face sideways on the pillow and loosening several teeth, while Jill’s wavering senses swirled off again into that general red vagueness.

				The three figures were dressed, their bags ready and waiting on the floor in the hall when a discreetly unmarked van pulled up outside. The anonymous men in overalls who emerged had a key to the front door, and there were others waiting at the back when the fugitives turned to flee in that direction. It seemed a long while to the figure trussed up in the front bedroom before the rescuers got to her, but soon after they did Jill was sitting with a cold wet towel held to her swollen nose, and wearing a clean set of underwear beneath her warmest sweater and skirt and winter coat, speeding towards the hospital in another unmarked car while Jackie and her squad waited for the return of the two Palmer thugs, who duly obliged by walking unwittingly into the lions’ den.

				It took two weeks for the dramatic purple-black bruising, which adorned Jill’s features like the Lone Ranger’s eye-mask, to fade to a tired, autumnal-looking pale brown and yellow, mere smudges below her eyes, by which time her broken nose had been painfully manipulated and reset twice.

				‘It’s never going to be straight again!’ Jill wailed, her eyes filling with tears as she surveyed herself in the mirror.

				‘It suits you, sweetheart,’ Jackie insisted. ‘I love it, honest. It gives you that little touch of mystery, of intrigue. And it’ll make you look a damned sight tougher for the villains!’

				Jill’s enthusiasm for the job had hovered dangerously close to total extinction. If it had not been for the special nature of her relationship with her superior, and Jackie’s almost smothering attention during the long days of sick leave which had followed the successful conclusion of the case, Jill would have called a halt to her budding career as a crime buster. But Jackie knew when to highlight the benevolence of her despotism, particularly in the sexual aspect of their association, and soon her subordinate was enmeshed as firmly as ever in the subtle ties that bound her to the older woman.

				One element which greatly helped in this was WPC Wise’s departure for the Police College at Bristowe, to embark on the first phase of her new transfer to CID. Jill could never forget how galling it had proved, lying there bloody, battered, and definitely bowed, tied to the bed, to find that the first of her saviours, bursting in like a latter day Sir Galahad, was Andy Wise, grinning down at her as she lay, in bra and knickers and those socks, covered in blood and weeping buckets while Andy finally released her from the bonds around her wrists and ankles. Nor the shame of standing there, still weeping, in that tiny bathroom, like a child who had soiled herself, while Andy, at Jackie’s instigation, stripped her of her bloodstained undies and dressed her in fresh clothes before she was sent off to hospital.

				The departure of Andy for the training course was an undoubted relief, in spite of Jackie’s mild admonition to her convalescing junior in the privacy of the comfortable flat. ‘Now look, you two are both going to have to get on together in future. You’re both my girls and you’ll have to get used to it. Otherwise there’s going to be several smarting arses round here. Got it?’

				‘Yes, Ma’am.’ Jill shrugged off her dressing gown and let it remain where it fell at her feet. Naked, she moved seductively towards Jackie’s beckoning arms. Sufficient unto the day... and she dismissed her chunky rival from her mind for the moment, with the pious wish that at the college Andy would meet up with some battleaxe ten times butcher and more sadistic than the figure whose welcoming limbs enveloped Jill in the warmth of the double bed.

				Though perhaps not at that exact moment, there were other matters occupying Jackie’s thoughts. The net closed and held and Jack Palmer, despite his cunning lawyers, looked set to spend time behind bars, and to lose a great deal of ill-gotten gains in the process. Yet the rich sense of reward for a job well done eluded Jackie, and her efficient team. She should have known, from DCS Sharp’s absence from the immediate post-nicking celebration in the office, where the fizzy plonk and canned beer flowed, that something was up.

				The ‘up’ became clear next morning when Jackie received the summons and made her way, breezily enough despite her sore head and sour gut, and the fact that her treasured little lover was lying black-eyed and broken-nosed in a hospital bed, past the demure, slightly blushing figure of Sandra Roberts to the inner sanctum.

				Moira showed how she had earned her nickname of Razor by the swift slash of her lightning attack. ‘I suppose you’re waiting for the fanfare of trumpets and Hail the Conquering Hero crap, yes? No doubt you’re expecting to be made up to chief inspector before the day’s out. You’re probably already planning a change of colour scheme in here, and the rearrangement of the furniture when you finally move in and take over from yours truly! Eh?’

				Jackie stood there blinking, overwhelmed by the ferocity of the assault, and the ringing echo of that last barked interrogative. She started to shake her head, to search for a denial, but the tirade swept relentlessly on. ‘Well you can forget it, Inspector, right now! You’d better call off plans for your triumph and remember that you are mortal, like the Caesars.’

				She held up a slim sheaf of papers and tossed them down onto her desk again, before which Jackie stood, fingers interlaced over her clenched buttocks, her neat and shining laced shoes literally on the carpet. ‘This is a bollocking, a figure ten on a scale of ten, from the Chief Constable and from Bridget O’Keefe, and I shouldn’t be surprised if there’s one from the fucking Home Secretary himself in the mail tomorrow! A catalogue of catastrophe from start to finish; our crime list makes Palmer’s misdemeanours look like the minor indiscretions of a sodding saint! Hardcore on the internet - ’

				‘You knew about that...’

				Moira ploughed on through the unacknowledged interruption. ‘Your little slut muff-diving. Our two undercover officers shagging on camera. That prick Pope actually had the nerve to claim on expenses for the pad he took your slut to the last time they met for a night’s humping. And these!’ She pointed at a cardboard grocery box on the desk. ‘Have you seen these? Come on. Take a look. Inspect them, Inspector! There’s one at least you should recognise. In any case they’ve all got a name on. Here, look!’

				She drew out a white object about six inches tall, an elaborate, twisted shape with a wide mouth narrowing to a thin extension, a bit like an udder. Moira peered at the label. ‘Huh, this one says Liz. Yes, that’s right!’ She gave a snarling grin. ‘They’re plaster casts of cunts. And there’s a fascinating little clip of them being made, no doubt distributed on the porno network. And one of them is of your cute little rookie, Miss Jilly Crystal, no less! But they’ve made us look a far bigger set of cunts than this lot, my dear!’

				Her face was turkey-red. She puffed out her cheeks and blew in exasperation. ‘This blast is going to make us famous. Everyone on high is doing their nut to tell us how far beyond the pale we’ve gone, how low we’ve plummeted. There’s all kinds of desperate efforts going on to keep it under wraps, because if the media get hold of all this it’ll hit the headlines world wide. Never mind promotion, we could be queuing up for our Job Seekers’ this time next week. I’m going to have the whole department in, give them the bollocking I’m giving you, and I expect you to back me up. Not a word breathed, not an interview given. It looks like a deal will be struck with Palmer. He’ll still suffer and lose a lot of his rackets. He’ll do a stretch, but it won’t be anywhere near what he should have got. They’ll buy his silence and it’s up to us to make sure nobody on our side lets anything out. Otherwise your bright little graduate bird will be the one sacrificed. We’ll deny all knowledge and make her out to be a right sex mechanic, a tart who’d take on King Kong given half the chance. Right, now get back out there and start the damage limitation, and hope to God we can handle it!’

				Reeling metaphorically Jackie left without making any reply, not even a ‘yes, Ma’am’. Distractedly she thought how smug and cellophane-wrapped the lovely Sandra looked as her blonde head bent industriously over her desk.

				When she had gathered her scattered thoughts Jackie duly delivered her rockets to her equally bemused staff. All the while she pondered who had betrayed her, for undoubtedly this whole collapsing brick house of recrimination had tumbled on them from some Judas releasing information which should have remained securely within their closed ranks. How had Moira, and those above her, found out so much of the devastating truth of the operation, and the lengths poor Jill, and Tony Pope, damn him, had gone to in the cause of the greater good? Not through her Jill, surely? The poor kid was twisted enough about all she’d had to perform in the line of duty. She would never have been the instrument of her own public shaming. Andy Wise? OK, so Jackie had seduced the gritty little lass into her bed and her clutches, but Wise had simply discovered a truth about herself she had chosen up to now to ignore - like countless other girls, Jackie was convinced. A short and pointed interrogation confirmed her in her belief in Andy’s innocence, and her loyalty, which Jackie found both touching and reassuring. In fact, it was through Andy’s help in the days which followed that the truth was finally and deviously uncovered.

				The traitor in their midst was the spotless Sandra, uniquely isolated yet privy to so many secrets. Backtracking, with skilfully disguised questioning, Jackie and Andy came to the irrefutable proof. The final T’s and I’s were crossed and dotted in a confrontation, deliberately low key, where in Jackie’s and Andy’s accusatory presence Sandra Roberts, impregnable in her righteousness, did not deny her vital underhand role. ‘I talked to Sergeant Mills, and to one or two others. It was obvious there were things going on, way out of line, that Superintendent Sharp had no idea of, and would never have approved. To say nothing of Assistant Chief Constable O’Keefe. It was only right I should inform them of what I knew, of what I learned.’

				The look of smugness on those immaculate features made Jackie’s palms tingle with the desire to deliver retribution. But with a warning look at Andy she merely shrugged. ‘Oh well,’ she said evenly, ‘I suppose you only did what you thought was right. Shame, though.’ The insufferable smile of those perfect lips sealed Sandra’s fate.

				‘Well, looks like our partners have deserted us, eh, Derek? I knew you wouldn’t want to see that arty-farty play at the Coliseum, and neither did I, so it was my idea for you to come round and keep me company while Jill and your Sandra sat through that tripe. A sort of variation on wife swapping, eh?’

				She gave her hearty bonding laugh, and Derek smiled to hide his fastidious disapproval. Jackie Barlow was such an exaggerated version of ‘butch’ it was almost a parody. At least Superintendent Sharp was an elegant, sophisticated woman, not some would-be male impersonation. He couldn’t stand it if his wife had fallen for someone as obvious and gross as this figure playing host. As always his mind registered his distaste at the acknowledgement even to himself of the truth of Sandra’s relationship with Moira Sharp.

				Her lesbian affair was ‘that which must not be named’ between Sandra and himself, and it never had. In fact, there were times when Derek himself was almost convinced by their playacting. He could not remember now when he had discovered the truth, or been told it. Faithfully both he and Sandra rigorously maintained the fiction of his innocence; that he still did not know what happened when Sandra took herself off, as she did so regularly, for some extra hours of ‘overtime’, or to some mythical function or other, and returned lethargic or almost somnambulant from her lover’s bed, and sometimes carrying a telltale hint of another’s perfume. Their own sexual relationship was indubitably one of dominatrix and slave. It was the only way that coition could take place, and as essential for Sandra as it was for himself.

				This strange invitation had intrigued as well as alarmed him. But Sandra had suddenly seemed absurdly keen on it. Could it be that she and this Christie girl had something going for each other? But surely they were both too fem in their personality to want sex with each other? In spite of his misgivings and unease he found himself complying, as always, in the face of Sandra’s insistence, and so here he was, in this woman Barlow’s comfortably appointed living room being plied with her booze, and kind of being chatted up in a mock matey fashion, he supposed. It was exciting in a way, if also a little bit unnerving, which was doubtless part of the attraction to his masochistic bias.

				He found himself staring at a strange little object on one of the shelves to one side of the fireplace. The lamp was bathing it in a brightness which highlighted its pristine whiteness. He had thought at first it was a representation of some sort of flower, for its top fanned out in a scroll that was reminiscent of a lily. But then he saw that from this curling top a single red rose projected; itself an artificial creation of crimson silk and plastic stem. The object narrowed to a kind of irregular column, and was supported by two pencil-thin struts leading down to the small wooden base.

				Jackie had noted his interest and chuckled huskily. ‘Ah, that’s my crystal vase.’

				He stared at her blankly. Vase it might possibly be, though he had seen nothing like its convoluted shape, but crystal it most certainly wasn’t. He rose and moved closer. It was opaque, some sort of plaster, he discovered. There was a little metal plaque on the wooden base, which did indeed bear the single word, Crystal.

				‘Can’t you see what it is?’ She laughed again, that rich, earthy sound, and he felt foolish, felt himself colouring as she picked up the delicate object, tilted it towards him so that he could see just how narrow the opening was, see the pleasing shape of it, like the closing petals of a flower, folding in together. God! He started in surprise and she laughed for a third time. ‘Perhaps you’re just not used to seeing these. Not on somebody’s shelf, at any rate. And not with a rose in its mouth.’

				He was blushing furiously now, trapped like a helpless insect in the brilliant force of her compelling smile.

				A couple of hours later, his head spinning and disoriented, he felt utterly drunk and totally in her power. She had spiked his drink. He knew it and could do nothing about it. He was startled to find how thrilled he was by this knowledge. He was standing in the kitchen, beside the sink, and she was fiddling with his trousers, opening them, her hand inside his briefs, seizing his penis, extracting it from its concealment.

				He blinked down at its squat, soft, shrouded shape. He felt the cold touch of the steel rim on its underside as she draped it over the sink and teasingly stroked it with light fingers. It stirred, throbbed, and a tremor passed through it. The helm peeped through the ruff of foreskin, and a coating of liquid emission gleamed at its tip in the light.

				‘Are you queer, Derek?’ she asked conversationally whilst continuing to stroke him. His prick had grown bigger and stirred more strongly, but remained flexible, curled over the edge of the sink.

				‘No!’ he denied quickly, and then his voice wavered and weakened. ‘Well, I don’t think so... I’ve never...’

				‘They say don’t knock what you’ve never tried, don’t they?’ she goaded. ‘Maybe you should give it a go.’ She had his prick firmly in her fist, moving back and forth. She could feel the flexing of the short column’s muscle, its hardening under her rhythmic strokes. With her free hand she pulled roughly at his trousers, dragging them down, and the elastic of his briefs to bare his bottom. ‘You’ve got a cute little arse,’ she said. ‘Plenty of blokes would fancy that, I should think.’ Her fingers probed into the tightness of the cleft, and he gave a snort of fear and delight. Then she grabbed a black plastic spatula from the tall jar containing kitchen utensils and with loud splats she began to whack his bottom. At each stroke she felt his prick throb mightily and grow ever harder in her tight grip.

				Sandra suddenly came from her lost reverie at the feel of the cold steel clamping about her wrist, and the click as the other cuff was locked about the end of the bedstead. ‘What are you doing?’ Her lips were against Jill’s lips, and her naked body rose beseechingly to maintain its contact with Jill’s naked body. Their nipples, tantalisingly erect, brushed against each other, their bellies touched, their thighs entwined. ‘Please, it’s ready to happen. Make it happen, please.’

				Sandra was sobbing, her body lifting, and she continued to writhe while making absolutely no resistance as Jill swiftly clipped the handcuffs on the other wrist, then bent and parted the legs, opening them and securing the ankles in like fashion, each to a corner of the metal frame until Sandra was spread, open like a star and pinned down on the sheet. Yet again her belly was raised, with its light fleece and the muscles of the spread thighs outlined as they locked in desperate need. ‘Make it happen!’ she pleaded, her breasts shaking with her weeping.

				‘Soon...’ Jill soothed, and with one last light kiss she bent and smoothed the band of broad sealing tape firmly in place over her mouth.

				She was dressed and long gone before Jackie’s Micra glided to a smooth stop outside the Roberts’ modest house. Derek was still trembling, recalling the fierce ecstasy of that ejaculation at the hands of the woman sitting beside him. His buttocks still stung with the violence of the beating which had accompanied the act.

				‘Remember, this is what she wants, what she begged from us. She wants your total domination of her. She’s staked out in there, just as she begged Jill to do to her. No matter what, you’ve got to be her master. Spank her, be as rough as you want with her; be as rough as she wants you to be. Your whole relationship depends on this, my boy. She’s counting on you; she’ll beg and plead with you to stop, once you take the gag off her. But whatever she does, however she acts, remember on no account must you stop. OK? Now get in there and play the brute. Be a man, Derek.’

				He drew a deep breath, stared at her, his eyes aglow with new purpose. He nodded. ‘Yes!’ he breathed. ‘Yes!’ He pushed his face forward, his lips pursed. ‘And thank you, Ma’am.’

				‘Get away with you.’ She pushed him from her. ‘Just get in there and teach her who’s boss, now!’

				He nodded a final time and got out of the car. She waited until he had let himself into the silent house before she drove away.

				Derek mounted the staircase, winding the supple leather belt about his right fist, his heart hammering. He entered the bedroom, saw Sandra’s pale body staked out under the bathing light. ‘I’m home, bitch!’ His voice was a snarl.

				‘Mmmph...!’ Sandra responded with frantic impotence, squirming desperately and tugging with futility at her chinking bonds. ‘Mmmph...!’
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