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Paula needed
to be dominant and sadistic, to play with men's emotions as she
played with their bodies, to make them suffer until they begged her
for release. She could demand that they did anything she chose.
Anything. And she had a very vivid imagination.

She shivered
as she thought of it. Of course, she knew there were many women who
acted out the role of dominatrix, who pretended to be dominant, to
earn money from their clients. But with her, the money was only a
bonus; her haughty superiority, her desire to see men grovel and be
turned into pathetic slaves, prepared to indulge her every whim,
was completely genuine. Her sadism was not bogus, either. Her
pleasure from teasing and torturing the men who came to her was
manifest. Perhaps that was why she was so successful, and had so
many clients who came to her week after week, so eager for the
privilege of serving her that they were prepared to pay for
it...

 


 



Chapter
One

 


'On your
knees.'

Without a
word, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands held
behind his back as if they were bound, his eyes riveted to the
pointed toes of her black patent leather high heels.

'Get on with
it, then,' she said, the tone of her voice calculated to
intimidate.

He knew what
he had to do. He leant forward and pressed his lips to the shining
black leather. It felt cold. He kissed and licked it eagerly, being
sure to cover every inch. She opened her legs slightly, allowing
him just enough room to get his head between her feet and lick the
inner surfaces. He worked all the way round to the back; then she
raised one foot after the other, allowing him to suck on the long,
tapering, needle-sharp heel.

'That's
enough,' she said abruptly, raising one foot and placing it on the
back of his neck, pushing down until his face was pressed into the
red carpet. 'Do you know the only reason I let you come here?'

'Yes, Mistress
Paula.'

'Tell me
then.'

'To please
you, Mistress Paula.'

Paula Divine
removed her foot from her hapless victim and walked over to the
side table, where she had placed her glass of white wine. She
picked it up and sipped it, deliberately keeping her back turned on
him. She knew he would not be able to take his eyes off her long
legs, sheathed in glossy black stockings with a fully-fashioned
heel and straight seams, their jet-black welts banding her meaty
thighs, and her large, pulpy, oval buttocks, the tight silky black
dress she was wearing stretched over them like a second skin. She
was a beautiful woman, with a rather long, almost aquiline face, a
very straight nose and big dark brown eyes. Her black hair was cut
to the shoulders and piled up around her head in soft waves. She
was a big woman, too, tall with a full and sumptuous figure, all
the curves of her body round and malleable.

'All right,'
she said, after a long pause. 'Go into the cloakroom and take your
clothes off.'

'Yes,
mistress,' he said at once, scrambling to his feet.

'You'll find I
have provided something for you to wear. Isn't that kind of
me?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

'Move!'

He practically
ran out of the room. He had been to the house before and knew where
he had to go.

Taking her
wine glass with her Paula walked across the room and opened a door
that led into what she liked to refer to as her 'treatment room'.
It was a square room painted in black matt paint and equipped with
many useful devices. A man stood on tiptoe in the middle of the
room, his arms stretched up above his head. His wrists had been
strapped into a pair of padded leather cuffs which were tied to a
white nylon rope, threaded through a pulley above his head and tied
off on a cleat on the nearest wall. His entire body was encased in
tight black rubber, including his head, which had been crammed into
a rubber helmet. The helmet had only one tiny hole presently open,
at the base of his nostrils. His legs were bound together by thick
rubber straps at his ankles and above his knees. A large erection
pushed out against the rubber that covered his belly.

'Having fun?'
Paula asked. She put the glass down on a small shelf and took a
riding crop from a rack of whips mounted on the plain black walls.
She slashed it down across the top of the man's buttocks. 'Answer
me,' Paula snapped.

The man nodded
his head vigorously. He could not speak. A large phallus-shaped gag
had been crammed into his mouth before the rubber helmet had been
pulled on.

'Good.'

Paula came up
behind him, pressing her body against his, wrapping her arms around
him and pulling him down, increasing the pressure on his already
tortured shoulders and arms. He moaned but wriggled back against
her. She knew he would be able to feel her big, spongy breasts
against his shoulder blades.

'I'm going to
let you watch,' she said. 'Isn't that good of me?'

He nodded
vigorously again.

Paula stepped
back and slashed the whip across the man's buttocks again. The
noise of leather on rubber reverberated through the room. She hit
him once more, much harder this time, causing him to moan
loudly.

Paula walked
around in front of him. The rubber helmet had little flaps over
each eye. She carefully folded them back, watching him blink as his
eyes became accustomed to the light.

'Come in
here,' she said, as she heard the other man walking back into the
living room. She put the whip back in the rack.

The man obeyed
at once, shuffling into the room with his head down.

'Close the
door,' she ordered.

Again he
obeyed. He was wearing one of her short white nylon slips and
looked ridiculous, his hairy chest showing through the nylon. But
that was the point. It amused her to see how far men were prepared
to go to obey her, how they would humiliate themselves for her.

'You look
pretty, don't you?'

'Yes, Mistress
Paula.'

'Do you think
he looks pretty, Derek?' she said, addressing the rubber-encased
man.

Derek nodded
his head.

'I think I'll
make you wear a dress, next time, and a bra and a pair of panties.
Would you like that?'

'No, Mistress
Paula,' he said.

'No? How dare
you? It's what I want that matters. Don't you understand that by
now?'

'Yes, Mistress
Paula, I'm sorry.'

'Don't worry:
you will be sorry.'

Paula opened
the large walnut cupboard where she kept all her equipment.

'Come over
here, then,' she said. 'You don't expect me to come to you, do
you?'

'No,
mistress.' He was staring at the other man, wondering, no doubt, if
he was going to end up in the same position. There were other
pulleys in the room, as well as metal rings fastened to the walls
and odd-looking contraptions equipped with belts and straps
intended to render their victim equally helpless.

Paula took out
an arrangement of several chains. 'Pull your slip up.'

The man
obeyed. His penis was already erect.

Paula opened a
small thick metal manacle attached to one of the chains. She
slipped it under his balls and around the shaft of his cock, then
clicked it shut. It was tight and she saw the metal cutting into
his erection.

'Hands out in
front of you.'

Two chains
were clipped to the cock-ring, one to the top of his shaft and the
other on the bottom, hanging down under his balls. The top one was
about a foot long and was attached to the central link of a pair of
metal handcuffs. Quickly, Paula looped the handcuffs over his
wrists and snapped them shut.

The chain
hanging down between his legs was about the same length and was
also attached to handcuffs, though they were slightly larger in
diameter.

'Get on your
knees.'

The man
obeyed. Paula knelt beside him, pulled the chain back between his
legs and snapped the cuffs around his ankles. With his ankles bound
to his cock in this way, the shortness of the chain meant that it
was impossible for him to stand up.

She got up and
admired her work. Walking over to the door, she picked up her wine
glass and finished the wine. Paula was one of a handful of people
who could genuinely say they loved their work. She had turned her
sexual obsession into a profitable business. Though both men had
paid her for her services as a dominatrix, it was a role that never
failed to excite her. She had discovered, very early in life, that
normal sex left her cold. She needed to be dominant and sadistic,
to play with men's emotions as she played with their bodies, to
make them suffer until they begged her for release. Having the two
men totally at her mercy, bound and helpless, aroused her like
nothing else ever had. She loved the sense of total power and
control it gave her. She could demand that they did anything she
chose. Anything. And she had a very vivid imagination.

She shivered
as she thought of it. Of course, she knew there were many women who
acted out the role of dominatrix, who pretended to be dominant, to
earn money from their clients. But with her, the money was only a
bonus; her haughty superiority, her desire to see men grovel and be
turned into pathetic slaves, prepared to indulge her every whim,
was completely genuine. Her sadism was not bogus, either. Her
pleasure from teasing and torturing the men who came to her was
manifest. Perhaps that was why she was so successful, and had so
many clients who came to her week after week, so eager for the
privilege of serving her that they were prepared to pay for it.

Paula put the
empty glass down and reached behind her back to unzip the
figure-hugging dress, walking into the middle of the room where
both men could see her. Slowly, she pulled the shoulder straps down
her arms. The men's eyes followed her every movement. She was
wearing a tight black lace basque, with a three-quarter cup bra,
her large breasts spilling out from the cups. As she stooped to
wriggle the dress over her hips her breasts threatened to escape,
ballooning out against the lacy restraints, flesh quivering.

The dress fell
to the floor and Paula stepped out of it. The suspenders of the
basque were clipped into the jet-black stockings. She wore a pair
of tiny lacy panties, no more than a triangle of lace held in place
by thin black elasticated ribbons that made channels in her
curvaceous hips. She could smell her own perfume, a musky scent
that she had dabbed into her cleavage and at the top her
thighs.

She pulled the
bra-cups of the basque down, carefully folding them under her
breasts. This supported her breasts but left them exposed. She had
large ruby-red nipples, surrounded by thick bands of very dark
areolae. Her nipples were already erect but she pinched each in
turn, hardening them further.

Moving
forward, she stood directly in front of the man in the white slip
and began to stroke the black panties, rubbing the lace against her
mons. Her pubic hair was naturally short, like a two-day stubble on
a man's beard, and rasped slightly against the material. She felt
her clitoris pulse as the thin gusset of the panties was pulled
more tightly into the slit of her labia.

The man's eyes
were watching her hungrily. His erection tented the front of the
white slip and she could see where it had been stained by the fluid
that was leaking from his cock.

'Come closer,'
she said, spreading her legs wide apart.

He shuffled
forward on his knees until his face was no more than an inch away
from her crotch.

'Good boy,'
she said. She took hold of the back of his head and pressed it
forward, so his mouth was jammed against her mons. 'Are you
watching this, Derek?' she said, looking up at the other man.

The man in
rubber nodded, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

'Lower.' Paula
pushed his head down between her legs, so that his body arched
backward and his mouth was right over the lips of her sex. 'Now use
your tongue.'

Immediately,
she felt the man's tongue pushing up between her labia. He wriggled
it under the narrow gusset of her panties and pushed it up to her
clitoris. For a moment she allowed his tongue to play against it,
enjoying the waves of pleasure that coursed through her body.

'How dare
you?' she said, stepping back so suddenly that he overbalanced and
sprawled back on the floor, the chains rattling. 'How dare you
touch me like that?'

'But I
thought...'

'Don't answer
me back,' she snapped. 'You're going to be punished for that. First
you tell me you don't want the privilege of wearing my clothes and
now you have the cheek to imagine that I would want a worm like you
to touch me so intimately.'

'But you—'

'If you say
another word, it's double the punishment. Is that understood?'

'Yes, Mistress
Paula.'

'Get on all
fours,' she ordered.

With a
rattling of chains, the man obeyed.

'Pull the slip
up over your bottom.'

The man's
hands were locked in front of him and chained to his cock. There
was no way he could do what she had ordered him to do. He tried
desperately to pull at the hem of the slip from the front, but with
little effect.

'Come on, come
on.'

'I can't,
Mistress Paula.'

'So I suppose
I'll have to do it. You're useless. Completely useless.' She bent
down and flicked the slip up over his buttocks. 'How many do you
deserve?'

Paula walked
over to stand in front of Derek. She hooked her thumbs into the
waistband of the panties and pulled them down over her meaty hips.
His eyes followed their movement, over the jet-black welts of the
stockings and down to her knees. She allowed them to drop to the
floor, then stepped out of them.

'How many do
you think he deserves, Derek?'

Derek tried to
say something, but the gag prevented all but a muffled moan
escaping.

Paula inched
forward until her nipples were touching the black rubber that
covered Derek's chest. She wriggled her shoulders from side to side
so her breasts shook, rubbing across the rubber. Derek's cock
twitched.

'Six, then,'
she said.

She selected a
two-tongued leather tawse from the rack of whips and swished it
through the air. Not satisfied with the noise it made, she selected
a long horse-whip with a brass pommel and a tapering leather lash.
When she slashed this through the air it made a high-pitched
whistle.

'Get your head
down and your arse up,' she said, kicking the kneeling man's
thigh.

'Yes, Mistress
Paula.'

This was what
he wanted, of course. Though she could not see it, she knew his
penis would be straining against the metal ring that surrounded it,
jerking reflexively in anticipation of what was to come.

'Higher,' she
ordered.

He stuck his
bum in the air, his forehead pressed to the floor.

Thwack. The whip landed on the meat of
his arse, immediately producing a thin red weal. His whole body
trembled and he produced a low keening noise.

'What do you
say?'

'Thank you,
Mistress Paula; may I have another?'

'You may.'

Thwack. Thwack. Two strokes in quick
succession, both harder than the first: both making the flesh of
his buttocks quiver, and both producing scarlet weals on his white
flesh.

'Thank you,
Mistress Paula; may I have another?' he intoned, his voice
breathless and husky.

Thwack. Thwack. The fourth stroke was
low, cutting across the top of his thighs. Thwack. The last was the hardest of
all, the sound reverberating around the room. He made that keening
noise again, through clenched teeth, a cry of pain that also
contained more than a hint of ecstatic pleasure.

'Thank you,
Mistress Paula,' he managed to breathe. She could see his whole
body was rigid, every muscle locked. His cock, pressing against the
silky white slip, would be straining against the metal ring.

Paula dropped
to her knees beside him and stroked his buttocks, making him jerk
as wildly as he had when he was being whipped. Her hand would
appear cold and soothing in comparison to the intense heat
radiating from the weals, increasing his need.

'Please...' he
moaned.

'Please what?
Please stop?'

'No, don't
stop.'

'What,
then?'

'Please let me
come, mistress.'

She smiled.
Peter had been to her three times before. She had emphasised that
he was not allowed to come unless she gave him permission, but on
previous visits he had never managed to control himself. He was
learning and she was pleased. She wanted total control. Some of her
regular clients had been trained to come only if she said a
particular word, like Pavlov's dog learning to salivate every time
a bell was rung. If Peter became one of her regulars, she would
train him in the same way.

'Use your
hand, then,' she whispered.

'Oh, thank
you, mistress,' he said.

He raised one
hand and tried to extricate his cock from the white slip, but the
chains got in the way. He was already too excited to hold back and,
by the time he had pulled the white slip out of the way, his orgasm
exploded and gobs of white semen spattered over the black linoleum
floor.

'Clean it up,'
she said, giving him a minute to recover.

'Yes,
mistress.' The man crawled over to the corner of the room, where
there was a small waste bin lined with a plastic bag and a box of
tissues. He took the tissues, used them to wipe up his ejaculation,
then crawled back and put them in the waste bin, the chains
clanging on the floor.

'Go into the
next room and wait for me there,' Paula ordered, opening the
door.

The man
obeyed. He tried to get to his feet, forgetting how he was chained,
but a sharp jerk on his balls soon reminded him and he decided to
crawl instead. Paula closed the door as soon as he left.

'Well, Derek, now it's your turn.' And
mine, she thought, but did not
say.

She went to
the wall and unwound the white nylon rope from the cleat that held
it taut. She allowed the rope to run through the pulley, Derek,
held in suspension for so long, collapsed to the floor, his muscles
turned to jelly.

'Take the
helmet off,' she ordered.

It took him a
moment before his arms would respond. His hands were still bound
together by the thick leather cuffs, but he managed to grip the
rubber helmet and tugged it over his head. The phallus-shaped gag
popped out of his mouth, covered with saliva.

'Get on the
bed, on your back.'

'Yes,
mistress,' Derek squeaked.

There was a
small double bed in the corner of the room, its mattress covered
with a black sheet. Short lengths of thick white nylon rope were
tied securely to each leg of the metal frame. Though his legs were
still bound tightly together, Derek managed to pull himself over to
the bed then lever himself up on to the black sheet.

Paula had gone
to the cupboard. She took out an odd-looking plastic dildo, its
shaft curved and distressed in a crude effort to make it resemble
the shape of a real phallus. It had a large black rubber bag
attached to the end. Hanging from the bag by a short tube was a
rubber bulb.

Paula climbed
on to the mattress. She grabbed his arms, hauled them up over his
head. She took hold of the white rope at the top left-hand corner
of the bed and tied it to the central link in the leather cuffs.
Then she straddled Derek's shoulders, allowing him to look up her
long, stocking-sheathed legs to her sex. Her labia were fat and
rubbery, with little pubic hair to hide the inner contours.

'You do know
what to do, don't you?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

Paula leant
forward. The rubber suit he had been squeezed into earlier had a
long zip at the crotch. She pulled it open, and his erection
immediately sprang free. He moaned loudly with relief.

'Open your
mouth.' As he obeyed, she took the dildo and placed the rubber bag
between his lips. Using the rubber bulb, she began to pump air into
the bag until it filled his mouth completely and his cheeks were
bulging, the rubber dildo sticking up at a right-angle to his
face.

She didn't
allow many of her clients the privilege of being used by her, but
Derek was one of them. He had been coming to her every two weeks
for over a year.

Paula squatted
over his face, taking the dildo in her hand and placing it at the
mouth of her vagina. Her sex spasmed as she felt the thick cylinder
of rubber nosing into her delicate flesh. Slowly, she lowered
herself on her haunches, allowing the dildo to impale itself in
her. She was very wet. Administering a whipping always got her
excited. She sank right down until she could feel Derek's face on
her thighs and the tip of the dildo nestling against the neck of
her womb.

'Mm...' A huge
wave of pleasure flooded over her. She used her left hand to hold
Derek's cock, as if it were a lever specifically designed to help
her support herself; meanwhile, with the middle finger of the
right, she searched out her clit. The first touch was electric. She
moaned again.

Paula knew her
own body well. She knew what it liked. Sometimes she would string
one of the slaves up in front of her, lie on the small bed and
masturbate lazily, bringing herself to a slow climax while they
were made to watch. But she was in no mood for delayed
gratification now. She needed to come quickly. She jammed her
finger against the little promontory of flesh and flicked it from
side to side. Her body rocked with the shock of pleasure this
produced. She pushed herself down on to Derek's face, feeling his
cheekbones press into her big fleshy thighs, and the dildo sank
deeper, too.

Derek started
to struggle.

Paula's whole
body went rigid. She felt her vagina contract tightly around the
dildo as her orgasm took control. She managed to flick her finger
against her clitoris one more time, then she crushed it back
against the underlying bone as her orgasm exploded. Wave after wave
of pleasure rolled over her.

During all
this, she had been clutching his penis spasmodically, more for
support than for his pleasure, but now it began to jerk in her
hand, jetting semen out on to his black rubber-covered belly.

'Did I give
you permission to come?' she said, as soon as the waves of feeling
had passed. She stood up, tearing the dildo from her body with a
loud squelching sound. His cheeks and chin were glistening with the
juices from her sex.

He shook his
head.

'You know what
that means, don't you?'

He nodded. It
meant punishment.

 


Angela
Strickland was ten minutes early. It was only her seventh day at
Slaughter and Roe and she was still keen to make a good
impression.

Their offices
were in Notting Hill Gate and, like most estate agents, had a long
frontage on to the street, the rows of desks on view to the public
behind the big plate windows and the advertisements for the latest
properties that hung in them. The best desks, at the back of the
large open office, where it was slightly more private, were
allotted to the more senior staff and the worst right at the front
in the window, where the sun beat down remorselessly in the summer,
and a chill wind blew in through the front door in the winter, went
to the more junior employees. As the most junior, Angela sat right
in front of the glass.

'Good
morning.'

She was
surprised to see Gary Roe striding in through the door, minutes
after her. As the senior partner, she had barely said more than two
words to him, the whole week.

'Good morning,
Mr Roe.'

'Gary, please.
I've never been much for formalities.' He came over and sat on the
edge of her desk. 'Sorry I haven't been around much, last week.
Like to welcome all the staff personally, but it's been a bit
hectic.' Gary was in his early thirties. He was slender and tall,
with a large gold signet ring on his finger. He wore a beautifully
tailored grey suit, a handmade white shirt and a silk tie. He had a
ready smile and deep-green eyes, with crows' feet at each corner.
His curly dark brown hair was so thick that it grew right down over
his forehead.

'That's all
right. I didn't expect...'

'Anyway, how
are you settling in?'

'Fine, thank
you Mr... Gary.'

'Good. Good.
Josephine's been keeping a beady eye on you, I expect.'

Josephine
Donald was a fifty-year-old matron, who wore a peach-coloured twin
set and pearls, and black-framed spectacles. She ruled the office
with a rod of steel, keeping all the employees under strict
supervision, the slightest hint of horseplay punished with one of
her withering looks.

'She's been
very kind,' Angela replied. It was true. Josephine was a martinet
but a maternal one. She had helped Angela with all her problems and
had even given her much-needed advice about trying to find somewhat
better accommodation than the mouldy bedsit she was presently
inhabiting.

'Good. Good.
And remember, my door is always open, if there's anything I can
help you with: anything at all...'

'That's very
kind.'

'Well, better
get on.' He smiled, revealing very regular and very white teeth,
then strode across the office to the spiral staircase that led to
the first-floor offices that the two partners inhabited.

Angela
Strickland thought of herself as a little naive. She'd had very
little experience of city life. Born and brought up in a remote
part of Cornwall by her widowed mother, she had been sent to a
remote boarding school in the highlands of Scotland, where a man
had been a sight as rare as a glimpse of the sun. But she knew
enough to understand that she was attractive to men and to know
why. She had the sort of blonde hair that was almost luminous,
falling in liquid waves way past her shoulders. Her face had
delicate, sharp features with a straight nose, a small mouth with
very red lips and deep-blue eyes. Though she was not tall, only
five foot three inches in her stockinged feet, she had shapely
slender legs and her figure was curvaceous, with a narrow waist and
a jutting bosom.

And for that
reason, she couldn't help wondering if Gary Roe's interest was
entirely due to concern for the smooth running of his firm, or
whether he had another motivation.

By nine-thirty
the office was fully populated and the phones had started ringing.
To teach her the ropes, Josephine had asked Sally Fennell to work
with Angela for the first two weeks, and they had got on well
together. Sally had shown her how to go to properties and work up
the details that would form the basis for the one- or two-page
circulars that would be sent out to other agents and given to
prospective buyers. They were supposed to go to a house this
morning at ten for this very purpose.

'Angela.'
Josephine walked across the office to Angela's desk. 'I've just had
Sally on the phone. She's going to be late. Dentist or something.
Do you think you're up to going to Park Drive on your own?'

'I think so,'
Angela said hesitantly.

'Good. Here's
the key. The owner's already moved out, so the place will be empty.
Just make sure you get all the dimensions.'

'Fine.' It
shouldn't be a problem, Angela thought. The firm provided a pro
forma, and all she had to do was fill it in.

Josephine put
the key on Angela's desk. 'Any problems, just ring me.'

'Thanks.'

Angela took an
electronic tape-measure from her desk drawer, and an A-Z of London.
She checked she had a pen and a clipboard, as well as the pro
forma. Park Drive was only around the corner from the office and
she decided to walk. It was early spring and, though a weak sun was
trying to burn through the clouds, there was a cold northerly wind
and she needed the light mac she had brought with her.

Out on the
street she walked briskly along to Holland Park, then turned left
into a small, discreet cul-de-sac. The houses were terraced and had
mostly been converted into flats, but Number 18 had a single bell
on the panelled front door.

Angela
unlocked the front door and stepped inside. There was a litter of
post on the doormat, together with circulars and little cards from
minicab companies. The house had that particular smell that all
empty houses had in common, a combination of dust and damp and
stale air.

Closing the
door behind her, Angela walked around the ground floor. It seemed
pretty standard. There was a dining room off the kitchen and a
large sitting room with a tiny patio garden not much bigger than a
postage stamp, its terracotta paving dotted with numerous plants in
big terracotta pots. The plants all looked healthy and well cared
for, testimony to the fact that the house had not been empty for
long.

Angela took
off her coat, hung it on the newel post of the stairs and began
work in the kitchen, pointing the electronic measure and reading
off the widths. It took her twenty minutes to complete the
downstairs, double-checking everything, determined not to make a
mistake on her first solo assignment.

When she was
satisfied she hadn't missed anything, she mounted the straight
staircase to the first floor. The door to the bedroom at the front
was open and she wandered in. Again, she carefully measured the
bedroom and the en suite bathroom, noting all the features: the
number of built-in wardrobes, the colour of the bath, the presence
of a bidet and a separate shower cubicle. At the other end of the
landing there was another small bedroom, a small shower room and
toilet. Opposite this was another door to what she imagined was the
third bedroom. Oddly, she thought, the door was locked, though the
key was in the lock under the handle.

She turned the
key and opened the door. It was thick and padded on the inside. The
room beyond was small and square and smelt heavily of a musky, rich
perfume. The walls and ceiling and the stripped wooden floor had
all been painted black. Angela could see the frame of the window
that would have overlooked the small patio at the back of the
house, but the window had been boarded up and the boarding painted
black, too.

Even with the
light flooding in from the hall, it was difficult to see more and
Angela switched on the electric light. There was a single naked
bulb hanging from the ceiling.

What Angela
saw astonished her. In the corner of the room was a metal cage,
about four feet high and two feet square. The top of the cage was
hooked into a metal chain threaded through a pulley attached to an
RSJ that ran diagonally across the ceiling. The chain was tied off
to a cleat on one of the walls, so the whole cage could be
suspended. There were two more pulleys hanging from the RSJ, both
threaded with white nylon rope, which were secured to pairs of
thickly padded leather cuffs.

On the far
wall, square metal plates had been bolted into the plaster, two
just above the skirting board and two at well over head-height.
They were positioned at about three feet apart; screwed into each
plate was a metal ring.

Jutting from
the opposite wall was what, at first glance, looked like an ironing
table. But it was built a great deal more solidly, with a huge
steel bracket supporting it from underneath. Wide leather straps
had been attached to the middle of the board; at the end closest to
the wall and on either side of it, there were two more pulley-like
arrangements of nylon rope, this time each attached to a single
metal cuff.

Angela stared
around in disbelief. It looked to her as if the room had been used
as a sort of torture chamber. It repelled her and fascinated her
all at the same time. She reached above her head and touched one of
the leather cuffs dangling there. Experimentally, she wound it
around her wrist. She found herself imagining what it would be like
to be tied up here, with her hands bound above her head. To her
astonishment, this thought produced a deep and shocking throb from
between her legs.

Quickly, she
took out the electronic measure. It only took a moment to get the
measurements down. As soon as she had completed this task, she
walked out into the hall and locked the door behind her again.

But the room
was not as easily forgotten as that. As she walked back to the
office, with her clipboard tucked under her aim, she found herself
trying to work out what the various devices were for. The cage was
easy to work out. A victim was locked inside, then suspended. With
the lack of height, it would be impossible to stand up properly. It
would be very uncomfortable, especially over a long period of time.
She tried to work out what the ironing board arrangement was for.
It was just long enough for a victim to be strapped along its
length, with their buttocks jutting out at one end. Were their legs
then secured in the leather cuffs from the pulleys on either side
and drawn back over their heads, so their body was doubled up?

But even if
that were the case, what was the point? Why would anyone want to
own such complicated instruments of torture?

Back at the
office, Angela typed up her notes, putting all the measurements
into the computer. She would talk to Gary later about a valuation,
though she had her own figure in mind. Naturally, she made no
mention of the house's most unusual feature. She didn't mention it
to Josephine, either, when the matronly woman asked her if
everything had been all right. But she wanted to talk to someone
about what she had seen.

At
twelve-thirty, Sally breezed in. She dropped into the chair at the
side of Angela's desk.

'Hi. Anything
new?' Her mouth was still frozen with novocaine, and she spoke with
a distinct slur.

'I went to do
that house in Park Drive.'

'On your own?'
She was grinning. 'In that case, I'd better buy you a drink. Come
on, it's lunchtime,' she said.

They walked to
the pub two doors down from the office, which most of the Slaughter
and Roe's staff frequented, and found a corner table. Sally went to
the bar to buy the drinks.

'So how did
you get on, this morning?' Sally asked as she brought over two
glasses of red wine.

'Fine,' Angela
said.

Sally began to
grin broadly again.

'What's the
matter with you?'

'You didn't
find anything... unusual?'

Angela began
to blush. She still hadn't worked out why the room she had found
was equipped in the way it was, but had the uneasy feeling that
other people might not be so naive. She didn't want to be made fun
of for not knowing something that was perfectly obvious to the rest
of the world.

'You did,'
Sally said, reading her expression. 'Come on, tell all.'

'How did you
know?'

'Know
what?'

'About the
room?'

Sally grinned
again. 'I just guessed. Come on, what was it like?'

Angela told
her. She told her about the cage and the ironing board and the
pulleys.

Sally began to
laugh. 'That's great.'

'So how did
you know?'

'The owner
came to the office a couple of weeks ago, before she moved out. I
met her. She was a prostitute.'

'A
prostitute?'

'You've seen
the cards in the telephone boxes.'

'Yes.' Angela
had seen them, all right. It would have been difficult to miss
them. Almost every telephone box in London was covered with cards
advertising the services of young women of every shape and size,
the lurid details of what they were prepared to do accompanied by
an alluring photograph purporting to be the woman in question,
often clad in thigh-length boots or black stockings.

'Well, she was
Miss Stern. Get it?'

'No.'

'Miss Stern.
Domination, bondage and correction.'

'I don't
understand.'

'Where have
you been, Angie? Don't you know about all that?'

'I've read the
ads. I wasn't sure what they meant.'

Sally laughed.
'You really have led a sheltered life, haven't you?'

'I suppose
so.'

'You're not a
virgin, are you?'

'No!'

'Just asking.
This may come as a shock to you, Angie, but there are certain men
who get their jollies in rather peculiar ways.'

Angela found
herself blushing again.

'They're not
into normal sex. They want S and M. Or B and D.'

'What?'

'Sadism and
masochism. Bondage and domination.'

'I still don't
understand.'

'They want to
be slaves. To be completely dominated. Part of that involves being
tied up. And tortured. Usually whipped.'

'My God,
really?'

'Yes.
Really.'

Angela
suddenly had a vivid image of a man tied down on the ironing
board-like structure at Number 18 Park Drive, his legs doubled back
over his body and his thighs and buttocks completely exposed. It
would be easy to whip him, in such a position, and he would be
helpless to prevent it. Angela shuddered.

'And men pay
for that?' she said.

'You bet. It's
very common.'

'Have you
ever...?'

'I once had a
man who liked to be spanked on the bum. But he was only a mild
case. The sort of guys who go to Miss Stern are into it in a big
way. They can't get it off unless they're really abused. It's not
just the pain and the bondage. It's the humiliation, too. They like
being made to crawl around on the floor and lick the girl's
shoes.'

Angela felt
her heart skip a beat. A memory sprung into her mind. Like a
crucial piece of a jigsaw puzzle that had been lost for a long
time, suddenly what she had experienced more than a year ago began
to make sense.

'I read about
it. It fascinated me. I found this book about sexual perversions.
It's not only men, either. Women can get the same sort of
obsession.'

'What, needing
to be whipped?'

'Yes, and tied
up. There's all sorts of kinky stuff goes on. Rubber's another
one.'

'Rubber?'

'Wearing
rubber clothes. It's something about the smell, apparently. And
then there's water sports.'

'Water
sports?'

'Being peed
on.'

'How
disgusting! People find that sexy?'

Sally nodded.
'But I think S and M is the most common.'

'I had no
idea.'

But she had.
Angela realised that she had a very good idea. She had experienced
it for herself: only, up until this very moment, she had never
realised what was going on.

'Do you want
another?' Angela asked, nodding at their drinks.

'One more,
then I'd better get back. Have you talked to Gary about the
valuation?'

'Not yet. It's
a nice house. It should sell quickly.'

'Who knows:
the dungeon might even be a selling-point.'

Angela got to
her feet a little unsteadily. She realised she was sweating and her
hand was shaking. In its way, what Sally had told her was a
revelation as great as her first biology class, when she'd realised
exactly what the moist, soft slit between her legs was actually
for.

She took a
deep breath and marched to the bar.

 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Angela
Strickland lay in a hot bath. She could hardly remember what she
had done for the rest of the day. Her mind had been completely
preoccupied.

Though her
mother had had a large house and had managed to send her to a
boarding school, when Angela had finally come home, at the age of
eighteen, she soon realised that the family finances were tight.
Her father had died when she was only four and the value of her
widow's pension had slowly dwindled away. In order to help out,
Angela had gone to work at the local stables. She'd always been
good with horses and seemed to have a knack for showing others how
to ride. She had taught several children and some adults, and the
word soon got around that she was good. The money wasn't great but,
in that part of Cornwall, there was little else to do.

She had
supplemented her income further by agreeing to act as a groom for
some of the other riders, brushing down their horses and cleaning
their tack after their rides.

One of her
customers had been Gregory Wilmott. He owned the largest house in
the village and, though his business was based in London, he liked
to ride whenever he got back from the city. He paid Angela
generously for grooming his hunter and always gave her a big
tip.

Almost a year
ago to the day, Gregory had arrived at the stables in his big
Jaguar. He got out his hunter, a big chestnut Arab, and rode off at
a canter, telling Angela that he'd be back in an hour. It was
already late and the other grooms and staff of the stables had gone
home. She would have gone, too, but she needed the money and didn't
want to miss the opportunity of benefitting from Gregory's
largesse.

It was dark
when she finally heard the horse thunder into the yard.

Gregory
Wilmott jumped from the saddle and handed her the reins.

'Good ride,
sir?' she'd asked.

'Wonderful.'
He'd headed for the showers that were provided on the side of the
office block.

She led the
horse into the stables and began pulling off the saddle. It had
sweated up on its shoulders and under its belly, and she had to
wipe it down with a sponge before she began grooming it with a
brush.

'That looks
good.' His voice startled her. He had showered and changed his
clothes and was standing with wet hair, watching her work. He was
an attractive man, with black hair, a rather rugged face and an
athletic body. He was holding a silver flask in his right hand.

'You gave him
a good run. He likes that.'

'And I like
you. I'd like to give you a good run, too.' He took a swig from the
flask.

'And what
about your wife?' she said sharply. She was used to the amorous
attentions of several of the men at the stables and had never taken
it seriously.

'My wife
doesn't understand me. She's a cold fish. Look at you: you're all
hot and alive.'

He took two
steps towards her, wrapped his arms around her waist, laced his
fingers together and kissed her neck. 'You smell wonderful. All
sweaty and wet.'

'Let go.' She
struggled, trying to pull his hands apart.

'Come on,
Angie. It doesn't have to be for love, you know. How about you earn
yourself a really big tip, tonight?'

'No, thank
you. Now, behave.' She managed to break out of his arms and run to
the other side of the stables.

But Wilmott
was not going to take no for an answer. He rushed forward and
trapped her in the corner of the stables where the straw was
deepest.

'You know you
want it.'

'I don't. Let
me go.'

He stood his
ground and grinned. 'Come on, Angie; I just want to get to know you
a little better.'

Angela looked
around. She saw his riding crop hanging on the hook with the rest
of the tackle. She grabbed it.

'Get away from
me,' she said, brandishing the whip.

For a second
she saw a strange expression in his eye, as though accessing some
memory that had flashed into his mind. Then he smiled broadly. 'I
didn't think you were that sort of girl,' he said, grinning.

He lunged
forward, but his foot got caught up in the straw and he pitched
headfirst into it. Angela saw her chance and tried to run round
him, but Gregory was fast and caught her ankle in his left
hand.

'Come on; we
can be friends,' he said, trying to pull her down into the straw
beside him.

Angela raised
the whip and slashed it down on his buttocks with all her might.
The small stables resounded to the sound and the horse reared and
whinnied.

Gregory's
reaction was not what she had expected. He gave a loud low
moan.

'Let go of me
or I'll do it again,' she said.

His fingers
gripped tighter: but he was not trying to pull her down, any more,
just holding her where she was.

She raised the
whip again and cut it down across the meat of his buttocks. She saw
his whole body shudder and he moaned again. But it was not a moan
of pain.

'Let go.'

But his
fingers cut into her ankle like steel claws.

Something
inside her snapped. She slashed the whip down furiously, time after
time, hitting his buttocks and the tops of his thighs with real
force. But this time he made only the slightest of sounds, a series
of whimpers more than a moan, and she saw his body wriggling down
against the straw. Suddenly his fingers released her, and he lay
inert, so still that for a moment she thought she had really hurt
him.

She ran to the
stable door, then turned back. 'Are you all right?' she asked,
feeling guilty.

He rolled over
in the hay and grinned. The front of his cream trousers was wet and
stained. 'You little minx,' he said. 'I didn't know you had it in
you. Here...' He pushed his hand into his pocket and pulled out a
fifty-pound note. 'Take this.'

Angela
hesitated. She needed the money. On the other hand, she didn't want
to be tricked into being cornered by Gregory again.

'Go on: it's
worth every penny. It's less than I normally pay.'

She didn't
know what that meant. Reluctantly she took two steps forward,
snatched the money out of his hand and ran across the yard to her
bicycle. She hoped he wouldn't follow her in his car, and he
didn't. As she pedalled furiously up the road she realised that she
was intensely aware of her sex, as it moved against the leather
saddle. Though she did not understand why, what had happened with
Gregory left her feeling an odd but distinct excitement.

The bath-water
was going cold. Angela washed away the soap and stood up. The
memory had stayed with her vividly and it had always puzzled her.
Now, for the first time since it had happened, she thought she
understood why Gregory had done and said those things. He was one
of those men who enjoyed being whipped: one of the men who, as
Sally had said, paid women to torture and humiliate him. No wonder
his trousers had been damp and stained. No wonder he had given her
fifty pounds and said it was less than he normally paid.
Unwittingly, Angela had given him exactly what he wanted most, when
it came to sex.

That did not
explain her feelings, however. When she got home that night, she
had lain in bed, totally unable to sleep. Her sex had been alive,
crawling with sensation, an itch that just had to be scratched. She
had rarely felt the need to masturbate and had never been very good
at it: but, that night, she felt compelled to try, manipulating her
clit - however clumsily - and coming in a matter of seconds.

Wrapping
herself in her towelling robe, she went back into the small bedroom
of her flat. After the incident at the stables Angela had tried to
avoid Gregory, but he had approached her on several occasions with
a leer in his eye and his riding crop in his hand, wanting to know
if she would like to earn another big tip. She'd told him to get
lost and, despite the loss of income, had given one of the other
girls the job of grooming his horse.

A month later
she decided to move to Truro where she could earn a proper salary.
She had spent ten months working as a secretary, then landed the
job as a trainee at Slaughter and Roe in London at almost twice the
salary. Despite her having no experience they had given her the
job. She thought of it as her lucky break.

Angela climbed
into bed and put the light out. Despite the fact that she was
tired, she could not go to sleep. Like a video on an endless loop,
the images of what she had done to Gregory Wilmott, that night,
kept running through her mind. Gregory worked in London and it was
even possible that he might have visited the house at Number 18
Park Drive, and been tied up to the rafters by those chains. The
image had a strange effect on Angela, so strange that she wasn't at
all sure what it was. It came as a shock to her to realise that it
was, in fact, a sweet, sickly excitement.

 


'Hello.'
Angela answered the phone on her desk.

'Woman wants
to talk about Number 18 Park Drive,' the telephonist told her. 'Are
you dealing with that?'

Angela looked
around for Sally. She was on the phone at one of the desks at the
back of the office. 'I suppose I can deal with it.'

'Putting you
through.'

'Hello. I'm
interested in the property at Number 18 Park Drive.'

'Yes, of
course. Have you seen the details?'

'Well,
actually I know the house quite well. It belonged to an...
acquaintance of mine.' The voice belonged to a woman. It was
cultivated and precise.

'I see.' The
house had only been on the market for two days and Slaughter and
Roe had already had several enquiries. 'Would you like to see it
again?' Angela wondered just how well the woman knew the previous
owner.

'Yes, I would.
In fact, I'm in the area this morning. Would that be possible?'

'Of course.
What time suits you?'

'Eleven.'

'Fine.' Angela
hesitated for a moment. 'Myself or one of my colleagues will meet
you there. May I take your name?'

'It's Divine.
Paula Divine.'

'Thank you, Ms
Divine.'

Putting the
phone down, Angela got up from her desk and walked over to Sally,
waiting patiently until she'd finished her call.

'I've just had
a woman wanting to see Number 18,' she said, when Sally finally
finished. 'Are you free at eleven?'

'No, I've got
a viewing on the flats in the Avenue. You go on your own. That's
all right, isn't it, Josephine?'

Josephine was
sitting in a corner desk. 'What?' she asked.

'Angela can
show Number 18 on her own, can't she?'

Angela had not
graduated to viewings yet. She knew it was one of the most
important parts of an estate agent's job.

'Of course,'
Josephine said, smiling a thin half-smile. 'I'm sure you're up to
it.'

'Fine,' Angela
said, glad of the vote of confidence, though she wished that her
first sole experience wasn't going to be on such a difficult
property. Her prospect appeared to know all about the house, but
she wondered if the woman had seen the black room upstairs.

At quarter to
eleven she booked the keys out from the locked cupboard where all
the keys to empty properties were kept, and left the office for the
short walk to Park Drive. The April weather had changed and the
spring sun was fierce in a blue and cloudless sky, the calls of the
male peacocks in Holland Park echoing around the surrounding
streets.

As she turned
into the cul-de-sac, she saw a woman standing by the front door of
Number 18. The woman was large, in every sense of the word. She was
tall with a big frame, her well-proportioned but ample flesh
outlined by a skin-tight black catsuit and tight calf-length boots,
their four-inch heels adding to her already considerable height.
She had soft and very shiny black hair that fell in soft waves to
her shoulders, and dark eyes the colour of mahogany. Her
personality was large, too; as Angela walked towards her down the
street, she could feel it radiating out with an almost magnetic
appeal.

'Good
morning,' Paula Divine said, extending her hand. She had very long,
bony fingers and wore several expensive-looking rings on three
fingers. She was holding the details of the property in her other
hand, Slaughter and Roe's logo emblazoned in big red letters at the
top.

'Angela
Strickland. Pleased to meet you.'

'Strickland?
That's an unusual name.'

'Not where I
come from.'

'And where's
that?'


'Cornwall.'

'Must be a
very strict county,' Paula replied. She grinned broadly.

Angela felt
herself blushing. She had never thought of that connotation to her
name before and, considering the contents of the house they were
about to enter, it was extremely embarrassing. She wondered if it
were just a coincidence.

'Shall we go
inside?' Paula suggested.

'Certainly.
You said that you knew the owner?' Angela asked as she opened the
front door. The pile of post on the doormat had increased.

'Yes. I met
her a couple of times. I came to her house but, to tell you the
truth, I don't remember a lot about it.' Paula was looking around
the hall.

'And you're
looking for a house in this area?'

'Yes. I've got
a flat at the moment. But it's really too small for my needs.'

'Look, perhaps
you'd rather look around on your own: feel free.' Angela had worked
that strategy out on her walk. She didn't want to be at her
client's elbow when she opened the door to the black room.

'If you don't
mind...'

'Go
ahead.'

Paula Divine
wandered around the house, inspecting everything carefully and
referring to the details she had brought with her. It took her at
least fifteen minutes before she finished the ground floor.

'Nice patio.
Wanda had very green fingers, I seem to remember.'

'She certainly
had a lot of plants. I suppose those pots were too heavy to
move.'

Paula mounted
the stairs while Angela walked discreetly into the living room. She
expected to hear a cry of surprise at any moment, and to be
summoned to see the offending room, but nothing happened. After ten
minutes she heard Paula's footsteps on the bare boards of the
stairs.

'Very nice,'
she said. She was grinning. 'I expect it was quite a surprise for
you, was it?' There was no doubt what she was referring to.

Angela felt
herself blushing again. 'You wouldn't believe the sort of things we
see, in this job,' she said, trying to sound terribly worldly and
sophisticated.

'I bet.
Actually, I'm surprised Wanda didn't have it redecorated. It's not
to everyone's taste.'

'It would have
been a good idea,' Angela said.

'Still, it
saves me some time,' Paula said briskly. 'I'll take it. I'll get my
solicitor to call you this afternoon. There's one problem,
however.'

'And that
is?'

'I want
everything completed by next week. It's Wednesday today. I want to
be in by next Friday, at the latest.'

'That's very
quick.'

'But it can be
done, if everyone cooperates.'

'I'd have to
consult my client.'

'Good. Tell
Wanda it's me. Tell her I agree to the asking price on that
condition.'

'Right.'

Angela opened
the front door.

'Nice doing
business with you,' Paula said. She shook Angela's hand and looked
her straight in the eyes, the full force of her personality riveted
on the younger woman for a moment, as if she were trying to read
her innermost thoughts, then strode off down the road, the high
heels of her black boots clacking on the pavement.

Angela had
made her first sale.

 


Josephine
stood in front of Angela's desk. She was wearing her usual twinset
but this was a dark pink. Her black spectacles were rectangular and
gave her nose a rather beak-like appearance. She was holding a
large manila envelope in her hand.

'Look, I don't
mean to impose,' she said. 'But it looks like there's a problem
with Number 18. The solicitors need to exchange in the morning, but
apparently they've messed up getting the contract signed. They
should have got it to Ms Divine today but they didn't. Do you think
you could go and get it signed tonight?'

'Tonight?'

'You can take
a cab and charge it to the company.'

'OK. No
problem,' Angela said, though the thought of seeing Paula Divine
again filled her with a sense of unease. It had been five days
since she'd shown Paula over the house and she could still see the
way the woman had looked at her as they'd left.

Josephine
handed Angela the envelope. It was addressed to Paula Divine at a
flat in Wimbledon. At this time of night, it would take at least an
hour to get there in the rush-hour traffic.

'I'd better go
now,' she said, glancing at her watch.

'It will be
appreciated,' Josephine said, pushing her glasses back up her nose
with her forefinger. 'I'll get the solicitors to tell their client
you're on the way.'

Angela drew
some money from petty cash and caught a taxi right outside the
offices. The weather was still unseasonably hot and, as the cab
crawled through the suburbs, the interior temperature climbed.

By the time
they arrived at the smart modern block of flats overlooking
Wimbledon Common, Angela felt hot and sticky. She paid the driver
and walked to the entry-phone at the side of the large plate-glass
double-doors. The address on the envelope was Flat 35. She rang the
bell.

'Yes?'

'Ms Divine.
It's Angela Strickland from Slaughter and Roe.'

'Hi. Come on
up. Top floor.'

The lock on
the double-doors buzzed loudly and Angela pushed one of them open.
She saw a small lift on the left-hand side of the large foyer and
took it up to the third floor. Flat 35 was at the end of the
corridor on the corner of the building.

The door
opened before she reached it. Paula Divine stood in the doorway
with a bright smile. She was wearing a scarlet silk robe. Her legs
were sheathed in glossy black nylon and she was wearing the highest
red patent-leather high heels Angela had ever seen. It was an odd
combination, Angela thought, under such a casual garment.

'Hi, how nice
to see you. It's really kind of you to take all this trouble. Come
in.'

'Thank
you.'

Angela walked
inside. The flat was beautifully decorated, with white walls and a
polished ash floor; the hall opened on to a large corner room, with
huge windows giving a spectacular view of the common. Modern oil
paintings were strategically placed around the walls, mainly
representations of the female form; most of them were abstract, but
one or two were painted with photo-realism. It was one of the
latter that dominated the room, a large nude with opulent breasts,
a round stomach, wide fleshy thighs and stubbly black pubic hair,
her arm raised rather awkwardly so that her elbow hid most of her
face.

'I was just
too busy to get up to town today, you see. Can I get you a
drink?'

'No. I really
ought to get back.'

'I've just
opened a bottle of champagne. Please join me.'

'All right.
I'd love to.' Angela loved champagne.

'Sit, please.'
There were two large sofas upholstered in a harlequin-patterned
material in the middle of the room. Between them was a rectangular
coffee-table made from burr walnut. There was a silver wine-cooler
on the table containing a bottle of Perrier Belle Époque champagne.
A single champagne flute stood beside it. 'You don't mind if my
maid gets it for us, do you?'

Angela thought
that was an extremely odd question. 'No, of course not.'

'Harriet.'
Paula sat on the sofa opposite her guest. 'Bring another glass,
would you?'

A door opened
almost at once and a woman emerged from what was obviously the
kitchen. She had an open, rather round face and was wearing a plain
black dress with a white lace apron. The dress was a tight fit and
revealed a chunky body. Her legs were long and slender, however,
and clad in flesh-coloured tights. The woman was wearing black
leather high heels, which she seemed uncomfortable with, tottering
slightly as she put the champagne flute down on the table.

'Pour the
wine,' Paula said, in a tone of voice that was more than a little
bullying.

The woman
poured the wine into Angela's glass, then topped up Paula's.

'Good. You can
go into the other room, now. Wait for me there.'

The woman
nodded. She walked across the room to a door in the corner and
opened it. Before she closed the door behind her, Angela caught a
glimpse of the room beyond. It was painted matt black.

'Cheers,'
Paula said, leaning forward to pick up her drink. As she did so,
the silk robe fell away from the left thigh and Angela saw the
jet-black welt of a stocking, fastened into a ruched satin
suspender.

'Cheers,'
Angela said. Her famous naivety was disappearing fast. As Paula had
not turned a hair at the presence of such a strange room in the
property she was buying, Angela could only surmise that she knew
full well what it was for. There was nothing particularly strange
in that. Sally had known what it was for, too. But now she
remembered that Paula had said it would save her time. Clearly
Paula had other motives. She had made an offer on the house so
quickly precisely because of that room. Paula was in the same
profession as the previous owner.

Angela's first
reaction was to get the contract signed and get out of there as
soon as possible. But she made herself resist it. If she were
honest with herself, the idea that not only was there another black
room ten feet away from her, but that Paula was actually using it,
had provoked a sharp pang of excitement. Curiosity was also playing
its part. She sat back on the sofa and gazed at the painting of the
nude.

'Do you like
it?' Paula asked.

'It's
beautiful.' It was. The artist had captured the wonderful, lucent
skin-tone of the woman's ample flesh while, at the same time,
giving her an almost feline grace. Her body seemed to be in flowing
sensual movement, the way her thighs were slightly opened to give
the faintest glimpse of her sex suggesting that she was about to
entertain a lover. 'Can I ask you something? It's none of my
business, really.'

'Of course.'
Paula tore open the envelope that Angela had left on the
coffee-table and extracted the contents.

'That room at
the house?'

'The treatment
room?' Paula said, glancing over the contract.

'The black
room.'

'Yes. I call
it the treatment room, but I know what you mean.'

'Is that why
you bought it?'

Paula laughed.
'Yes. No. It was not the only reason, but it was an advantage. I
need a bigger place. As you see, I've only got a couple of rooms
here. I need to be able to have at least one more bedroom. And a
separate entrance.'

'You've got
one here, too? A treatment room?'

'Angela... Do
you mind if I call you Angela?'

'No.'

'Call me
Paula. You must have guessed what I do for a living. I'm hardly
dressed like this at seven o'clock in the evening for my own
comfort.' She looked down into her lap at her black stockings. 'I'm
a specialist, like Wanda was. A dominatrix. Men pay me to be
dominated - to be my slave, if you like.'

'Your
slave.'

'Don't look so
shocked.'

'I'm not. I
mean, I don't think I'm shocked. I'm more...' She tried to think of
a way to describe what she felt. 'I'm fascinated.' That was the
truth. In fact, ever since she had realised the truth about Gregory
Wilmott, the idea that a man could get sexual pleasure from such a
perverse and seemingly painful process had truly fascinated her.
There was also no doubt that it excited her, too.

'Have another
glass,' Paula said, leaning forward and topping up both
glasses.

'Thanks. So
these men come to you and you do what, exactly? I'm sorry - perhaps
I shouldn't ask.'

'Ask away. I
don't mind. There are a lot of men with big sexual hang-ups. They
all get a kick out of being dominated, in some way or another. Some
like to be put into bondage and whipped. Others like to do my
washing or clean the flat, or wear my clothes, as long as they are
completely subservient. Some of them can have normal sex and just
use this as a way of spicing it up. Others can't get an erection
unless they're being abused. Don't ask me why; I've never tried to
understand it. The big difference between Wanda and me is that
Wanda was a professional. She acted it out. I don't need to act.
I'm a natural, if you like. I need to be domineering to get
aroused. Luckily, I discovered men are only too willing to pay for
services I would have been happy to provide for nothing. I don't
think I'd enjoy just lying there with some man on top of me,
humping away. What's the pleasure in that? I prefer something
more... imaginative.'

'You enjoy
it?' Angela said, trying to keep the astonishment out of her
voice.

'Enjoy is a
rather weak word. If you want the truth, I love it. There's no
greater pleasure to my mind than having two big beefy men crawling
around on the floor, obeying your every command. It makes me so
randy. And, of course, I can have them satisfy me, any time I
choose.'

'Really?'

'I guess that
makes me just as kinky as them. Except I'm the one in control.'

'I had no
idea. It was only when I saw that room in Number 18... and...'

'Do you want
to see for yourself?' Paula said, looking straight into her eyes.
It was the same hard, quizzical look she had used outside the house
in Park Drive.

'What?'

'If you're
fascinated, why don't you come and see for yourself?' Paula got to
her feet. 'Come on. They won't bite. Not unless I order them to.'
She swigged back her champagne, then put the glass down. 'Or would
you rather I just signed the contract and let you go home?'

Angela was
surprised at her reaction. She got to her feet without the
slightest hesitation; despite the fact that she could feel her
heart beating at nineteen to the dozen, she felt remarkably
composed and alert. 'All right,' she said calmly.

Paula walked
to the door that the maid had disappeared through and waited for
Angela to catch up. 'I hope you're not easily shocked.'

The door swung
open. Paula ushered Angela inside.

The walls and
ceiling of the room were painted black and there was a black
linoleum floor. The room was lit by three spotlights on a bar
hanging from the ceiling, operated by a dimmer switch. Paula turned
the switch bringing the lights up.

There were as
many ropes and chains and pulleys hanging from the ceiling as Paula
had seen in the Park Drive house. There was a large walnut cupboard
in one corner and a small double bed in the other.

In the middle
of the floor was a vertical wooden frame, supported on either side
by diagonal struts bolted to the floor. At each corner of the
frame, and at intervals all down the length of the vertical
stanchions, metal rings had been screwed into the stout wood. A
naked man was spreadeagled inside the frame, his hands and ankles
strapped into stout leather cuffs identical to the ones that Angela
had seen in the room at Park Drive. The cuffs were attached to
white rope that had been tied to the corner rings of the frame and
pulled so tight that the muscles of the man's arms and legs were
stretched and taut.

The man had a
large circumcised erection, its veins swollen by a leather harness
that had been strapped over the base of the shaft and around his
balls, lifting and separating them. Hanging from foot-long chain at
the base of this harness was a tear-shaped metal weight about the
size of a tennis ball.

His body was
rather chubby, with a ring of fat sitting at the top of his hips,
though his belly was more or less flat. His head was entirely
enclosed in a helmet of skin-tight black leather which had no
provision for his mouth or ears but had small oval slots for his
eyes.

'This is Bill.
Say hello to Angela, Bill.'

The helpless
man tried to form the word hello but only a muffled sound
escaped.

'He has a gag
under the helmet. Makes it difficult to talk. I don't want him
screaming the place down.' She turned to the man. 'Aren't you the
lucky one?' she said. 'She's beautiful, isn't she?'

The man
nodded. His eyes stared at Angela with undisguised lust.

Angela simply
did not know what to say. She had never been so totally shocked in
her whole life. For her, sex had always been straightforward and
uncomplicated. She had lost her virginity to a kind and gentle boy,
in a wood near her home, on a quiet and starry night. It hadn't
been a defining moment, as far as she was concerned; and though she
had chosen her lovers carefully since, she couldn't say she had
ever experienced the sort of ecstasy that other women talked about
and which was frequently featured in films or on television. She
had no idea that men were prepared to go to these lengths for
sexual pleasure.

'Doesn't it
hurt?' she stammered.

Paula laughed.
'Of course it hurts. It's terribly painful. But pain is relative.
Pain is a sort of electricity. It lights everything up. Without it,
the pleasure would be muted and dull. With it, everything is
intensified. Then, at a certain frequency, pain and pleasure turn
into the same thing.'

Angela stared
at the bound man. He was obviously excited by her presence. She
noticed his cock twitch, making the weight that was hanging from it
swing back and forth.

'Do you want
to see more?' Paula said.

Angela nodded.
She felt like Alice having stumbled through the looking glass into
a world where nothing made sense.

'Up,' Paula
said.

Angela hadn't
noticed the maid. She was sitting in the far corner of the room on
a little wooden stool. At Paula's command, she got to her feet
immediately.

'We need a
little lip-service from you,' Paula said.

The maid
appeared to know what this meant. She got to her knees in front of
the spreadeagled man who, for some reason, began to struggle
against his bonds. It sounded as if he were trying to say the word
'no', though all that emerged through the leather helmet was a
muffled moan. Harriet opened her mouth and impaled it on his cock,
thrusting forward so far that her lips were grazing the man's pubic
hair and Angela could see her cheeks bulge.

The bound man
tried to twist himself away from her, but he was tied so tightly
there was nothing he could do. Harriet sucked hard, then pulled her
head back until her lips were pursed around the rim at the base of
the man's glans. Angela saw her running her tongue all around
it.

'That's
enough,' Paula said.

Harriet
stopped at once but remained where she was, on her knees.

'They're very
obedient, as you see. Harriet is one of my regulars. She's been
coming to me for over a year. Haven't you, Harriet?'

'Yes, madam.'
Harriet's voice was low and gruff.

'Take your
dress off now, Harriet, I want Angela here to have a good look at
you.'

'Yes,
madam.'

Harriet sprang
to her feet, reached behind her back and managed to undo the zip
that ran down the length of the dress. She untied the white apron,
then pulled the dress off over her shoulders. She was wearing a
lacy white bra and white satin slip and a thin, lacy, white
suspender belt which was clipped to her flesh-coloured
stockings.

'Now the
slip.'

Harriet pulled
the slip up over her head.

'My God,'
Angela breathed. Harriet was a man. He was not wearing panties and
he had a large uncircumcised cock which was fully erect. His
foreskin had been pulled back and a tight metal ring squeezed down
over his glans. A thin short black string from this ring was tied
to a leather strap buckled around his thigh, forcing his erection
to point downward and thereby not spoiling the line of the dress
with a give-away bulge. His pubic hair and all the hair on his legs
and arms had been shaved away and the bra was stuffed with
flesh-coloured plastic cups.

'He makes a
passable woman, don't you think? He's going to have electrolysis on
his facial hair, one day soon. It's very painful.'

'He pays you
to do this to him?' Angela said.

'He's my
slave. Aren't you, Harry?'

'Yes,
madam.'

'Is he
homosexual?'

Paula laughed
lightly again. 'Oh, no. He doesn't like being made to suck cock, do
you, Harry? Bill doesn't like it, either. But that's the whole
point. They are here to obey. I'm their mistress and I insist they
do whatever I tell them. And the more abhorrent it is to them, the
more they enjoy it. That's the paradox, you see. That's the whole
crux of their obsession. Assume the position, Harriet.'

The man
immediately spread his legs apart, bent over and grasped his
ankles, tipping his buttocks into the air. Six long stripes
decorated his bottom, each a different shade of red, from a light
pink to a deep scarlet.

'Harriet had
to be disciplined, earlier.'

'They're whip
marks?'

'A riding
crop, actually. Now it's Bill's turn.'

Bill
immediately began to protest, wriggling against his bonds and
trying to say something through the gag.

'You're going
to whip him?'

'Unless you'd
like to have a go.'

Angela
shuddered. But it was not horror that made her react in that way.
She had such a vivid memory of the last time she had administered a
riding crop that it had created an unexpected pulse of arousal.

Paula hadn't
missed the expression in her eyes. 'Try it.'

She went to a
rack of whips on the wall by the door and selected a riding crop
with a long braided leather handle. Other than the fact that it had
a thin tapering end rather than a flat loop of leather, it was
identical to the one Angela had used on Gregory, a year ago.

'I don't think
I want to,' Angela said hesitantly. But she took the whip from
Paula's hand. It seemed to be a natural extension of her arm. 'He
really wants this?' she asked.

'Of course.
Pain is pleasure.'

Bill nodded
his head.

Angela knew
she should have put the whip down and walked out of there, but it
was too late for that. She walked behind the suspended man and
looked at his naked back. He had rather small round buttocks and
there was a trace of a previous beating on them, little pink lines
crisscrossing his buttocks. Before she had really thought about
what she was doing, she raised the whip and slashed it down hard on
his white flesh. The noise echoed through the room. The man moaned
loudly.

'Very good,'
Paula said.

Angela
suddenly felt hot. But that was not going to stop her. The feeling
of the whip biting into the man's bottom and the sight of his pulpy
flesh vibrating had caused a strong pulse of pleasure deep inside
her sex. Her clitoris was throbbing, too. Quickly, she stepped
back, raised the whip and cut it down again. Her body seemed to
vibrate with the impact, just as much as the man's did.

Paula was
watching Angela's reaction. 'You're a natural,' she said. 'Do you
want to stay for the denouement?'

Angela wasn't
sure what she wanted to do. Her whole body seemed to be trembling.
She didn't think she had ever felt her sex reacting to anything the
way it was reacting now. It was as though a small snake had crawled
up into her vagina and was wriggling around, while its tail flicked
against her clitoris.

Paula took her
silence for a yes. She slipped off the red silk robe and hung it on
the back of the door. She was wearing a full-length corset in red
satin with a three-quarter-cup bra. It covered all of her belly and
her buttocks and had ruched satin suspenders that supported her
black stockings, pulling them to taut peaks on her broad and milky
thighs. Her big breasts were pushed into a deep and shadowy
cleavage and billowed out of the bra cups on all sides. The bush of
her pubis was partly hidden under the little skirt the corset
formed above her mons but what Angela could see of it was covered
in the same short, stubbly pubic hair that the nude in the oil
painting had had. Seeing Paula like this, there was little doubt in
Angela's mind who the artist's model had been.

'Up,' Paula
said, tapping Harriet on the back.

Harriet
straightened up.

'As we have a
visitor with us, I think we'd better have a bit of decorum.
Condom.'

Harriet went
to the large walnut cupboard that stood in one corner of the room.
He opened one of the drawers and extracted a condom. Again, he
appeared to know what was required of him. He took the condom from
the packet, then knelt in front of Bill and rolled it over the
man's straining erection.

'Pick a number
from one to ten,' Paula said, looking at Angela.

'Eight,'
Angela said, in a puzzled tone.

'Eight. Do you
understand?' she said to Bill.

Bill nodded,
the leather of his helmet creaking.

'Come around
here so you can see,' Paula said.

Almost as
though she were in some sort of trance, Angela walked around in
front of the suspended man.

There were
small zips in the helmet above each eye and Paula reached up and
zipped them shut. She took hold of Bill's erection - and made a
fist around it. Slowly, she began to wank it up and down.

'One,' Paula
said. 'Two. Three.'

Her other hand
sneaked behind the man's back, caressing his tortured buttocks.
Bill reacted to this with a loud whimper.

Paula stopped
the wanking movements. She merely held her hand tightly around his
cock while he endeavoured to buck his hips forward and fuck the
ring her fist had made.

'Four. Five.
Six.' She left about three seconds between each number. 'Seven.
Eight.'

Exactly as she
said the word, Bill's body went rigid. With all his energy, he
thrust his cock forward through Paula's fist and Angela could see
the thin rubber teat at the end of the condom - bulging with
liquid. After two or three minutes, the man's body slumped into his
bonds, all his rigidity gone, now hardly able to support
himself.

'My God,'
Angela said, plunged back into further astonishment.

'I've trained
him to do it on command. Any number from one to ten. And if he
doesn't obey, the punishment I would give him would make this
evening seem like a mild case of cramp. Wouldn't it, Bill?'

The man tried
to say words that sounded like, 'Yes, mistress.'

'Come on; I
think you need a drink.'

'What about
him?' Angela said.

'Cut him down,
Harriet.'

Paula plucked
the robe from the back of the door, wrapped it around her body,
then escorted Angela out of the room, closing the door firmly
behind her.

'So now you
know,' she said.

 


 



Chapter
Three

 


Angela lived
in a bedsit on the top floor of a large three-storey Victorian
house at the back of Westbourne Grove. It was convenient because it
meant she would walk to work and it was all she could afford.

The taxi
dropped her off outside. It was late and the street was quiet. She
had felt a little drunk after finishing most of Paula's champagne
on an empty stomach, but it was too late to eat anything now so she
ran upstairs and let herself into her flat. In the single room of
her bedsit, she grabbed her robe and headed straight for the
bathroom she shared with the other two tenants on the same floor.
Fortunately, for once, it was free.

Her face
stared back at her from the mirror over the washbasin as she
cleaned her teeth. Her reflection appeared exactly the same as it
had this morning but, if she looked carefully enough, she thought
she could detect a change deep in her eyes, an awareness and
knowledge that had forever altered her perception of how the world
worked.

She had had a
lot of time to think in the cab coming home, and she still found it
hard to believe what she had seen. The wild imaginings the black
room had provoked, that first day, were tame in comparison to the
vivid reality she had just seen. She kept seeing Harriet, with his
penis strapped painfully to his thigh, and Bill stretched out so
tightly across the wooden frame. She saw Paula's large body
confined by the tight scarlet corset and the glossy black
stockings, the ample flesh of her legs shaped by her precipitous
high heels. But she saw her naked body too, the oil painting as
graphic in her mind as anything else. She had seen naked girls in
the showers at school, but she had never seen a mature woman naked
before, and the painted canvas was quite as vivid as the real
thing.

She showered
quickly, pulled on her robe and walked back to her room. She
climbed into the baggy white T-shirt she wore to sleep in, and
threw herself into the narrow single bed. Without a moment's
thought, she spread her legs apart and thrust two fingers, then
three, into her vagina, screwing them up as deep as they would go,
until her knuckles of her hand were crushing her labia flat. She
was not surprised to find her sex was soaking wet. Like the night
after the incident at the stables with Gregory, she needed to
masturbate. She had an itch in her sex like nothing she had ever
felt before, and she tried to find a way to scratch it. She moved
her other hand down to her mons and used her middle finger to find
her clit. It felt bigger and more sensitive than she could ever
remember it feeling before.

She moaned as
she pressed her clitoris back against her pubic bone. She felt her
sex contract around her fingers. God, how she wished she could go
out and find a man, with a throbbing, gnarled erection like the two
she had seen tonight. The thought made her whole sex pulse
wildly.

She began
flicking her clitoris from side to side. It had never felt like
this before. Each movement provoked a huge surge of feeling. She
imagined herself in Paula's position, alone in that black room with
those two men. What had she done with them after Angela had gone?
Angela knew what she would have done with them. She would have used
them both, laid them on the floor and forced them to take her,
straddling their hips and sticking their cocks into her pussy one
after the other. How odd it would have felt to have Harriet fuck
her with his cock, while he was still dressed as a woman. That
thought produced another strong pulse of feeling.

She was
coming. Coming like she had never come before. Breathlessly she
pulled her fingers almost all the way out of her vagina, then
crammed them back in with all her strength, wanting to feel the
shock of penetration. She would imagine climbing on to Bill and
slowly lowering herself on to that big, straining, tightly bound
cock and feeling it lance into her. She'd seen his semen spurt out
of him in a huge jet and imagined it shooting into the depths of
her cunt.

'Oh,
God...'

Her orgasm
exploded, racking through every nerve in her body. She writhed from
side to side, her fingers still jammed into her sex, her whole body
shuddering. Somewhere in the middle of it all she suddenly saw
Paula's eyes, that long steady stare that she had given Angela as
though looking right into her soul. It was that look that gave the
final kick to the endless convulsions she was experiencing.

'Oh, God,' she
muttered again when her orgasm finally subsided. She had never felt
sexual pleasure like that. Never. She pulled her fingers from her
vagina and held them up to the light. They were glistening with her
juices and she could feel a wet patch on the sheet underneath her.
She wiped her hand on the sheet, then turned off the light.

She was
exhausted now and waited for sleep to come, trying to push aside
the questions that crowded in on her. There would be plenty of time
tomorrow to work out exactly what had happened to her. But, despite
her tiredness, sleep didn't come. Instead, her mind insisted on
replaying images of what had happened in Paula's treatment room.
There were other images, too, just as lifelike, of the scene in the
stables with Gregory Wilmott. She tried to sort out her reaction to
what she had seen. It was not distaste or even disapproval. It was
certainly fascination. But she knew it went deeper than that. Paula
had said that she actually got pleasure from what she was doing,
that it was not just a way of making what Angela was sure, judging
from the price of the house in Holland Park, was a very good
living. She was sure that whipping Bill had given her feelings that
had affected her more deeply than any of the more normal sexual
reactions she had experienced, with the single exception of that
night with Gregory. She wasn't at all sure she liked that idea, but
it would be stupid to try and ignore it.

She had
feelings for Paula, too. That vibrant painting on the wall of the
sitting room had been more than just a portrait. It had managed to
capture Paula's personality, not only her grace and vivacity but
her strength and vigour and her very strong sexual magnetism.
Angela had never met a woman like her before: though, perhaps,
considering her profession, that was not unusual. But what she felt
was not just admiration. It was something else, though she wasn't
at all sure what.

It was hot and
she threw off the duvet. There was enough light filtering through
the curtains for her to see her body. Her sex had begun to ache
again: a dull, relentless feeling that was almost like pain. She
bent her legs at the knee and spread them apart, then covered the
whole plane of her sex with her hand, holding it tightly, as if
trying to numb the feelings it was generating. Her labia were hot
and wet and her clitoris pulsed violently as her palm crushed
against it.

'No...' she
said aloud, determined to ignore this new set of sensations. She
tore her hand away but that felt worse, the open maw of her vagina
contracting, like a mouth sucking in air. Her body had never
behaved like this previously. She decided to be gentler, stroking
her sex like a delicate little animal, the soft fur that covered it
as smooth as any cat. But that only produced new shivers of feeling
that made her moan.

'No...' she
said again, but more weakly. Her finger had found her clitoris and
was circling it sensitively, creating spasms of exquisite pleasure.
Angela closed her eyes and allowed herself to float in the sea of
sensations that was rapidly surrounding her. The feelings began to
coalesce. She knew she was going to come again. In her mind's eye
she saw Paula standing by the side of the bed, looking down at her,
an indulgent smile on that fleshy full mouth. She didn't need
penetration, this time. She pressed her clitoris from side to side.
She couldn't ever remember coming twice in such a short space of
time but, tonight, her body was on fire, and it appeared the fire
was determined not to be put out. She felt the waves of sheer
pleasure coursing through her body and, as she arched her buttocks
up off the bed involuntarily, a huge bolt of sensation shot through
every nerve in her body.

'Paula,' she
cried out loud.

 


It was ten
o'clock in the morning when the phone on Angela's desk rang.

'Good
morning.'

Angela
recognised the voice immediately. It made her heart beat like a
drum. It had been two weeks since her night at Paula's flat and she
hadn't heard from her since. She tried to stay calm.

'Good
morning,' she replied.

'Listen, I'm
sorry I haven't been in touch. It was rude of me. But I've had the
move to organise and you know what it's like better than anyone, I
expect.'

'Yes.'

'But I
thought, now we are practically neighbours, the house is
respectable and I'm unpacked, perhaps you'd like to come over for a
drink.'

Angela stared
across the busy office. There wasn't a day that had gone by when
she hadn't thought about what had happened at Paula's flat, but she
had convinced herself that it was one of those experiences she
should try to forget. She had been tempted to call Paula and ask
her if she could come round again but, despite her body's reaction
to what had occurred, her mind told her that it was a very bad idea
to get involved. But now, before she realised what she was saying,
she heard herself replying, 'That would be great.' What's more, she
found herself saying it with enthusiasm.

'How about
tonight? Say, eight o'clock?'

'Oh... I...'
Her mind had had a chance to catch up. It was ringing big alarm
bells in her head.

'Have you got
plans?'

'Ah... no,'
she said decisively. 'I'll be there.'

'Bye till
then.'

Angela put
down the phone and immediately regretted what she had done. Why had
she been so stupid? She was completely mad to see Paula again. She
should have told the woman politely that she was busy. The world
that Paula inhabited was so completely different from anything
Angela had experienced before that it was like another country. Sex
had never been high on Angela's agenda but, over the last two
weeks, she had barely thought about anything else. Eventually she'd
assumed she would calm down again, the experience would fade and
she would return to normal - whatever normal was. Now she had
committed herself to another voyage into the unknown.

She thought of
calling Paula back and making up some excuse, but she couldn't
think of one.

'Damn,' she
said.

Fortunately,
Angela had little time to dwell on the subject. The day passed
quickly. After selling the house at Park Drive so rapidly,
Josephine had decided that Angela did not need a chaperone any more
and gave her a full measure of responsibilities, letting her deal
with both buyers and sellers on her own. Angela had a list of
appointments to fulfil, mostly dealing with people who wanted to
put their house on the market, the spring being regarded as the
best time to sell.

After
measuring up and preparing the pro formas on at least a dozen new
houses, it was well after six when she finally got back to the
office and started typing up the details, and seven before she
eventually got home.

She hadn't
even thought what she was going wear. She had a quick shower, put
on the first thing that came to hand - a plain black dress with a
box neckline and a comparatively short skirt - and rushed out of
the house again, glad that she hadn't had a chance for second or
even third thoughts about her evening.

As she walked
towards Park Drive, she decided on her strategy. She would be
polite and noncommittal, and make no reference to what had
happened, treating Paula as if she were a client - which, of
course, she was. If Paula brought the subject up, Angela would tell
her courteously but firmly that, though it had been an interesting
experience, it was not something she wanted to repeat. She
rehearsed a little speech along those lines and it made her feel
better. By the time she reached the house, she was feeling
positively upbeat, her apprehension all but disappeared.

She rang the
doorbell. The front door had been repainted a bright Oxford
blue.

'Hi, how nice
to see you. Come in.'

Paula Divine
stood in the doorway, her large mouth creased into a broad smile.
She was wearing a clinging white fitted top with a deep V neckline
and a black silk skirt, her long meaty legs sheathed in gun-metal
grey nylon. Under the top Angela could see the outline of a lacy
black bra, which pushed her big breasts together into an impressive
cleavage.

Angela had
forgotten the force of her personality and it took her by surprise,
the woman's brown eyes boring into her like lasers.

'My God,'
Angela said, as she walked inside. The house had been completely
redecorated, the walls of the hall painted white to show off the
paintings she had seen in the flat.

Paula showed
her through into the living room. Angela recognised the two sofas
and the large burr walnut coffee-table. But some internal mechanism
had failed to warn her that Paula would undoubtedly rehang the oil
painting that had affected Angela so much before. And there it was,
Paula's vibrant and bounteous body displayed in detail above the
fireplace.

'So what do
you think?'

The painting
had changed Angela's agenda. She stood staring at it, feeling once
again all the complex emotions she had worked so hard to
suppress.

'It's
marvellous...' she stammered, tearing her eyes away from the
picture. 'How did you manage to get it done so quickly?'

'Oh, I made
them work overtime.' She tapped the end of her nose. 'I have ways
of making men do exactly what I want. As you may have noticed.'

That should
have provoked Angela's carefully prepared little speech. But her
eyes were back on the picture again.

Paula followed
her gaze. 'You realise it is me?' she said.

'Yes. It's
beautiful.'

'Thank you.
He's a clever man. He's also got a rather peculiar hang-up.'

'He's one of
your...' she searched for the right word, '...clients?'

'Yes. He's
done another painting of me, not that you'd recognise it.
Here.'

She indicated
a much smaller picture hanging on the opposite wall. The view was
painted from the back and showed a pair of long fleshy legs,
undoubtedly Paula's legs, sheathed in shiny champagne-coloured
stockings, the thick welts plucked around the suspenders that
pulled them into chevrons on the ample and creamy thighs. She was
wearing heels so high that they forced her feet into an almost
vertical stance, the black patent leather heels tapering to an
almost needle-sharp point. She had one foot raised and the sole of
the shoe was pressed down on a man's neck, crushing his face into a
soft black carpet.

Angela
shuddered. The painting was an exact representation of everything
she had seen at Paula's flat. Though she could not see the man's
eyes or Paula's face, the painting portrayed perfectly the
complicated nexus that existed between them, the emotions and the
need.

'Good, isn't
it?'

'Is that
him?'

'Yes.'

'It's very
good.' Angela felt a strong surge of sensation from deep inside her
body. Her resolve, her well-intentioned plans, were melting
away.

'I've got a
bottle of champagne in the fridge.'

'Great.' She
wondered if Harriet was in attendance.

'No servants
tonight,' Paula said, as if reading her mind. 'Sit down. Make
yourself comfortable.'

'Thank
you.'

Paula
disappeared into the kitchen while Angela sat down. She was
desperately trying to remember the speech she had prepared but it
had all gone, knocked out of her head by the impact of Paula's
personality and the power of the two paintings. She felt a little
breathless and her heart was beating as fast as it had this
morning, when she'd first heard Paula's voice.

'Here.' Paula
came back with a bottle of champagne and two flute glasses. She put
them on the coffee table, opened the bottle so expertly there was
only the faintest of pops, and poured the wine. Then she flopped
down on the sofa opposite Angela and drew her legs up underneath
her. 'Cheers.'

'Cheers.'

Angela sipped
the wine. It was very cold. 'So, are you settling in?' Small talk.
In this situation, it was all Angela could think of to say.

'It's perfect.
I really need two treatment rooms, you see. And it's very difficult
in a block of flats, with men coming and going all the time. This
is much more secluded.'

'I can
imagine.'

'You were
shocked, weren't you, Angela?'

Angela
hesitated for a moment. This was the perfect moment to tell Paula
that she didn't really want to discuss it. If only she could
remember what she had meant to say. 'No. Yes.' She stopped and
started again. 'Do you want the truth?' This is definitely not the
way she'd wanted the conversation to go.

'If you want
to tell me. There's no obligation.'

But Angela
realised she wanted to tell her, very much. It would help her to
work out what she felt. 'The truth is that I've never really been
that interested in sex. I mean, I've had a few lovers, but they've
never... It's never been really good for me. I had no idea that
people could take it so seriously, could get so involved, could
spend so much time and trouble...' she hesitated to say the word,
'...and money on getting physical satisfaction. I suppose I thought
everyone was a bit like me. That's what shocked me.'

'And?' Paula
seemed to sense there was more. Her eyes were looking at Angela
steadily.

'It also
affected me in a way I didn't understand.' She had never intended
this to come out, but she felt a bond with Paula that made it easy.
'Afterwards I was really... turned on. More turned on than I'd ever
been.'

Paula smiled.
'You masturbated?' She asked it as casually as if she were asking
whether Angela slept well.

'Yes.' Oddly,
Angela did not blush. There was no point beating around the bush,
now she had come this far. 'Yes, I did, and it was the most intense
orgasm I'd ever had.'

'Well, that's
good, isn't it?'

'But I don't
understand why.'

'Is it that
complicated? You just said it yourself. You have never paid that
much attention to sex, have you? Like a lot of women, you've done
it more because you felt you should, than because you really wanted
to. Sex is a very complicated thing. It takes work. You have to
find out a lot about yourself, about what you want and what you
need, for it to really work. Casual sex is never going to be much
fun. It needs to be calculated.'

'I can see
that. But why did I get so turned on?'

'It could be
one of two reasons. Perhaps it was just being thrust into a
situation where sex was so blatant. Have you ever seen blue movies,
or been to a real orgy?'

'No.'

'Well, then.
Seeing two guys with juicy big dicks might just have turned you on.
As simple as that.'

'And the other
reason?'

'Maybe you're
like me. Maybe the idea of being dominant excites you: maybe that's
what you need. Actually, that was my ulterior motive for asking you
here.'

'Why?'

'Because I
sensed a little of what you were feeling and I wanted to put a
proposition to you. You won't be offended?'

'Go on.'

'I've got one
particular client who likes to have company. He likes to be
watched. Specifically by a woman. Obviously, he pays for the
privilege. You wouldn't have to do anything, just watch. It's only
what you did a couple of weeks ago. He'd pay two hundred
pounds.'

'Two hundred,
just to stand there and watch?'

'Yes.'

Angela was
thinking of the money. As a trainee at Slaughter and Roe, she was
hardly making enough to pay for the rent on her dreary bedsit and
her food. She had no money for new clothes, and found it a struggle
to make ends meet at the end of each week.

'Are you
serious?'

'Perfectly.
You could think of it as an experiment.'

'An
experiment?'

'To test your
reactions. This time, it won't be a shock.'

'All I have to
do is watch.'

'And look
pretty.' Paula leant forward and refilled their glasses. 'So what
do you say?'

'I'll do
it.'

'Good.' She
picked up her glass and clinked it against the side of Angela's.
'Here's to new beginnings.'

'I'll drink to
that.' Despite the decision she had just made, Angela felt
remarkably composed. That was down to Paula, she knew. There was
something about the woman that gave her the confidence to explore
the sexual side of her nature, without feeling she was doing
something she should be ashamed of. She found her eyes wandering
back to the oil painting, focusing on the delicately painted mons,
the dark stubble of short hair, and the suggestion of labia
nestling between her thighs.

'So, shall we
begin?' Paula said.

'What, now?
He's coming now?'

'He's here.
Upstairs in the treatment room.'

'My God,'
Angela breathed, almost to herself.

'It doesn't
matter if you want to change your mind. It's only the icing on the
cake, as far as he's concerned.'

Angela was
catching her breath. She'd thought Paula was talking about an event
a few days in the future, not here and now. But she supposed it was
actually better not to have time to dwell on what she was doing.
'No, no... just thought you meant in a couple of days.'

'You can wear
that dress, but it would probably be more sexy if I lent you
something a little more risqué. I've got to change, anyway.'

The idea of
changing her clothes excited Angela. If she was going to be a
whore, she thought, she might as well dress like one. 'I think I'd
rather change,' she said.

'Good. Come
on. We'll take the champagne upstairs and pick something for
you.'

Angela was
amazed at the work Paula had had done in the week since she had
taken possession of the house. The fitted wardrobes in the large
master bedroom at the front of the house had been ripped out and
replaced with a completely new set, handmade units crafted in
limewood. The bedroom had been painted in cream and carpeted with a
thick oatmeal wool carpet.

'This is
lovely,' Angela said.

There were two
limewood chests of drawers standing under the window and Paula was
rooting in one of them. 'The trouble is, you're not really my size.
But this should fit.'

She took out a
red garment and threw it on the bed. Angela picked it up. It was a
body made from the softest kid leather.

'And these.'
Paula opened another drawer and extracted a pair of black
stockings.

'What about
you?' Angela asked.

She went to
the wardrobe and pulled out a shiny black PVC dress. It had full
sleeves, a high neck but a very short skirt. 'This,' she said.

Without the
slightest hesitation, Paula pulled off the tight white top and
unhooked her bra. Angela stared at her big pendulous breasts. She
had seen them before, in the painting, but she still found herself
staring.

Paula unzipped
the black skirt and pulled it off. She was wearing tights but no
panties. She skimmed the tights down to her thighs, then sat on the
bed and kicked off her shoes. She pulled the tights over her
ankles.

'If you'd
rather be private, there's a bathroom over there,' Paula said.

Angela
realised she was still staring. 'No, it's all right,' she said,
with a bravado she didn't feel. The sight of Paula's naked body had
provoked the same sort of feelings as the oil painting, though she
still wasn't exactly sure what they were.

Quickly, she
unzipped her black dress and slipped it over her shoulders. She was
wearing a black functional bra and matching panties under her
tights. She unhooked the bra self-consciously and let it fall away.
She saw Paula looking at her breasts. Though they were much smaller
than Paula's, they were firm and very round and jutted out from her
chest without sagging. Her nipples were comparatively small but
were already puckered and hard.

'Nice tits,'
Paula said.

Angela pulled
off her tights and panties. The pubic hair on her mons was thick
but very soft and downy.

She picked up
the leather body and stepped into it. The legs were cut so high
they revealed the creases of her pelvis. Though the bodice was too
big, its plunging neckline could be adjusted by means of laces sewn
into the front, and Angela managed to pull them tight enough to
look as if it was a good fit.

'Looks great.
He's in for a treat.'

Paula stood
up. Without bothering with a bra, she put on the black PVC dress,
while Angela pulled on the silky hold-up stockings. Their tops were
decorated with lace.

'I don't think
my shoes are going to fit you,' Paula said. She had taken a pair of
black PVC thigh-boots from one of the wardrobes. They had spiky
high heels and a long zip down the inside. The top of the
thigh-boots reached almost to the hem of the dress.

'I can wear my
own,' Angela said. Her shoes were hardly the height of the heels
she had seen Paula wearing, but they were black and smart and had a
narrow tapering heel.

'Zip them up
for me, would you, sweetie?' Paula said, putting one foot up on the
bed.

Angela found
the tongue of the zip. As she pulled it all the way up to Paula's
thigh, she found herself staring at the other woman's sex, her
thick, rubbery labia clearly visible under a thin fuzz of short
black pubic hair. She thought they were glistening, as if they were
wet.

'Right,' Paula
said as soon as the second boot was zipped up. 'You're sure you
don't want to change your mind?'

That was not
the only thing Angela was not sure about. The sight of Paula's sex
had made her feel hot and uncomfortable. She was intensely aware of
her own sex, perhaps because the narrow leather gusset of the body
was cutting into it so deeply.

'I'm fine,'
she lied.

Paula led the
way out into the hall and along to the room at the back of the
house. The door had been repainted a bright red. Paula opened it
and ushered Angela inside.

The room had
been cleaned and smelt vaguely of disinfectant, but had not been
redecorated. All the equipment Angela had seen before was still
there, though the metal cage had been removed. The large cupboard
from the Wimbledon flat and the small double bed had been added.
The mattress was covered with a black sheet. Lengths of white rope
hung from its metal legs.

Standing in
the middle of the room was a well-built, fit-looking man, with
nicely developed leg and arm muscles and a flat abdomen. He was
naked, apart from a tight fitting black rubber G-string that
covered his genitals. The front of this garment was already
distended by his erection, the rubber stretched into a long
cylindrical shape. His body was covered with a mat of fine dark
hair, the hair on his chest being particularly thick.

Angela could
not see his face. His head had been crammed into a tight-fitting
rubber helmet, which had holes for his mouth and his eyes but not
his ears or his nose. The rubber was so tight, it clung to the
contours of his cheekbones and his jaw. His arms were bound behind
his back by means of the leather cuffs Angela had seen before, but
there were also cuffs around his arms just above his elbows, making
him pull his shoulders back and thrust his chest out. There were
cuffs on his ankles, too, which were joined by a short thick metal
chain.

'On your
knees,' Paula said, her voice now stern and unemotional.

Without the
use of his aims to help balance him, the man thumped to his knees.
Since they had entered the room, the man had barely looked at
Paula, his attention riveted on Angela. With only his eyes and
mouth showing, it was difficult to read any real expression, but
she had the feeling he was registering astonishment. She also had
an even stranger sensation. Despite his face being swathed in
rubber, she had the feeling she recognised him: though from where
and when she hadn't the faintest idea.

'Get on with
it, then,' Paula said tetchily.

The man
immediately leant forward and began to lick the toes of Paula's PVC
boots, with broad strokes of his tongue, like he was licking an
ice-cream.

'That's
enough,' she said, after three or four minutes. She walked over to
the cupboard that had been moved from her flat in Wimbledon and
opened it. She took out an orange-coloured ball, the centre of
which was pierced with a leather strap.

'Up,' she
said.

The man had
remained with his head down, his forehead touching the floor. He
straightened up. Again, his eyes came to rest on Angela's face.

'I think he
likes you,' Paula said. She took the gag and crammed it into his
mouth, strapping it so tightly that the leather strap cut into his
cheeks. The ball was big and forced his mouth open around it. 'I
don't want to disturb my new neighbours with your screams, now do
I?'

He shook his
head earnestly.

'Over here.'
She took hold of him by the arm and guided him over to the ironing
board-like structure that stuck out from the wall. 'Sit up on the
edge of it,' she instructed.

The man tried.
With his arms so tightly tied behind his back, it was difficult to
wriggle himself on to the edge of the structure; but at the second
attempt he managed it. Immediately Paula pushed him back, then
wound the thick leather strap around his waist, buckling it
tightly, so his head nearly touched the wall at one end of the
board and his buttocks were perched on the outer edge at the other.
With his arms crushed under his back, his whole body was bowed
upwards.

Quickly, Paula
secured the second strap at the top of the board around the man's
neck, then grabbed one of the white nylon ropes threaded through
the pulley arrangement on the wall on the left side of the board,
unclipping the cuff that was attached to it. She unsnapped the
chain that joined the cuffs at the man's ankles and clipped the
snap hook on the end of the rope into the D-ring on the left-hand
cuff. She repeated the process on the right-hand side.

Angela watched
all this with fascination, half of her mind still wrapped up in the
question of where on earth she had seen this man before. With only
his eyes and his mouth for clues, she didn't think she was ever
going to work it out.

Paula went to
the left-hand pulley and began to wind the rope through it. The
rope was threaded through a ring set in the ceiling well to the
left of the board so that, as the rope shortened, the man's ankle
was pulled backward over his body and splayed out to one side. Only
when his whole leg was doubled back and stretched out did Paula
secure the rope to a cleat on the wall. Again, she moved to the
right and repeated the process on the right-hand side.

Angela stared
at the result. The man's buttocks had been raised and his thighs
stretched apart, leaving his genitals, tightly covered in black
rubber, completely exposed.

'Do you want
the nipple clips?' Paula asked.

The man shook
his head vigorously.

'Pity, because
you're going to have them.'

There was a
new addition to the equipment hanging from the ceiling on Angela's
first visit: either that, or she had not noticed the slim metal bar
that hung a few feet above the wooden board. It was no thicker than
a cigarette and attached to each end of it were two thin chains. At
the end of each chain was an odd-looking oval metal clip.

Paula reached
up to the bar and pulled it down to the man's chest. Instead of
being suspended on an adjustable pulley, it seemed to be hanging
from a thick rope of rubberised elastic. Paula pulled one of the
clips over to the man's left nipple. Angela watched as she opened
the spring-loaded clip, centred it over his nipple, then allowed
the serrated jaws to sink into the tender flesh. He moaned through
the gag. He moaned again as the clip buried itself into his right
nipple.

'This is the
best bit,' Paula said, looking up at Angela. She released the metal
bar. The elastic pulled it upward, sharply jerking at the clips.
The man's whole body shuddered. The tension in the elastic caused
the clips to sink deeper into his flesh, pulling his nipples up
from his chest. Angela saw him trying to arch his back off the
board to relieve some of the pressure, but he was tied down too
tightly to make any real difference. His erection was spasming so
violently against the rubber that she wondered if he'd come.

The man
writhed against his bonds and moaned loudly.

'And now we
come to the whip,' Paula said.

The man shook
his head again and tried to form the word, 'Please.'

As callously
as everything else she had done, Paula took hold of the rubber
G-string and pulled it off the man's cock and over to one side. It
snapped back against his thigh, making him moan again. His erection
was huge, though his foreskin still covered his glans. Paula took
hold of it and pulled it back roughly, exposing his pink smooth
glans.

Angela stared
at his cock. It seemed astounding that he would pay Paula to
inflict such pain and suffering on him: but there was no doubt,
from the state of his erection, that he found it unbelievably
arousing.

But he wasn't
the only one.

Angela could
see a real excitement in Paula's eyes, a flame that danced with
increased vitality as she found new ways to torture him. What's
more, she could not deny that watching all this, seeing the way his
body writhed and wriggled and shuddered in his bonds, had affected
her just as deeply. There, in front of her eyes, was the symbol of
his masculinity: but it was a masculinity that had been reduced to
a single component which was totally at Paula's - and, she
supposed, her - mercy. For a reason she did not understand, it was
his powerlessness, his absolute submission to their will, that
excited her most. She wondered what it would be like to slide
herself down on to that long adamantine cock. It was her turn to
shudder.

Paula had
walked to the cupboard. She came back with a short whip. It had a
braided handle and literally hundreds of long lashes made of what
might have been elephant hair. She showed it to the man.

'No,' he
cried, though the word was muffled by the gag.

'Oh, yes.'

Paula stood in
front of the board and raised the whip. Without any hesitation, she
slashed it down on to his erection. Despite his bonds, the man's
body seemed to leap off the board and he screamed. His cock spasmed
violently.

The whip made
a hissing noise as it snaked through the air. This time, Paula
aimed for the top of his thigh. He jerked convulsively again.

'You remember
I told you how I trained them? He is trained to a word, aren't
you?' Paula said after two more strokes.

His cock was
leaking fluid from the little slit at the top of his glans. It was
dripping on to his stomach.

He nodded.

'The word is
obedience. He is not allowed to come until I say that word.'

'How can he
stop himself?' Angela asked, looking at the way his erection seemed
to be permanently throbbing.

'Because he
knows that, if he doesn't, I'll leave him like this for another two
hours until he's ready to try again.' Paula flicked the whip down
again. 'He's very aroused. He's hardly taken his eyes off you.'

'Then why
don't I see how well-behaved he can be?' Angela said, suddenly
wanting to take the initiative. She came up alongside Paula.

'What have you
got in mind?'

'This.' Angela
raised her hand and wrapped her fingers around the man's erection,
pulling it back until it was vertical. It was hot and as hard as a
rod of steel. She squeezed it, the fluid it was producing leaking
on to her fingers. Slowly she began to wank her hand up and
down.

'I think
you're getting the idea.' Paula went to the head of the board and
stared down into the man's eyes. 'Does that feel good?'

He nodded.
'Please,' he tried to say.

Paula reached
up to the metal bar that held the nipple clips and twanged it with
her fingers. The man moaned loudly, his body going rigid. Angela
felt his cock throbbing in her hand and snatched it away.

'He's
incredibly hard,' she said.

'Yes. Come
over here, where he can see you.'

Angela moved
to the side of the board. The man's eyes followed her. She could
see them moving up and down her body, then concentrate on her
crotch. The gusset of the leather body had folded itself into her
sex.

'Three more
strokes,' Paula said.

Still standing
at his side, she raised the whip and stroked it down on his cock.
'One,' she said.

She waited,
trailing the ends of the whip over his cock. The veins were now so
distended that they stood out like cords of string.

Thwack. 'Two,' she said. Teasingly
again she trailed the whip all the way along the inside of his
leg.

Thwack. The man's cock quivered under
the impact. 'Obedience,' Paula said.

Almost before
she had uttered the word, his cock jerked upward and shot a string
of white spunk into the air. It splashed down on to his belly. His
whole body arched off the board, his legs straining against the
ankle-cuffs, every muscle rigid. Then, slowly, the tension melted
away.

'I think he
liked you,' Paula whispered, grinning from ear to ear.

 


 



Chapter
Four

 


'Don't worry.
That's part of the fun for him. He likes to be tied up there on his
own for while.'

'He's really
into pain,' Angela said.

'He's into
being submissive. Pain is part of that. And it's a very different
sort of pain. As you can see, the mind twists it into something
that's more like extreme pleasure.'

They were back
in Paula's bedroom.

Paula was
unzipping the thigh-boots while Angela unlaced the leather body.
'And you?' Paula unzipped the PVC and pulled it off. She stood
naked, her body as vibrant and alive as in the painting
downstairs.

Angela felt a
strong pulse of feeling. It was exactly what she had felt earlier,
but now she could put a name to it. However surprising it might
seem, what she was feeling was lust. She had never even imagined
being with a woman before but, as she looked at Paula's magnificent
body, she was wondering how it would feel to crush herself into it
and have that big fleshy mouth kissing her. The idea certainly
shocked her, but the shock did not make her feel any the less
aroused.

'Me?' she said
weakly, pulling the leather body down over the black hold ups.

'Remember,
this was an experiment.' She unhooked a white chiffon robe from the
back of the door and draped it over her body. It was completely
transparent and hid nothing.

'Oh, right.'
She could see Paula looking at her naked body. 'So, did having a
man completely in your control excite you?'

'Yes. But it's
more complicated than that.'

'Why
complicated?' Paula picked up the PVC dress and put it back on its
hanger.

'Do you want
the truth?' she asked for the second time that evening.

'It seems to
be the night for it.'

'You excite
me.'

Without
batting an eyelid, Paula hung the dress back in the wardrobe. She
closed the wardrobe door, then turned and looked Angela straight in
the eyes, those dark brown eyes boring into her. 'That's not
something to joke about.'

Angela stood
her ground. 'I'm not joking.'

'Come here,
then.'

Angela took
two steps forward. Paula raised her hand and touched Angela's
cheek. 'You've never done this before, have you?'

'No, never.
But then, I've never watched men being tied up and whipped before.
I'm surprising myself. Didn't you tell me to work out what I
needed? Well, I have. Some of it, at least.'

'How do you
know I'm into women?'

'The way
you've been looking at me.'

Angela wrapped
her arm around Paula's waist and crushed her lean body into the
brunette's meaty flesh. It seemed to melt around her, absorbing
her. She could feel Paula's big hard nipples pressing into her
chest and the hardness of her pubic bone against her own belly.

She had never
kissed a woman before, but she moved her lips up to Paula's mouth
and ground them against it, plunging her tongue inward. There,
inside her mouth, it was hot and sticky and wet.

Paula
responded at once. Her hands caressed the other woman's soft,
supple back while she squirmed her body against her. Angela did the
same. But she was in a hurry, her new-found need the greater. As
she kissed Paula's mouth, she slid her hand over the abundant
curves of her buttocks and down between her legs. She pushed two
fingers eagerly into Paula's labia and found her vagina, pushing on
inward without any hesitation. It was as hot and sticky as her
mouth.

'Stop, stop,'
Paula said, pulling away. 'Not so fast.'

'I need
it.'

'Just slow
down.'

Angela caught
her hand. Despite their relative heights and weight, she pulled the
larger woman over to the bed, dropped on to it, then dragged her
down on top of her. For a moment she felt as if she were drowning,
drowning in a sea of hot, soft flesh. But then she found Paula's
mouth again and kissed her so hard, their teeth ground together.
She rolled Paula over on to her back and peeled the white chiffon
robe away. 'I don't know what to do.' she whispered.

'You're doing
pretty well, so far.'

Angela began
to kiss and suck the brunette's neck. Her flesh was as smooth as
silk. She gathered one of her large breasts in her two hands,
trying to contain the whole bulk of it and mould it to a point,
then fed the big ruby-red nipple into her mouth and sucked on it.
The feel of Paula's pliant breast excited her. She had never done
anything like this in her life before, but she had never felt so
aroused before, either. She tweaked the nipple with her teeth.

'Lovely,'
Paula said.

Angela got to
her knees, then trailed her mouth down Paula's body and over her
abdomen, while her hand stroked her thighs. Paula spread her legs
apart. Her thighs looked creamy, the flesh contoured with valleys
and escarpments of muscle. Her stubbly pubic hair felt surprisingly
soft, as Angela moved her lips over it. She could smell a thick
musky perfume mixed with a much more primitive scent. And then she
saw Paula's labia, thick and puffy and glistening wet, the mouth of
her vagina already partly open. She extended her tongue, found the
little button of Paula's clitoris, and flicked the tip of her
tongue against it. Immediately, she felt Paula's whole body
shudder.

'Yes, like
that,' Paula hissed, angling her sex up towards the other
woman.

Angela used
both hands to caress Paula's thighs, then pushed one of them
underneath her. As she continued to move her tongue from side to
side, dragging Paula's clitoris with it, her fingers slid into the
cleft of Paula s bottom. She pushed them up between Paula's labia
and into her vagina. The heat and sticky wetness of it made her
shiver. The extraordinary thing was that, as she felt Paula's sex
throb strongly against her fingers, her own reacted in exactly the
same way, a huge pulse of sensation coursing through her body.

Trying to
ignore her own feelings, Angela thrust her fingers in deeper,
feeling the velvety wet walls of Paula's vagina part to admit them.
She buried them as deep as they would go, her knuckles crushed
against Paula's labia, then pulled them out, the pliant flesh
folding back into place as they descended. She began pumping them
in and out slowly and deliberately.

'God, that
feels so good,' Paula breathed. 'You're making me come.' Paula's
body had started to undulate with a subtle rhythm, her hips
rotating.

Angela seemed
to be able to feel everything Paula was feeling. Every pulse of
sensation that ran through the brunette's body was echoed in her
own, doubling if not tripling her own excitement. She could feel
the woman's body beginning to coil, like the mainspring of a watch,
pulling itself tighter around the central core of her sex. Then,
quite suddenly, as she thrust her fingers up into Paula's vagina,
with her tongue still working relentlessly on Paula's clit, Paula
cried out loud, a long sharp keening noise, and her body stretched
out across the bed, her muscles in rigor, her sex grasping Angela's
fingers as tightly as if it were a fist.

But even
before her orgasm had completely faded, Paula's hand gripped
Angela's leg. With considerable strength, she lifted it off the bed
and pushed her head underneath, wriggling round until her face was
between Angela's thighs.

'Like this,
now,' she said.

Paula wrapped
her hands around the tops of Angela's thighs and pulled the blonde
down on to her mouth, her tongue lunging into Angela's vagina.
Angela felt a wave of pleasure that took her breath away, making
her rear her head up from Paula's sex. Paula screwed her tongue as
deep into the blonde's vagina as it would go, producing another
shock of sensation, then slid it along the slit of Angela's labia
until it was butted against her clit. Then she used the whole
breadth of her tongue to crush the little bud of nerves back
against the bone, squirming her tongue from side to side as she did
so.

'Oh, God,'
Angela gasped. The feelings that Paula's body had transmitted to
her had already sensitised all her nerves and this new assault on
them was so unexpected and so intense that she was accelerated to
the brink of orgasm in seconds flat.

But she wanted
more and fought to control herself. The sight of Paula's sex and
her own fingers still embedded in the brunette's vagina, excited
her almost as much as what Paula was doing with her tongue. Trying
to control the surging feelings that were coursing through her
body, she dipped her head again and slid her tongue into the other
woman's labia, searching for her clit. As the tip of her tongue
nudged against it, she felt Paula's reaction, an exclamation of
pleasure producing a hot exhaust of air right up against Angela's
own sex.

The brunette
reached around behind Angela's buttocks and snaked her fingers into
her vagina, thrusting them up as far as they would go. Suddenly
they were joined, the circle complete, every action matched by an
exact and equal reaction, their mouths locked to each other's
sexes, their fingers deep inside each other's vaginas. It was as if
they had been plugged into an electric current. Everything Paula
was feeling, Angela felt too. Their feelings were so in tune that
Angela found it difficult to distinguish what she was feeling from
what Paula was experiencing. Their bodies melded together,
undulating against each other, lost in a world of total
sensuality.

Angela was
coming. She could hold it back no longer, but she knew Paula was
coming again, too. She felt her own muscles lock, her clit throb
and her vagina spasm around Paula's fingers as Paula's clit and
vagina did exactly the same thing, the feeling of one amplifying
the pleasure from the other. Her eyes were forced shut by the
impact of it all but, in her mind's eye, images crowded in on her,
each screwing her orgasm to new heights. She felt the hardness and
heat of the man's cock as she wrapped her hand around it in the
treatment room; she saw the way his body had reacted to the whip,
and his hot semen jetting out of his body; and she saw Paula's
naked body standing in the bedroom, as sensual and sexy as anything
she'd ever seen. It all excited her. It all made her come.

Paula's tongue
seemed to have worked its way inside her clitoris to a place so
sensitive that it caused another explosion of feeling, just as the
first was dying away, another orgasm born from the ashes of the
old. And again the link between the two of them asserted itself,
Angela's new burst of feeling communicating itself to Paula, making
her buck and twist and squirm until she too was coming like her
partner.

It was a long
time before the little trills and tremors of pleasure finally faded
away. Gingerly Angela pulled her fingers from Paula's sex as she
felt Paula do the same. They had pruned, the tips wrinkled as
though they had been in water for too long.

'My God,'
Paula said, rolling over on to her back. 'What got into you?'

'You did,'
Angela said: because it was, she knew, perfectly true.

 


Rather to her
surprise, Angela slept like a log and, if she had dreams, she could
not remember them. When her alarm went off at eight o'clock, she
was so deeply asleep that it startled her. She jumped out of bed,
feeling remarkably refreshed, and headed for the bathroom. She
stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror, then found herself
grinning.

She had a
shower, dressed in a functional black suit and white blouse, and
rushed downstairs to put on the kettle. She breakfasted on orange
juice and a cup of instant coffee.

Last night had
been the most extraordinary experience of her life, but she
couldn't honestly say that she regretted any part of it. She had
certainly never had the slightest idea that she was attracted to
women before. In fact, she was quite sure that she was not. The
idea of approaching Sally in the office - or any of the other
remarkably attractive women who worked there - did not and would
not ever appeal to her. It was just something about Paula, about
her body, and about her personality. Not only that, of course. She
was certain that the circumstances had a lot to do with it.

Paula had
introduced her to a sexually charged atmosphere, an atmosphere
where sex was the only thing on the agenda. Angela had never
experienced that before. Sex had always been low on her list of
priorities and the fact that she had never really got more than the
most modest pleasure from it had contrived to keep it that way. But
Paula had changed all that. Her first experience with Paula in
Wimbledon had ratcheted up her excitement to such a level that she
had been completely out of control when she'd got home. Last night
had been the same, except more so. She hadn't wanted to go home and
satisfy the lusts Paula had created with her own hand. She had
wanted more and had had the courage to get it. And she was
delighted with herself for doing so.

She thought
about the question Paula had posed as to whether it was
specifically the fact that she had seen a man being so totally and
abjectly abused and dominated which excited her, and had little
doubt that it was precisely that. The attraction she had felt for
Paula - for that lush, soft, pliant body - was a by-product of what
she had seen in the treatment room. She remembered how excited she
had been as the man had been put into bondage. Even the word itself
excited her. To have a man totally at her mercy, to have him
completely in her power, excited her like nothing else ever had.
Not that she understood for one moment why it should.

She glanced at
her watch and finished her coffee.

It was
peculiar that she should have never had any hint of this proclivity
before. But then she realised that wasn't true. She had. Just once.
With Gregory Wilmott. Whipping him that night had created feelings
that she had never felt before. She had put them down to fear and a
rush of adrenaline, but there had been very definite excitement
too. If she were honest with herself, that was probably the reason
why the incident had always remained so vivid in her mind.

She grabbed
her handbag, double-locked her front door, and took the stairs to
the ground floor.

Ten minutes
later she was sitting in Slaughter and Roe's offices, yet again the
first to arrive. She had two viewings at ten-thirty and eleven,
then three appointments to measure up properties, so it was going
to be a busy morning. She still had to go over the proofs of the
details she'd dictated last night before they were finalised for
printing.

At ten, with
the office full and bustling, the phone on her desk rang.

'Hello.'

'There's a
call for you, Angie,' the telephonist said.

'Who is
it?'

'Won't give
his name. Says it's personal.'

'Personal. All
right, put it through.'

'Hello.' She
did not recognise the voice.

'Hello. This
is Angela Strickland.'

'Angela. It's
Gregory Wilmott.'

Angela's
reaction was not what she might have expected. Three weeks ago, she
would have told him to get lost and slammed down the phone, but now
she felt quite differently.

'Don't hang
up.'

'I wasn't
going to,' she said quietly. She was trying to work out how on
earth he had got her number. She knew her mother would never have
given it to him.

'Good.'

'So what do
you want?'

'I only just
realised you'd come to work in London. I'd like to see you.'

'Why,
precisely?'

'Because I've
been thinking a lot about you. Because I would like to try to make
up for what I did that night.'

'You've never
tried before.'

'I know. And
that was wrong of me. Why don't you have dinner with me? Let me try
to explain. I'd like us to be friends.'

It was a
chance to find out exactly what made Gregory Wilmott tick, Angela
thought, a chance to find out if her theory about him was correct.
She supposed she shouldn't care, but finding out the truth about
that night was important to her now.

'All
right.'

'What about
Monday? At the Belvedere. Do you know it?'

'Just around
the corner.'

'Good. I'll
pick you up.'

'No.' She
didn't want Gregory Wilmott at the bedsit, not until she had a
chance to find out a little more about his new-found
contriteness.

'No, of course
not. Inappropriate. We'll meet there. Eight o'clock.'

'Fine.'

'Thank
you.'

'For what,
exactly?'

'For being so
understanding.'

'See you on
Monday.'

Angela put the
phone down and stared into space. She realised her hand was
trembling slightly, but she found herself smiling. It seemed
incredible that Gregory should call, after all this time, just when
he had been uppermost in her thoughts. But it was an opportunity
she wouldn't have wanted to miss, particularly at the moment.
Seeing him again would help her to sort out exactly what she'd felt
about that night. She was also fascinated to know if Gregory was,
like the three men she'd seen enjoying Paula's special services,
prone to the submission and domination. If so, then that might fit
in well with her own plans...

 


She waited
until they were on the coffee.

Gregory had
been perfectly charming. He had asked her all the right questions
about her work and where she lived, and what she did with her time,
and had listened attentively to all the answers. He was beautifully
dressed in a grey suit and blue shirt with a yellow silk tie, and
his complexion had that healthy rugged look which, she was sure,
indicated that he was still riding his hunter on a regular basis.
His straight black hair had gone grey at the temples since the last
time she had seen him, but that only increased his appeal.

They had eaten
Caesar salad and seared salmon steaks on a bed of rocket, but had
passed on the desserts. The coffee, served in tiny white china
cups, was excellent and the view, overlooking a brick colonnade and
a circular pond surmounted by a small fountain, where peacocks
strutted between the shrubs, was lit by floodlights hidden in the
bushes.

'Would you
like a brandy?' Gregory said.

'Yes. I think
I would.'

He raised his
hand to attract the attention of one of the waiters. 'If you don't
mind me saying so, you seem different.'


'Different?'

'More
confident, more at ease.'

'I think I'm a
little less naive,' she said pointedly. 'And what about you?'

A waiter
approached the table. 'Could we have two brandies, please? Do you
have Delamain?'

'Yes,
sir.'

'And some more
coffee,' Angela added.

'Certainly,
madam.'

He hurried
away.

'So we've
talked about me. What about you, Gregory?'

'Look, I've
been meaning to say, I should never have... I mean, it was really
terribly wrong of me... I was tired. I had been very stressed.'

'You could
have been in a lot of trouble.'

'I know. I'd
like to think we could still be friends.'

'Friends?' She
arched an eyebrow.

'If there was
anything I could ever do to help you.'

'I'm curious,'
Angela said, feeling more and more confident.

'About
what?'

'About
you.'

'What about
me?' His dark brown eyes were looking straight into hers and there
was something about them that bothered her, since the moment he had
stood up to greet her in the bar downstairs. What it was exactly,
she could not put her finger on.

'As I said, I
was a bit naive, I didn't realise what was going on.'

'Going on? I
thought that was obvious.' He looked puzzled.

'Not to me.
You enjoyed it, didn't you? You enjoyed being whipped.'

He looked at
her steadily. 'Where did you get that idea?'

'I thought
that was obvious,' she replied sharply. 'Are you going to answer my
question?'

Gregory
averted his eyes, staring down into his coffee. 'Yes, I enjoyed
it.'

'Because
you're into S and M?'

He smiled.
'You've even got the right terminology.'

'And I know
what it means.'

'If you must
know, I've always had these ideas - these fantasies, if you like.'
He looked up at her again.

'And you paid
a prostitute to make them come true?'

'What makes
you think that?'

'Because I
remember every word you said that night, Gregory. "It's less than I
normally pay", wasn't that the phrase you used?'

'Mary, my
wife, she's very... orthodox. She thinks sex is something you slip
in somewhere between cleaning your teeth and going to sleep. She's
a pretty woman. I tried to broach the subject with her, once, but
she refused to listen.'

'So when
you're up in London...'

'There are a
lot of women who cater for such tastes.'

'What,
exactly?'

'It's too
embarrassing.'

'Please,
Gregory; it interests me. I want to know the details.' Angela felt
a now familiar pulse of excitement emanating from her sex.

Gregory was
looking at her with a different expression. It was as if he was
about to tell her something, then changed his mind. 'Why?' he said
instead.

'I want to
know, Gregory. You owe me. Don't forget that.' Her tone was
adamant. 'If I'd gone to the police...'

'I know, I
know. All right, if you want to know, I get turned on by being
totally dominated.'

'Go on.'

'It's
difficult to explain. Perhaps it's because I run my own business
and have to make all my own decisions. But, when it comes to sex, I
want all the responsibility taken out of my hands.' He lowered his
voice. 'I want to be a slave.'

The waiter had
arrived at the table with a tray and gave Gregory a long sideways
look as he placed the brandies on the table. He replaced their
coffee cups with new ones, while they sat silently watching his
movements, the air thick with a pregnant pause.

'Will that be
all, sir?' he asked.

'Thank
you.'

'My pleasure,
sir.' Was there a slightly sarcastic tone to his voice? He walked
away.

'A slave?'
Angela reminded him.

'Yes. I want a
woman to completely take over. To be in charge. To totally dominate
me. Do you think that's strange?'

'And
bondage?'

'That's part
of it. If she ties me up, it means I'm powerless to change my mind.
It means I'm completely vulnerable. That's what's exciting. To
think she can do anything she likes to me and there's nothing I can
do to stop her.' Angela saw a spark of excitement in his eye.

'Including
being whipped?'

'Yes. That's
partly a physical thing, too. The buttocks are very sensitive.
Whipping draws blood to that whole area. It increases the flow to
all the other parts down there.'

Angela did not
let him get away with the euphemism. 'To your cock,' she said
blatantly.

'Yes. At
least, that's what it feels like. It's completely different from
normal sex. Sometimes she makes me wait, makes me beg for it.'

'She?'

'There's one
particular woman I go to.'

'A
specialist?'

'Yes.'

Angela almost
asked him if it were Paula Divine, but stopped herself. 'And you're
her slave?'

'While I am
with her, yes. Completely. She knows exactly what I want - which is
to give her total control.'

'So when I
whipped you that night, when I lost my temper...'

'It just
brought it all back; it was like being with her.'

'You came,
didn't you?'

'Yes,' he
said, blushing. 'I couldn't help it. You are so beautiful, Angela.
I'd always wanted you. I'd always had fantasies about you.'

'Sexual
fantasies?'

'Yes. I used
to imagine what it would be like if you were... if I was with you.'
The sleeveless red dress she was wearing had a plunging neckline
that revealed more than a hint of her swelling, buttery breasts.
She saw his eyes flick over them.

'My
slave.'

'Yes. To have
you doing that to me, even under those circumstances... It was too
much.'

Angela sipped
her brandy. She felt remarkably calm, considering the fact that
everything she had guessed about that night had proved true, in
spades. It was up to her, now. Gregory's confession had left the
way open for her. Since he had called, four days ago, she had had a
lot of time to think.

'I want you to
take me home,' she said, rehearsing a new tone of voice.

'Of course. I
thought...'

'Pay the bill,
then wait here, I'm going to the loo.' She thought the tone was
just right. She could see the puzzled look on Gregory's face.

Ten minutes
later, they were climbing into his Jaguar. It was a five-minute
drive to her block of flats and she sat in the car in silence, with
her legs crossed. She had dressed with great deliberation. The
skirt of the clinging tight glossy red dress came to mid-thigh, but
it had ridden up in the car, so she was sure he could glimpse the
lacy tops of her stockings.

'Here,' she
said as they arrived outside. There was no parking anywhere in the
street, so he double-parked immediately outside. 'Go and find
somewhere to park, then come in,' she said, her tone brooking no
dissent. 'Top floor, flat nine.'

'Look, if
you'd rather we just called it a night...'

'Do as I say,'
she said. The tone suited her. What's more, it gave her a kick of
excitement. If Gregory Wilmott was the sort of man who liked to be
dominated, then she was going to find out if she was the sort of
woman who liked to dominate.

'Yes, of
course,' he said meekly.

She got out
and let herself into the house. She had planned everything. Of
course, it was entirely possible that all her plans would have come
to nothing, and her theories about Gregory prove to be incorrect,
but for the small financial outlay it had involved, it was a risk
she had been prepared to take. She was two hundred pounds up from
last Thursday night, in any event.

She left the
front door ajar and went inside. Quickly stripping off the red
dress, she brushed her hair, sprayed herself with perfume, then
pulled on a pair of long black satin gloves. They reached up almost
to her armpits. She smoothed them over her flesh, making sure there
were no wrinkles. She kicked off her court shoes and replaced them
with black patent leather ankle boots with a towering four-inch
heel. Like the gloves, the shoes and the lace-topped stockings, she
had bought the black satin basque she was wearing on Saturday. She
had bought one or two other items, too. Only the thong-cut black
satin panties she wore were not new.

Angela looked
at herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the door. She
looked like a whore. She looked like Paula. She smiled at her
reflection, stooping to remove a crease in the flesh-coloured
stocking around her right knee. She had dressed like this on
Saturday night, then lay on the bed and masturbated while she
worked out exactly what she was going to do with Gregory. She had
come three or four times before she was finally sated.

Angela sat in
a small wing chair and crossed her legs, her clitoris pulsing
strongly as she did so. Her breasts ballooned out of the cutaway
bra of the basque. She could see the tops of her nipples. Their
corrugated flesh was already knotted. She held her hands together
in front of her chin, her fingertips resting against her lips, and
stared at the door.

There was a
gentle rap on the door.

'Close it
behind you,' she shouted.

He stepped
inside. 'God...' he said as he saw Angela. 'You look magnificent. I
had no idea...'

'Come here,'
she said pointing to a spot in front of the chair. She had
rehearsed everything she was going to say.

'Yes.'

'Be quiet,'
she snapped. The rehearsals were over, this was the real thing. 'On
your knees.'

'What?' he
stuttered.

'You heard
me.'

Without a
moment's hesitation, Gregory sank to his knees, though his eyes
remained riveted to Angela's body.

'Get on with
it, then,' she said, copying Paula. She suspected he would know
exactly what to do.

And he did. He
leant forward and pressed his lips against the black patent-leather
boots, kissing every inch of them. Angela felt a strong surge of
arousal as she watched him. Was this how Paula felt?

'Now the other
one,' she said; but made no effort to uncross her legs.

He
straightened up and kissed the toe of the other boot. Angela swung
her foot away. He hastened to catch it.

'Suck the
heel,' she ordered. Her nipples were tingling. She raised a hand
and cupped it over her breast, as if to try and soothe it, but that
had the reverse effect only increasing the prickling sensation.

Gregory
lowered his head and sucked on the sharp pointed heel.

'Go down the
hall. The bathroom's at the end.' She pointed at the door to the
left of the bed. 'Take your clothes off. All of them.'

'Yes.'

'How do you
address the woman you pay for these services?'

'She makes me
call her "mistress".'

'Then you'll
call me Ms Strickland. Do you understand?' She remembered Paula
making a joke of her name. How appropriate it seemed now.

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.' He started to get up.

'On your
knees,' she said immediately.

'What if
someone sees me out there?'

'Do as you're
told.'

Gregory
crawled over to the door. He opened it and crawled through.

Angela stood
up. She stood in front of the mirror and smiled. Slowly, she ran
her gloved hand down over the smooth, silky satin and cupped it
around the curve of her mons, the tips of her fingers touching her
labia. Her clitoris pulsed strongly.

A few minutes
later, Gregory crawled back into the room. His clothes were bunched
up in his arm. He closed the door.

'Quickly,' she
snapped. 'I'm not in the mood to be kept waiting. Over there,'
Angela said, pointing to the side of her small double bed. 'I want
you to kneel there and stretch your arms and your body out across
the bed.'

Gregory obeyed
immediately.

'Does your
other mistress whip you?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

'And we know
you love it, don't we?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

Angela went
over to her chest of drawers. She opened the bottom drawer and took
out a leather riding crop. On Saturday morning she had taken the
two hundred pounds Paula had given her and gone to Soho. She was
astonished at how easy it was to find the sort of items she wanted
to buy. She'd found a little shop in a side street that sold a
whole range of implements of flagellation, as well as bondage
equipment and outré garments in leather and rubber.

'Can you see
what I've got here?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.' His voice was tremulous, but she couldn't tell whether
it was with fear or excitement.

'You see,
Gregory, I've had a lot of time to think about what I did to you
last year. Do you know the conclusion I've reached?'

'No, Ms
Strickland.'

'I've reached
the conclusion that I actually enjoyed beating the shit out of you.
So I've decided to experiment. I've decided to see if it really
does give me pleasure. You do want to give me pleasure, don't you?'
Angela was positively enjoying playing her new role.

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

Immediate,
lapdog responses had obviously been drilled into him.

'Good.' She
walked around the bed and stood right next to him, letting her leg
press against the side of his hip. She ran the whip down the cleft
on his bottom until it was touching his scrotum. Then she flicked
it against his upper thigh, making him jump. His buttocks were firm
and hard.

Angela looked
down at him. So far, just like Paula's clients, he had done
everything she'd asked him to do. He appeared to be completely
submissive. Before she'd met Paula and seen it for herself, she
would never have imagined any man wanting to put himself through
this. But now she knew that men were prepared to humiliate
themselves willingly in this way, it undoubtedly excited her like
nothing else ever had.

Slowly she raised the whip, parting her legs slightly to get a
stable footing. She took aim carefully, then slashed the crop down
on his naked flesh. Thwack. Gregory yelped, his flesh
trembling under the impact. Quickly she raised her arm
again. Thwack. This
time, he only moaned. She aimed lower with the next stroke, hitting
just below the gluteal fold. This made him rear up off the bed, but
he settled back down again immediately. She slashed the whip down
twice in quick succession. His white buttocks were crisscrossed
with red weals and his whole body was squirming, rubbing itself
against the mattress.

Each stroke
had affected Angela just as much as it had obviously affected him.
Her clitoris seemed to be so swollen, it was pushing its way out
between her labia, and she could feel that her sex was moist and
sticky. Her nipples were so hard, they felt cold.

'What do you
say?' she said.

'Thank you, Ms
Strickland.'

'Get on the
bed. In the middle. Face up.'

Gregory stood
up. He had an enormous erection that was throbbing visibly. As he
lay down on the bed it settled on his belly. He had a mat of black
hair on his chest.

Angela opened
the top drawer of her bedside chest and extracted a sleeping mask.
'Put this on,' she said tossing it on the bed.

Gregory raised
his head, fitted it over his eyes, then lay back again. Angela
knelt down, searching under the valance. She pulled out a length of
rope, another item purchased on her shopping spree. She had tied
one end to the leg of the bed and the other to a padded leather
cuff, identical to the ones Paula used, which she had found in the
specialist shop in Soho.

'Spread your
arms and legs out to the corners of the bed,' she ordered. Like an
automaton, he obeyed. She wondered if there was anything he would
refuse to do for her.

She wrapped
the cuff around his left wrist and buckled it tight. Soon the other
cuffs were secured around his wrists and ankles, and he was
stretched across the bed so tightly that his muscles were strained
and taut. He made not a word of protest, however.

Now it was her
turn. She had spent much of the weekend fantasising about what she
would do to him. She'd had all sorts of wild ideas, her imagination
running riot. She had tried out the rope and the cuffs in a number
of different positions but decided this best suited her needs. When
it came down to it her needs were all that mattered. Gregory's
wishes were simply irrelevant. He had abnegated his right to have
an opinion. He was here simply to be used. And that was exactly
what Angela intended to do.

She smiled.
She remembered all the subtleties and nuances of her previous
sexual encounters, delicately negotiating who did what to whom.
Normal sexual liaisons were minefields of do's and don'ts. This was
so much simpler.

Angela hooked
her thumbs into the tiny black satin panties and pulled them down
her legs. She stepped out of them and picked them up. The gusset
was distinctly damp.

With the
panties still in her hand, Angela knelt on the bed at Gregory's
side. She saw his head turn in her direction, though he could not
see her, and she dropped the panties onto his face, rubbing them
against his nose. She heard him inhale deeply and moan with
pleasure.

Running her
gloved hand over his chest and down his belly, she let her fingers
briefly brush his erection. It twitched. Oddly, perhaps, her
clitoris twitched too.

She swung one
leg over his shoulder, straddling his face, then threw the panties
aside. Slowly, she lowered herself onto his mouth.

'Lick it,' she
said.

Immediately,
his tongue pushed out into her labia. It arched up to her clitoris
and tapped it delicately, like a little hammer. Then it pushed the
little button of nerves from side to side. Angela moaned. She
remembered how Paula had done this to her, only a few days before,
and the explosive orgasm it had produced. But if anything her
excitement tonight was more extreme. The sight of Gregory's naked
and helpless body, his big erection sticking out from his loins,
his legs straining against their bonds, was responsible for
that.

'Come on, you
can do better than that,' she said, not because he wasn't pleasing
her but because she wanted to assert her authority once again. His
tongue worked harder. It was hot and wet. She pressed the mouth of
her vagina down on his chin and squirmed it against the hard bone,
feeling her juices leaking out of her.

She was coming
already. She was coming in her mind before her body could catch up.
Domination, having a man as her slave, had tapped into some
profound sexual impulse buried deep in her psyche. She loved the
idea that she was in control, that she could do anything to him,
and there was literally nothing he could do to stop her. As if to
demonstrate this to herself, she leant forward slightly and slapped
his penis with the palm of her hand. His exclamation of surprise
produced a blast of hot air against her sex. She slapped it again,
with the same result. Her orgasm began to blossom as his tongue
pressed against the most sensitive place on her body, her vagina
contracting rhythmically. She clawed at his chest for support as
the waves of feeling coursed over her.

But that was
only the beginning. As she'd prepared the bed, tied off the ropes
and attached the leather cuffs, she'd imagined how it would be to
have Gregory tied down at her mercy. She'd planned exactly what she
was going to do next.

Slowly, she
lifted herself off his face. His mouth and chin were glistening
with her juices. As though it were the pivot of some strange
mechanism, she took hold of his hard cock and swivelled herself
around, straddling his body again, this time at his hips. She
squeezed his cock. She had done the same to the man at Paula's
house on Thursday. Gregory's cock was just as hard as that man's
had been. As hard as a bone. His foreskin still partially covered
his cock and she pulled it back, then lowered herself onto it. It
had been a long time since she had had a man inside her. She guided
his smooth glans into her labia. Teasing herself she pulled his
penis up and down the long slit of her sex. It nudged against her
clitoris, the little button so sensitised by her first orgasm that
just this touch alone nearly plunged her into a second.

But she
managed to control the surge of feelings that flooded over her and
pulled his cock back to the mouth of her vagina. The wet, pulpy
flesh seemed to close around his glans as if in a kiss, trying to
suck him in. Angela waited. She looked down at her body, encased in
the tight black basque, the stockings straining at the suspenders,
the lacy stocking-tops banding her thighs. The basque was tight and
constricting, but that constriction was exciting, too.

Then, very
slowly, she lowered herself, feeling that cylinder of hard, hot
flesh thrusting up into her sex, inch by inch, pushing the walls of
her vagina apart, penetrating her, filling her. As she felt it butt
against the neck of her womb, she spread her legs out further and
ground herself down on his pubic bone, wanting to get every last
inch of him crammed into her. He was big and thick, splaying her
labia apart and making her clitoris stretch, too. She ran her hand
down over her mons and used her middle finger to tap at the little
nub of flesh. She wished she hadn't. It responded with a wave of
sensation that took her breath away, every nerve in her body set on
edge. She snatched her hand away as if it had been stung, but it
was too late. Her orgasm was unstoppable now. She found herself
rising and falling with a definite rhythm, the same rhythm that was
pulsing through her body. She was using him, she told herself, as
if he were a dildo. She could do whatever she wanted with him. In
seconds, she slammed herself down on him, feeling his glans butt
into the neck of her womb, and came again, hard and higher than the
first time.

But as the
feelings seeped away, there was no sense of being enervated. She
was not finished yet. And she knew exactly what she wanted now. She
wanted him to come.

She clenched
her sex around his cock, held it for a moment, then let it go. She
did it again and felt his cock jerking wildly.

'You're not
allowed to come,' she told him perversely. Some instinct she was
not aware she possessed told her that the more she forbade him the
ultimate pleasure, the more he would want it.

'Please,' he
begged.

'No.'

She began
riding him again, slamming her body down on him, another orgasm
already beginning to affect her sex, making it tingle with a new
need. She rode him harder, pulling right up off him then dropping
down again with all her strength. She reached under her buttocks
and managed to get hold of his scrotum, jiggling it with her
fingers. She rose up off him, feeling his cock jerking convulsively
against the mouth of her vagina then fell on him one last time
grinding her clitoris against the base of his shaft.


'Please...'

It was too
late. She wasn't sure whether she came first or he did. As she felt
her orgasm explode his exploded too, thick gobs of semen spattering
the depths of her vagina, hot and viscid. She seemed to be able to
feel every one of them and each produced a new shock of pleasure,
driving her higher, making her come harder.

It lasted a
long time. She must have closed her eyes because she was aware of
opening them again and seeing him there underneath her. Like a long
deep sleep, her orgasm had been so momentous that it had wiped out
her memory of where she was and, when she saw him spread out and
tied to the bed, it came as a shock. But then it all came flooding
back. Everything.

'Did I give
you permission to come?' she asked. She could feel his semen and
his cock sliding down the long tube of her vagina.

'No, Ms
Strickland. But I...'

'Be quiet.
Disobedience means only one thing, doesn't it?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

'Tell me what
it means.'

'Punishment,
Ms Strickland.'

'Exactly.
Exactly.' She let the word hang in the air. It was a good job he
could not see her grin.

 


 



Chapter
Five

 


'Can I tell
you something?' Angela said, as she finished her main course.

'Of
course.'

They were
sitting in an alcove of the Kingfisher Restaurant in Holland Park
Avenue, gazing out on to the small stone-flagged terrace, where, in
the summer, meals were served under big ecru-coloured parasols.
Paula had phoned Angela and asked her if she would like to come out
to dinner with her, and Angela had accepted with alacrity. It had
been three days since her session with Gregory and she was anxious
to talk about it. Sally, who had extended the hand of friendship
since her first day at Slaughter and Roe and whom she liked and
trusted, could hardly be expected to respond well if Angela told
her how she seemed to have developed a penchant for bondage and
domination.

'I had a
little experiment.'

'Another one?
Sounds interesting.' Paula was wearing a double-breasted black
leather suit over a wine-coloured camisole-style body with
scalloped lace trim on its low neckline. Its skirt was tight, with
a slit on the right hand side that exposed much of her thigh. For
once, she was not wearing stockings. 'So, tell Auntie Paula all
about it.'

A waiter
arrived at the table. He cleared the plates away. 'Would you like
dessert, ladies?' he said. Angela could see him struggling not to
look down into Paula's considerable cleavage, the neckline of the
body revealing billowing pillows of flesh. She had been struggling
not to stare at it herself, for most of the meal.

'Just coffee,'
Angela said.

'I'll have
that lovely chestnut meringue thing that you do.'

'Mont
Blanc?'

'That's it.
And coffee. Espresso.' She looked at Angela, who nodded. 'Two
espressos. And two glasses of Marc de Champagne.'

'What's that?'
Angela asked.

'It's
delicious. Made from the pressings of the grapes after they've made
the wine. Delicious. And very strong.'

The waiter
wrote it all down on his little pad and hurried away.

'So what about
this experiment?'

'There was
this man I used to know when I lived at home.' Angela wasn't going
to bore Paula with the whole story. She'd decided to cut to the
chase. 'Well, he phoned me up the other day. I went out with him. I
had a sort of instinct about him.'

'About his
sexual proclivities?'

'Yes.'

'In other
words, you thought he was submissive?'

'Exactly.'

'And was
he?'

'Very. If I
hadn't seen it for myself with you, I wouldn't have believed it
possible. He would do anything. Without question.'

'And what did
you get him to do, exactly?' Paula was grinning.

'Oh, I came up
with some very interesting ideas.'

'But did you
enjoy it?'

'Enjoy isn't
really the word I'd use. It was more... fundamental than that. I
think I was very naive about sex.'

'Was being the
operative word. You seem to be catching up fast.'

'You don't
just think it's because of you, do you?'

'Because of me
what?'

'This is all
very new to me. I didn't even know all this... stuff existed. Now
it's all I can think about.'

'So?'

'I just
wondered if it was because of meeting you; I mean, seeing those men
at your flat...'

'What, you
think that was what got you turned on to all this?'

'Something
like that.'

'It doesn't
work like that, Angie, believe me. You have to have a natural
inclination towards it.'

'But I didn't
even know about it before.'

'Right. So if
you didn't know about it, you could hardly expect it to affect you
one way or the other, could you? But sooner or later you were going
to stumble across it. There's a lot of books about domination. You
could have picked up one of those. It's a bit like a dormant
volcano. No one knows what sets it off.'

'Is that what
happened to you?'

'No. Actually,
I suppose you could say I was lucky. I was just a natural bully. I
went to a mixed school. I used to get great pleasure from making
all the boys do whatever I wanted them to do. As I got older, I
wanted them to do quite a lot of things.' She grinned. 'I got a lot
of pleasure out of watching them running around, trying to please
me. Then, when I was eighteen, I met this much older guy. He was
loaded. I was always big, and I towered over him, but he loved it.
He took me out to dinner; then, when he was driving home, he pulled
into this lay-by and tried to rape me. Looking back at it I don't
think it was a very serious attempt. But I was furious. I dragged
him out of the car and used his belt to tie his hands around a
tree. I backed up the car so the headlights were full on him, then
pulled his trousers down, took a branch and beat his arse until it
was red raw. I took the car and drove off.'

'You left him
there.'

'Yes. He
phoned me the next day. Said it was the most exciting experience
he'd ever had in his life and would I do it to him again? Exactly
the same thing. The only difference was that this time he offered
me fifty quid to do it.'

'And you
agreed?'

'Not because
of the money. When I got home, that first time, I don't think I'd
ever been so turned on. I wanked myself off four or five times. I
had to stuff a pillow in my mouth to stop the neighbours hearing
the noise I was making. Does that sound familiar?'

'Very. So you
did it again?'

'Yes. This
time, I came prepared with a hank of rope. I took him to this
forest and had him tied over the branch of a tree. I used his belt
on his arse. He came in about ten seconds flat. But then I made him
go down on me. It was fantastic.'

The waiter
arrived with Paula's dessert. He gave her a quizzical look, as
though he had heard her last remark.

'Thank you,'
she said sweetly.

'My pleasure,
madam,' he said.

'And
then?'

'Jeff. He was
called Jeff. After a couple of months, he introduced me to a friend
of his who more or less wanted the same thing. I did them both
together. That's how it all started.' Angela watched Paula's face.
She was smiling, her big fleshy lips revealing her teeth. Angela
shivered slightly as she remembered how that mouth had kissed
her.

'And women?'
she asked.

'You are in an
inquisitive mood.'

'You've had
other women before me.'

'Yes.'

'Are you a
lesbian?'

'Of course
not.' She laughed, then took a large mouthful of chestnut mousse
and whipped cream. 'Look, Angela, I've got a very simple
philosophy. Anything I enjoy is all right. Anything I don't, isn't.
That's all there is to it. The cream had stuck to her upper lip and
she wiped it off with her tongue.

The waiter
came back with the coffee and marc. He put them on the table
without a word.

'I guess it's
just that I've had no experience of any of this before.'

'You're
certainly making up for lost time.'

'I don't know
why I attacked you like that.'

'I happened to
be there. You were turned on, that's all.'

'That's what I
thought. I'm not sure I'd want to do it with anyone else.'

'Of course you
would. If the conditions were right. Having sex with a woman
doesn't mean you are going to turn into a bull dyke with short
greasy hair and a man's suit.'

It was
Angela's turn to laugh. 'Does it mean I get to come home with you
tonight?'

'Is that what
you want?'

'Last time was
so hurried, so needy. I'd like to savour it a bit more. That's not
to say I'm not terribly randy.'

'Sounds like a
good idea to me. By the way, the last client was terribly
impressed. He was really smitten with you. Any chance you'd be
interested in a repeat engagement? Same money. You might even like
to take a little bit more of an active role, this time.'

'Another two
hundred?'

'Yes.'

'God, yes. I'd
do it for nothing.'

'Don't tell
him that. OK, I'll set something up.'

They finished
their drinks and Paula paid the bill. It had been raining earlier
but, by the time they got outside, it had stopped and the clouds
had blown away. As it was such a short distance to Paula's house,
they decided to walk.

'Are you still
in the mood to experiment?' Paula asked, as she unlocked her front
door.


'Definitely.'

As Paula
closed the front door, Angela did what she had wanted to do all
evening. She pressed her back against the wall and stood on tiptoe
to kiss her full on that rich, sensuous mouth, plunging her tongue
between her lips and feeling Paula's rear up to meet it, the two
dancing together, hot and wet. Paula's arms hugged her tight, her
hands caressing her hands and buttocks.

'Mmm...' Paula
said, pulling away. 'Come with me.' She took Angela's hand and led
her upstairs. Instead of walking towards her bedroom at the top of
the landing, Paula took her to the 'treatment' room door.

'What, are you
going to tie me up and whip me?' Angela said.

'There's
something else I'd like to try. If you're game.'

'I'm
game.'

Paula opened
the door then closed it behind them.

'Come here,'
Paula said. She pulled Angela into her arms and kissed her again on
the lips. This time, it was her tongue that explored Angela's
mouth. As their lips crushed together, Angela felt the zip of her
dress parting. She was wearing a turquoise blue dress with
spaghetti straps and a low neckline that showed a full
décolletage.

Paula peeled
the straps off her shoulders before breaking the kiss and stepping
back.

'Wish I had
tits like yours,' she said, gazing at Angela's chest. The dress had
been too revealing to allow her to wear a bra.

'Do you?'
Angela was surprised.

'You don't
have to carry these whales around all day long,' she said, cupping
one of her breasts. Paula peeled off her jacket, then unzipped her
skirt. She hung both on the back of the door. The wine-coloured
body fitted tightly between her legs. It had high-cut legs and a
thong back that revealed most of her big oval buttocks, sheathed in
sheer and shiny black nylon. The suede high heels she was wearing
had low heels, compared to the towering stilettos she wore while
she was working, but they still shaped and contoured the muscles of
her long legs, and pouted her buttocks.

Angela let her
dress fall to the floor. It seemed extraordinary that she could be
so casual about taking her clothes off in front of another woman,
with the express purpose of having sex with her, but her life had
been turned on its head and she felt no guilt or embarrassment.
Paula was right, she had decided. As long as she enjoyed it, how
could it be wrong? What she had experienced in the last couple of
weeks, however kinky and outré, had given her sexual pleasure that
was simply a different experience from anything she'd felt
before.

'What do you
want me to do?' she asked, stepping out of her dress. She was
wearing her best black bikini-style panties and sleek, sheer
flesh-coloured hold-ups. She had dressed hoping she might end up in
Paula's bed.

'Mmm... You
look good enough to eat.'

'Thank you. So
do you.'

The contrast
between the two women was marked. While Paula was dark, with a
thick mane of black hair and a big fleshy body straining to escape
the tight wine-coloured body, Angela was blonde and comparatively
short, with a slim neat body and slender legs.

Paula walked
over to the cupboard and opened the door. She took out what looked
like a piece of black silk. 'I'm going to blindfold you.'

Angela felt
her sex throb sharply. The idea excited her. 'Sounds interesting,'
she said, her voice betraying her mood.

Paula folded
the silk over Angela's eyes. In fact, it was shaped to fit over the
nose and had thick, silky pads on the inside, which pressed down on
the eyes and excluded all light. Paula knotted the blindfold at the
back of Angela's neck, under her hair.

Angela felt a
new pulse of arousal. Being deprived of one sense seemed to crank
up the sensitivity of all the others.

'What now?'
she said excitedly.

She felt Paula
move behind her. The brunette's hand touched her left breast. The
touch surprised her and she started. The hand rubbed her already
puckered nipple, then moved over to the right breast and squeezed
it not at all gently. She felt the silky slickness of the mulberry
body pressing into her back, Paula's belly grinding into her
hips.

'I really want
you,' Paula whispered, her lips so close that Angela could feel
them moving against her ear. Paula blew a little gust of hot air
into the inner whorls, making Angela shiver. She hooked her thumbs
into the sides of Angela's panties and drew them down her legs,
until they could drop to the floor of their own accord. 'Step out
of them,' she said.

Angela raised
her feet. She was wearing her best black court shoes.

'This
way.'

Paula took her
hand and pulled her forward. She felt the edge of something hard
butt against her hip.

'Turn round,
then sit up.'

Angela knew
the only thing projecting out like this was the edge of the ironing
board-type structure. She turned around and lifted herself up on to
it, her pulse racing.

'What are you
going to do?'

'I want to get
at you, sweetheart. This way I can. Lie back now.'

Angela felt
her heart starting to beat faster. As soon as she was lying back
with her legs dangling over the edge of the board, just as she'd
seen the man doing last week, she felt Paula pulling the thick
leather belt around her waist.

'I'm going to
tie your legs up,' she said.

In her mind's
eye Angela could see herself splayed out on the board, her legs
raised and doubled back. Her sex would be completely open and
exposed. 'Yes,' she said breathily.

She felt
Paula's hand gripping her left ankle and pulling it up, then the
leather cuff being wrapped around it. She remembered exactly how
the man had been bound. She heard the squeaking noise as the rope
was wound through the pulley and felt her leg being lifted back
above her body and out to the side.

Paula wrapped
the second cuff around her other ankle. Again, Angela's leg was
lifted into the air. As it rose and was pulled out laterally, her
thighs were spread open, and she thought she could feel the lips of
her vulva winking open, too.


'Comfortable?'

Oddly enough,
she was. The ankle cuffs were padded and supported the weight of
her legs and the position was not strained. Her sex was at the apex
of her body and all her attention seemed to be focused on it. She
could imagine Paula's eyes examining it closely.

'Yes,' she
said. She could feel her labia and her clitoris throbbing, a deep
thrilling pulse that coursed through her nerves.

'Beautiful,'
the brunette said quietly, almost to herself. She raised her hand
and ran it along the inside of Angela's thigh. 'So soft, so
creamy.'

Angela jerked
involuntarily as Paula's finger touched the top of her labia. She
felt it burrowing inward. It did not have to travel far to find the
button of her clit.

'Oh, God,' she
moaned as Paula's finger pressed on it. Whether it was the
blindfold or the fact that she was suspended like this with her sex
angled up so provocatively, all her senses seemed to have been
sharpened; and as Paula circled the little bud of nerves waves of
pleasure flooded over her, making her toss her head from side to
side in a frenzy of emotion. Already she could feel an orgasm
beginning to burgeon, her nerves set alight.

'So needy,'
Paula said.

Suddenly she
felt a new sensation. Paula dropped to her knees and used her lips
to suck at the flesh of Angela's thighs just above her sex. They
moved, nibbling and kissing, down towards her vulva.

'Yes,' Angela
moaned.

The lips
anchored themselves to her labia. Instantly Angela felt Paula's
tongue thrust into her vagina. It did not penetrate far but started
to circle the sticky wet circumference, producing new shocks of
pleasure to add to the ones her clitoris was already prone to.

'You're making
me come.'

'Mmm...' Paula
said without moving her lips away.

In the
blackness behind the blindfold Angela could see Paula kneeling
between her outstretched legs, her face pressed to her sex. The
image, as much as the physical sensations, made her come. She
cupped her hands over both her breasts and strained at the ropes
that held her legs so high as her orgasm swept over her, the
restraint only increasing the ecstasy, the hardness in every muscle
in stark contrast to the melting softness in the centre of her
sex.

'Have you ever
used a vibrator, sweetheart?' Paula said as she saw Angela's body
relax again, hanging limply from her bondage.

'No,' Angela
said. She had seen them in the shops in Soho only last Saturday,
every shape and size, some curved and sculpted to resemble a real
penis, others smooth and torpedo-shaped. Some had been so big she
couldn't imagine any woman ever being able to accommodate them;
others had been no larger than a little finger. Despite her
new-found sexual emancipation, it had not occurred to her for one
moment to buy one.

She heard
Paula walking across the room. The cupboard door creaked slightly
as it opened. Angela's mind was running riot. She imagined her
selecting a large gnarled vibrator.

Her footsteps
came back across the room. Angela thought she heard a rustle of
clothes, the wine-coloured body being stripped away. She heard the
rasp of tights being pulled down her long legs.

'I'm going to
fuck you now, Angela,' Paula said in a level, rather serious tone
of voice.

Almost
immediately Angela felt something round and cold nudging into her
sex. Her vagina contracted sharply, renewing all the thrills of the
orgasm she'd had before, her body instantly revitalised. She felt
the object pressing forward, her labia stretching thinly around it.
Slowly, inexorably, it pushed into the depths of her cunt, the
soft, velvety flesh parting to admit it. But about halfway up there
was another shock; a second object was pressing against the small
puckered hole of her anus.

'No,' she
cried.

But Paula took
no notice. As the big broad phallus lanced into her sex, the
smaller, thumb-sized dildo underneath it began to push against the
muscles of her sphincter, which were clenched and unyielding.

'Please, no,'
she said hurriedly. She had never had anything in that hole.

But her body
betrayed her. The juices from her sex had run down between her
buttocks, making the tip of the small dildo greasy so, as her
sphincter gave way, the dildo slid into her rear passage
effortlessly.

'Oh, my God.'
Suddenly Angela's feelings were transformed.

Her body
tensed at the presence of the second dildo, fear momentarily taking
over from excitement. But as she felt the two dildoes now sinking
deeper into both the passages of her body, she was almost
overwhelmed with the sensations of sheer pleasure. She had never
had any idea that her anus could be so sensitive but, as the dildo
forged forward, she seemed to be able to feel every inch of it, and
every inch was generating feelings quite as exquisite as those that
were coming from her cunt. They were communicating with each other
too, little trills and tremors of pleasure playing between the two,
one reinforcing and enhancing the feelings in the other. It was
wonderful, really wonderful.

'Paula, Paula,
it's so good. I've never, I've never...'

'You've never
what, sweetheart?'

'Mmm...'
Angela wanted to tell her she had never had anything in her arse
and never realised how good it could be, but the waves of pleasure
were too overwhelming. Her second orgasm was approaching even
faster than the first, like an express train plunging into a long
dark tunnel. There was a roaring noise too, as she felt her sex and
her anus clutch reflexively at the dildoes that invaded them, and
her whole body shuddered.

But it wasn't
over yet. Exactly at the moment her orgasm broke, the dildoes
started to vibrate, a humming noise filling the room, the soft
inner tissues of Angela's body seized by a deep profound
oscillation that immediately took hold of her orgasm and raised it
by the power of ten. Angela kicked against the ropes, straining
against the leather strap that held her down, wanting her body to
float like her mind was floating. She was out of control, her
orgasm refusing to let go of her. Almost involuntarily, she felt
herself pressing down on the double dildoes, wanting to get them
deeper, the seat of her orgasm there, in the depths of her, though
she could not distinguish between her vagina and her anus any more,
the pleasure from both too acute. She wriggled her hips, grinding
herself on to the phalluses and crying out as a whole new shaft of
sensations were created as a result.

But even in
the throes of this extreme passion she heard Paula cry out, and
could feel her hips against her upturned buttocks. Her hands were
wrapped around Angela's knees, pulling herself forward, and Angela
could feel her body shudder, just as hers had done, seconds
before.

Eventually,
the orgasm ebbed away. Angela reached behind her neck and unknotted
the blindfold. She raised her head and looked down the length of
her body. Paula was standing between her legs, black leather straps
tied tightly around her hips. The straps supported a triangular pad
of thick black leather, through which poked the base of a large
pink-coloured dildo. As she gently pulled it out of Angela's body,
the blonde saw a much smaller dildo projecting underneath it, like
the shape of an extended thumb and forefinger.

'There's a
little barb on the inside,' Paula said, still a little out of
breath. 'It just rubs against the clit.' She shivered again as she
said it. 'Feels wonderful.'

'I know.'

 


The spring
season of house sales was going well. Angela had personally sold
six large flats, two terraced houses and a large detached house in
the last two weeks alone, and had buyers interested in five more
properties.

She was
sitting at her desk in the office at the end of the day, trying to
call one of these to confirm if they were actually going to make an
offer, when Gary Roe walked by on his way out for the evening. He
stopped in front of her desk waiting for her to finish the
call.

'No reply,'
she said, putting the phone down. 'I think I've got a couple
interested in Claremont Road.'

Gary's face
lit up. 'Really? That's incredible. We haven't been able to move
that for three months. Do they know about the wet rot problem?' He
sat in the chair at the side of her desk.

'They've had a
survey. Apparently, their surveyor thinks it can be fixed at a
reasonable price.'

'So they're
going to make a low offer.' His expression changed. 'The vendor
just won't accept anything less than the asking price.'

'I know;
Josephine told me. And I told them. But they really love the place
and I think they're going to offer the asking price.'

'Great! If you
sell that house I'll buy you dinner,' he said. 'Listen, I just
wanted to say we're very impressed with your work. You've fitted in
here really well and you seem to have a flair for the job. I think
it's important to tell people when they're doing well.' He jumped
to his feet. 'Keep up the good work.'

'Thank you, Mr
Roe.'

'Gary.'

'Thank you,
Gary.'

'See you
tomorrow.'

Gary marched
through the plate-glass door opposite her desk and she watched him
hurrying down the street.

Angela sat
back in her chair and allowed herself to luxuriate in the glow of
approval Gary Roe had delivered. Her life had changed completely.
With the bonuses she had earned on the sales, her weekly wage
packet had increased dramatically, and she was no longer having to
scrimp and make do. On top of that, what had happened with Gregory
Wilmott had given her new confidence. The incident at the stables
had always bothered her, though she had never been quite sure why.
Now that had been resolved. She knew and understood everything that
had gone on. Not only that, she had used it to her advantage. In a
manner of speaking, she had turned the tables on Gregory. From
being a source of distress to her, he had become her toy. She
smiled. And a very attractive, amusing little toy he made.

But it was not
only her feelings for Gregory that were cause for satisfaction.
What she had discovered about her strange and complex, and - some
would say, of course - perverted sexuality, had helped her come to
terms with herself. Sex had always been a chore which, if she were
honest with herself, had given her little real pleasure. She had
indulged in it because everyone else around her seemed to be having
such a good time doing just that, and her failure to achieve
anything but the mildest of sensations had disappointed and
disorientated her. In fact, she only realised how much this had
preyed on her mind and affected her, now that the problem had been
so dramatically solved. The suddenness of her sexual awakening had
astonished her quite as much as its ferocity and its manner. But
the most extraordinary thing of all was that she had come to accept
so quickly that her sexuality could be turned on its head and, far
from being inadequate in that department, that she was capable,
given the right stimulation, of great leaps of passion.

That knowledge
had transformed her whole life, giving her new poise and
confidence. She had a feeling one of the reasons that she was doing
so well at Slaughter and Roe was precisely because the strength and
resolve she felt in her sexuality was spilling over into her
business life. She had surprised herself in the way she had coped
with the idea that she would get pleasure not only from dominating
and humiliating men but from women, too. She had taken both in her
stride. And that was all part of her feeling of
self-satisfaction.

She tidied up
her desk and closed her computer terminal down. As she waited for
the screen to dissolve, her phone rang.

'Call for
you,' the telephonist said brightly. 'Personal.' She put it through
without waiting to be asked.

'Hello,'
Angela said.

'Angela,
sweetheart, it's Paula.'

The sound of
her voice made Angela's heart beat faster. 'How are you?'

'Fine. Look, I
wondered if you were doing anything tonight. You know that little
arrangement we spoke of?' She was obviously being discreet, in case
the switchboard girl was listening in.

'Yes,' Angela
replied.

'I know it's a
bit short notice, but could you make it about seven?'

Angela glanced
at her watch. It was six-thirty now. 'I'd like to go home and have
a quick shower. I could be there by seven-fifteen.'

'Perfect. See
you then.'

Angela put the
phone down and smiled broadly. She was just in the mood for an
evening with Paula and her client.

 


'Come in. A
glass of champagne?'

'Naturally,'
Angela said with a smile.

They walked
through the sitting room together. The late April weather had
changed again and it was now hot and sunny. Paula had opened the
big French window onto the small patio outside. Not only was the
patio south-facing, the sun bathing it in light, but because of the
arrangements of the windows on the buildings that backed on to the
house, it was also completely private. On a white cast-iron table
was a silver wine-cooler, containing a bottle of champagne swathed
in ice, and two tall champagne flutes. There was a set of four
cast-iron chairs around the table and a hardwood garden sofa fitted
with thick-striped pink and white cushions. The profusion of potted
plants that the previous owner had left were all growing rapidly
and some were already in flower.

'Sit down,'
Paula said, indicating the sofa. 'Isn't it lovely? Just like
summer.' She was wearing skin-tight black leather trousers and a
loose white silk blouse.


'Glorious.'

'I've got
Harriet with me; I hope you don't mind.'

'Why should I
mind? Is he here, too?'

'Oh, yes. He's
upstairs in the treatment room.'

'Suitably
prepared, no doubt.'

'Of course.
Harriet, you're required,' Paula shouted loudly, before sitting on
the sofa beside her guest. She put her hand on Angela's knee. 'You
look great.' She kissed her fleetingly on the lips.

'I feel it.'
Angela was wearing a new outfit, a white suit over a white blouse,
which she'd bought with last week's bonus. She was wearing white
high heels with a little gold motif on the toe. For the last two
days she had been visiting a series of houses that were being put
on the market and had walked to most of them, and her face had
caught the sun in the process, giving it a healthy glow.

But it was not
only the lovely weather that was creating a general sense of
wellbeing. Paula's presence and the anticipation of what was to
come had a lot to do with it.

'Yes, madam.'
Harriet appeared from the kitchen. He was wearing a much more
pronounced maid's uniform in black satin, with a low cut neckline
and a froufrou skirt. The skirt was so short Angela could see the
black tops of his fishnet stockings. Apart from his rather solid
torso, with little waist, it would have been difficult to tell that
he was a man.

'Where have
you been?' Paula snapped.

'To the
toilet, madam?'

'Did I give
you permission?'

'No,
madam.'

'Pour the
champagne.'

'Yes,
madam.'

The man
tottered over to the table on his high heels and poured the wine.
He brought the glasses over to the table and handed them to the
women.

'Cheers,'
Paula said, touching their glasses together.

'Cheers,'
Angela replied.

'Do you
remember Ms Strickland?' Paula asked the man.

'Yes,
madam.'

'She's
beautiful, isn't she?'

'Very
beautiful, madam.'

'Then why
haven't you got down on your knees and kissed her feet, you little
creep?'

'I'm sorry,
madam, I didn't know I had to.'

'Just do
it.'

The man
dropped to his knees. Angela had her legs crossed, with one foot on
the floor. The man pressed his lips to that white shoe.

'Perhaps he'd
like to watch us together,' Angela said coquettishly, sipping her
champagne. 'That's enough,' she said, snatching her foot away.

'Now, that's a
good idea. Would you like that, Harriet?'

'Oh no, madam,
please.'

'No?' Paula
taunted. She ran her hand up Angela's leg and under her skirt. 'You
wouldn't like to see me kissing her pussy?'

Harriet
groaned loudly.

'Look at those
lovely legs, so slim and slender.'

The man's eyes
were riveted to Angela's thighs. Paula had pulled the blonde's
skirt up a little and, from his position, he would be able to see
right up it to her panties.

'He doesn't
seem very appreciative, does he?' Paula said.

'Not at all.'
Angela lifted her bottom from the sofa and pulled her skirt higher,
letting him see the tops of her champagne-coloured stockings and
the clips of her white satin suspenders. She was wearing matching
white satin panties.

'No...' he
moaned.

'What's the
matter with him?' Angela asked.

'Oh, he's on
punishment. Show her, Harriet.'

'Please,
madam, it really hurts...'

'Of course it
hurts. Now stand up and show her.'

Harriet stood
up. He lifted the skirt of the dress, and the layers of frilly
petticoat that supported it. He was wearing a black suspender belt
to hold up the fishnet stockings, but he wasn't wearing any
panties. The shaft of his penis was surrounded by a sheath of
leather cinched tightly around it by means of tight leather laces,
with only the glans exposed at one end.

'A penis
corset,' Paula said.

The trouble
was that the corset had been laced up while his penis was still
flaccid, thus making the slightest engorgement impossible. The
sight of Angela and the thought of her with Paula were giving him
an erection which was causing him agony, as his blood tried to pump
past the unyielding constriction.

Having Angela
gazing at him so blatantly was not helping, either.

'Please,
madam...'

'This is
fascinating,' Angela said, leaning forward to examine the penis
corset more closely, quite aware that her breath was playing
against the little pink glans that stuck out at one end of the
leather. 'I've never seen one before.'


'Please...'

Angela could
see his cock twitching, the glans swollen like a balloon while the
rest of the shaft remained shrivelled. It must have been agony. But
clearly that was exactly what the man had come here for.

'All right,
leave us, Harriet. Go up to the treatment room and make sure my
other guest is behaving himself.'

'Thank you,
mistress,' Harriet said, dropping his skirt and rushing back into
the house.

'He really
enjoys that?'

'He doesn't
really want to be a woman. But being made to wear women's clothes
is humiliating and that's the point. I don't know what a
psychiatrist would make of it, what happened in his childhood to
produce these needs.'

'And the
pain?'

'Pain is an
aphrodisiac. It's like a drug. The more they have, the more they
want. By the time I unlace that thing he'll come in half a second
flat.'

Angela
finished her champagne.

'Do you want
more?' Paula said. She glanced down at Angela's exposed thighs.

'Not at the
moment.'

'Shall we go
up, then? He has to leave by nine.'

'Fine. What do
you want me to do?'

'Whatever you
like. You can just watch, but if you want to join in, just help
yourself.' Paula looked at her seriously for a moment. 'I really
had a good time, the other night.'

'So did I. And
if he's gone by nine...'

'Sounds good.'
Paula got up. 'Come on, then.'

They walked
upstairs. The door to the treatment room was closed. Paula opened
it and allowed Angela to enter first.

'Are you
waiting for us?' Paula said.

The man was
standing in the middle of the room. He was naked but for a pair of
black rubber pants and a tight helmet in the same material. The
pants covered his belly and buttocks right up to his waist and had
a long cylinder attached to the front which sheathed his cock, his
erection completely ruling it. His hands had been drawn behind his
back and his wrists strapped into leather cuffs, which were held
together by a single link chain. His ankles were cuffed too, though
the chain that joined these cuffs was almost a foot long. The
helmet had holes for his eyes and mouth and a big ball gag
distended his lips.

He was staring
at Angela intensely, just as he had last time and again, and much
more strongly than last time, she had the feeling that she
recognised him. She could still not put a name to the mostly
obscured face, however.

Harriet was
standing in the corner, his eyes cast to the floor. Paula tugged
the white blouse out of the leather trousers, unbuttoned it and
pulled it off. She was wearing a translucent flesh-coloured bra
with a plunge front, that allowed her breasts to spill out over the
gauzy material.

'Undo my bra,
Harriet,' she snapped.

Harriet
immediately moved behind her and unclipped her bra. Her big breasts
fell free as she shucked herself out of it.

'You may go,'
Paula said. 'Go into my bedroom and wait for me there.'

Harriet looked
relieved. 'Thank you, mistress.' He scurried out of the door before
she could change her mind, shutting it behind him.

'Well, now,
what shall we do with you, now your little friend has arrived?'
Paula said, standing in front of the man and allowing her breasts
to brush against his chest.

Angela pulled
off her jacket. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the
floor, then stepped out of it. She took off her blouse, then hung
all her clothes on the back of the door. She saw the man's eyes
watching her every move. The white satin lingerie was brand
new.

Paula went to
the cupboard. She took out a small crystal bottle of perfume and
dabbed it between her breasts. A heavy, musky smell filled the
room.

She came back
to the centre of the room and reached up to one of the ropes
hanging from one of the pulleys attached to the RSJ just behind the
man's head. She pulled the rope down and tied it into the single
link on the cuffs at the man's wrists. Then she went to the other
end of the rope and pulled it down, making the man's wrists rise
into the air, and forcing him to bend forward. When his arms were
held up almost vertically behind his back, she tied the rope off to
a cleat screwed into the wall.

'That's
better,' she said. 'Not a bad specimen, is he?'

Not only were
the man's eyes familiar but his body was too, Angela thought. She
stared at it. 'Not bad at all,' she said.

Paula's hand
caressed the man's rubber-covered buttocks, then slapped them
sharply.

'I think I'd
like to do that,' Angela said.

'Good. Choose
your weapon.' Paula gestured towards the rack of whips.

As she had
used the riding crop before, Angela decided on something different:
a long thin whip with a tapering lash and a solid brass pommel.

'Aren't you a
lucky boy, having Ms Strickland whip you?'

The man shook
his head half-heartedly. It was perfectly obvious that he wanted to
be whipped.

Angela
positioned herself beside him. She remembered how she had whipped
Gregory, a few days ago. She was feeling the same arousal as she
had then.

She hesitated,
looking at Paula.

'Go ahead,'
said Paula, winking. 'He's all yours.'

Angela stroked
the man's upturned buttocks. The rubber was warm to the touch. The
man squirmed and moaned as her hand snaked down between his legs.
She could feel his balls trapped under the tight rubber and prodded
them with the tip of her finger. He moaned again.

She raised her
arm and brought the whip whistling down on his arse. He cried out
aloud as it cut diagonally across his buttocks.

'Does the
rubber deaden the pain?' she asked Paula.

The man shook
his head vigorously.

'Apparently
not,' Paula said.

Angela raised
her arm again. As the thin lash of the whip sliced across the man's
buttocks, she felt a now familiar pulse of excitement. The man's
body was bound and vulnerable, just as Gregory's had been, and he
was totally in her control. The rubber prevented the flesh
vibrating as it had when bare, and she missed seeing the red weals
appear across the white flesh, but it was still arousing.

Thwack. Thwack. The man tried to cry
out through the gag on both strokes, and wriggled his buttocks from
side to side, as if trying to fan them with air.

Angela moved
up behind him and rubbed her hand teasingly against the black
rubber. She reached down between his legs and took hold of his
rubber-sheathed erection, pulling it downwards. It was hot and very
hard. Angela knew exactly what she wanted now.

'Can I do what
I like?' she asked Paula.

'Of
course.'

Angela let his
cock go. It sprang up, hitting his belly.

'Let's cut him
down, then.'

Paula went to
the cleat and unwound the rope. As his arms were lowered the man
made a long low moaning noise, the cramp in his shoulders obviously
extreme.

Angela took
hold of his arm and guided him over to the double bed. 'Lie on your
back in the middle,' she said.

The man sat on
the edge of the bed, then squirmed over to the middle of the black
sheet that covered the thin mattress, his arms held awkwardly under
his back. Seeing him lying there reminded her of Gregory. He had
the same sort of hair on his chest.

Angela pulled
down her panties. It was not so long ago that she would have been
embarrassed to do this in front of a woman, let alone a totally
strange man, but now it appeared perfectly natural.

'I'm going to
have him fuck me,' she said.

'Good idea.'
Paula was watching her intently, with the flicker of a wry smile on
her lips.

Angela knelt
on the bed beside the man and took hold of his rubber-covered
phallus. She would not have been so keen to have him inside her if
he had not been so well protected. She had to remind herself that,
for all her intelligence and understanding, Paula was still a
prostitute and this man was her client. She squeezed his glans
cruelly between thumb and forefinger and felt his whole cock throb
and jerk forcefully.

Just as she
had with Gregory, she threw one leg over his body so that she was
straddling his hips. It was, she decided, glorious to be able to
set her own agenda when it came to sex. All the ghastly fumblings
and indecisiveness of the past had been replaced by an absolute
determination to take whatever she wanted. Perhaps, in the end,
that's what the desire to totally dominate came down to.

'Let me help,'
Paula said. She unzipped the leather trousers and wriggled out of
them. She was wearing a pair of high-cut panties in the same
flesh-coloured translucent material as her bra, her dark pubic hair
visible underneath.

Paula knelt on
the bed beside Angela, reached behind her back and took his cock in
her hand. She leant forward and kissed Angela's shoulder, pressing
her big breasts into her back. 'You're quite a turn-on,' she
whispered into her ear.

Lowering
herself slightly, Angela felt the brunette nudge the tip of his
glans into her vagina. She used it like a dildo, moving it up until
she found Angela's clitoris, then rubbed it from side to side.

'Does that
feel good?'

'Lovely.'
Angela looked at the man. His eyes were staring at her, hungry with
need, his body bowed up towards her because of the position of his
arms. She reached behind her back and unclipped the white satin
bra, then leant forward so the cups fell away. She pulled her arms
out of the shoulder-straps then dropped the bra on his chest.
Almost immediately Paula cupped her breast in her free hand,
pinching the nipple. Seeing this made the man's cock jerk wildly,
almost escaping from Paula's grip.

'He likes
watching us,' Paula said. 'Perhaps we could blindfold him; mustn't
let him have too much pleasure.'

'No. Let him
watch.'

Paula pulled
the man's cock back to the mouth of Angela's vagina. It immediately
coated the black rubber with her juices, her quim literally
dripping with liquid.

'You're very
wet,' Paula said.

'I know. I can
feel it.'

Slowly Angela
lowered herself onto the phallus, while Paula held it steady. She
caught her breath as she felt it sliding into her, as broad and as
hard as Gregory's cock had been. But the rubber felt different, so
smooth and sleek that it was featureless, the contours of the man's
phallus reduced to a regular cylinder like a dildo. The
non-absorbent rubber made it feel much more slippery, too. But
oddly, it seemed to make her more aware of her own sex, of the
texture and interior contours of her vagina, and the wetness that
was running down it now in rivulets. The walls felt like silk, damp
and slightly creased.

Suddenly
wanting more, she dropped down on him, thrusting the phallus into
the depths of her body, freeing Paula's hand. She felt his cock
rear up against the neck of her womb and moaned loudly.

Paula crawled
across the mattress. She turned the man's head to one side and
undid the buckle that held the gag in place, pulling it away, the
orange ball of the gag dripping with his saliva.

'He can use
this for a gag, now,' she said, swinging her leg over his face and
kneeling above him. She pulled the crotch of the panties aside so
he was staring up at her sparsely haired sex. She lowered herself
onto him, and ground her hips, rubbing her vulva across his lips.
'Come on, you know what to do.'

Angela saw the
man's tongue push out between Paula's labia, searching for her
clit. Apparently he found it, because Paula threw her head back and
rocked backwards so sharply she almost tumbled over, her big
breasts trembling.

Angela
concentrated on her own pleasure. His cock belonged to her, buried
up to the hilt in her sex. Slowly, she pulled herself up off it and
dropped down again, creating a huge surge of sensation as he was
impaled on her. She ground her hips from side to side so her
clitoris rubbed against the base of his erection, creating a second
explosion of feeling.

Paula leant
forward. She wrapped her hand around the back of Angela's neck and
pulled their heads together, kissing her on the lips. Her mouth was
hot and wet and sticky. Their tongues danced together, vying for
possession, half in their mouths and half out. Angela closed her
eyes, wallowing in the wonderful sensations. To have the softness
of a woman's mouth kissing her so passionately while her sex was
clenched around a bone-hard cock was a new exercise in delight. She
felt Paula's hand gripping her breast again, pressing it back
against her chest, until the hard nipple was mashed against her
ribcage, adding to the swell of feelings that were already coursing
through every nerve.

Seconds later
Paula's other hand was moving up her thigh. Angela felt her finger
prodding between her labia, stretched apart by the breadth of the
man's phallus, and on to the knot of her clit, pressing it back as
though it were the on-switch of some exotic machine. And that's
precisely what it was. As Angela's clit reacted to this new
intruder, her whole sex clenched like a vice around the man's cock,
and the two feelings combined to kick her into an almost
instantaneous orgasm, her whole body trembling under the
impact.

But before it
had started to ebb away she felt Paula coming too, the man's tongue
working relentlessly at her clit. The brunette crushed their mouths
together, forcing her tongue deep into Angela's throat; Angela
groped for her breasts, managing to capture one and tweak the large
nipple just as her climax reached its crescendo. She saw Paula
squirm her legs further apart, forcing her sex down onto the man's
face, not bothering with his tongue now but rubbing the whole
length of her sex against the rubber-covered face, smearing it with
her juices and almost smothering him in the process. He spluttered
and gasped for air, but this only increased her pleasure, each
exclamation causing her new throes of passion.

They clung to
each other as if they were drowning. Eventually, the feelings began
to melt away.

'What have you
done to me?' Angela whispered. Her body seemed to accept no bounds.
Each new experience brought her even greater orgasmic responses.
She wasn't sure where it would end, but she had no regrets that it
had begun.

Very gingerly,
her body still suffering little aftershocks of pleasure, Angela
raised herself on her haunches, allowing his cock to slip from her
body. The rubber shaft and the pants were glistening wet and she
could see a stain of wetness on the mattress between his legs.

'What are we
going to do with him?'

Paula swung
off him too. 'He has to have his reward. Don't you, slave?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

Angela hadn't
heard his voice before and it, too, sounded familiar.

'How many
shall we give him this time?' Paula asked.

'Four.'

'Did you hear
that, slave?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

Paula raised
her hand then slapped it down against his cock.

'One,' he
intoned.

Angela
provided the second slap.

'Two.' His
voice was strained and Angela could see his whole body was arched
up off the bed, every muscle locked.

Paula waited.
He was having trouble controlling himself and she had no intention
of making it easy for him.

Then she
slapped his cock again.

'Three,' he
hissed between gritted teeth. 'Oh please, please, I can't... I
can't hold out...'

Paula slapped
his cock one final time.

'Four,' he
screeched.

'Obedience,'
Paula said flatly.

Angela saw his
cock jerk up and throb. He moaned loudly and his whole body shook,
his legs straining out against the chain on the ankle cuffs.

'Good boy,'
Paula said. She pressed his cock down against his belly then ran
her palm up and down its length, milking out, no doubt, the last
drops of semen.

After a few
minutes she pulled him up into a sitting position and took hold of
the rubber helmet. There was a long zip that ran all the way down
the back. She unzipped it and pulled the helmet away.

And that's
when Angela realised why she had found his eyes and his body and
his voice so familiar. The man, Paula's slave, was Gregory
Wilmott.

 


 



Chapter
Six

 


'Why didn't
you tell her about me?'

'Because it
was so exciting. When you walked into the room, that first time, I
couldn't believe it. I told you I'd always had fantasies about you,
and there you were, right in front of my eyes. It was
incredible.'

After the
shock of discovering who Paula's client was, Gregory had begged
Angela to let him drive her home. Reluctantly she had agreed. They
were sitting in his Jaguar at a traffic-light in Holland Park
Avenue.

'Paula was
none too pleased with you.'

'I know.'

'And that's
how you got my telephone number.' She'd wondered how Gregory had
found out where she worked.

'Paula let it
slip that you'd helped her find the house. She refused to tell me
where you worked, but it wasn't difficult to call the local estate
agents and ask if they had an Angela Strickland. I got you on the
third call.'

'So how long
has this been going on?'

'Two
years.'

The lights
changed and Gregory accelerated.

'You've been
seeing her for two years. And before that?'

'There were
several different girls before her. Not as good as her. Paula
really enjoys it. You can see that for yourself. It's not just the
money for her: or, if it is, she's the best bloody actress in the
world.'

'She enjoys
it.'

They turned
left into Pembridge Road and left again and parked a few doors down
from Angela's block of flats.

'Look, Angela,
I know I've behaved badly but you can't believe what a thrill it
was, seeing you like that. I've been thinking so much about you.
That's why I asked Paula to arrange a return engagement. I didn't
know you were into...'

'Say it,'
Angela said angrily.

'That you like
women.'

'That's none
of your business.'

'I know. I
know. But it's just...' He stopped.

'It's just
what?'

'I'm a rich
man, Angela. I was thinking. There's some nice flats around here.
After what you did the other day... I thought perhaps I could set
you up in a flat.'

'Why would you
want to do that?'

'So I could
come and visit you, whenever I was available.'

'Like a
prostitute.'

'No! Well,
yes, if you like. But with only one client. I was going to ring you
and suggest it anyway.'

'And
Paula?'

'Paula's got
other clients. She's made a great deal of money out of me. She
wouldn't mind. She'll probably refuse to see me after tonight
anyway.'

Angela looked
at him. What had happened tonight had been a shock. She was still
annoyed with herself for not recognising him sooner. But none of
that marred her excitement. Once again, she had experienced almost
indescribable sexual pleasure as a result of being totally in
control. Gregory had been her slave, hers and Paula's. He was a
strong healthy man who could easily have overpowered both of them
but he was prepared to let himself be bound and gagged and used in
any way they wished. It still amazed her that she found this so
arousing, but she could not deny that she did. Of course Paula's
subtle ministrations had greatly enhanced what she had felt but
that was not the main source of her arousal.

'I'll think
about it,' she said loftily.

'That's all I
ask,' he said.

'Door.'

He looked at
her as if he didn't understand what she meant, then jumped out of
the car and ran around to open the passenger door.

Angela got
out. 'Call me in two days. Not before,' she said.

'I will.'

She walked up
the street towards her block of flats. With her back towards him,
he could not see the broad grin that was spreading across her
face.

 



'Congratulations.'

'Thanks.'

They raised
their glasses and clinked them together. The champagne was not the
best quality, not what she had got used to at Paula's house, but it
was the best the pub could provide.

Sally Fennell
was pretty and young with bob-cut auburn hair. She had a round,
rather doll-like face, with a retroussé nose and a small
thin-lipped mouth; she liked to display her slender and curvaceous
body in short skirts and low cut dresses.

'Gary's really
pleased with you,' she said. 'You've done really well.'

They were
sitting in the pub around the corner from the office. An hour ago,
Angela's customers had agreed to purchase the house in Claremont
Road at the asking price. She'd asked Sally to come out and
celebrate with her. It would mean her largest bonus yet.

'I must have
had a good teacher. Thanks for being so supportive when I first
joined. You were really great,' Angela said.

'You didn't
need much support.' She sipped the wine. 'I really love
champagne.'

'There's a
possibility I might buy a flat, myself.'

'Really? Have
you come into some money?'

'In a manner
of speaking. Who's that over there? I think he's waving at
you.'

'Oh, that's
Bob Berry.'

'He's
gorgeous.'

'And he knows
it.'

'An ex?'

'I went out
with him once or twice.'

'Hi, Sally.'
Bob Berry had arrived at their table. He was tall, with long blond
hair. He was slender but with a broad chest and the sort of natural
grace that suggested a definite athleticism.

'Hi, Bob.
How's the markets?'

'Up and down.
Aren't you going to introduce me to this beautiful creature?' He
was staring at Angela.

'Angela
Strickland, this is Bob Berry, the wolf of Notting Hill Gate.'

'Pleased to
meet you. You have to excuse Sally; she couldn't take the
pace.'

'Bob thinks
he's God's gift to womankind.'

'Oh that's
hitting below the belt.'

'And believe
me, below the belt is exactly where he likes to be hit.'

'So what are
you two celebrating?'

'Angela has
just sold the unsellable house.'

'Really? Tell
me more.'

'Get lost,
Bob; this is a private party.'

'Girl talk. I
understand. Well, if you change your mind I'll be over there with
the boys.' He nodded towards the bar, where a knot of men stood
drinking pints from straight glasses. 'Nice to meet you, Angela,'
he said, extending his hand. He had long bony fingers.

'And you,'
Angela said, shaking his hand. She looked into his dark blue eyes.
He was a very attractive man.

Bob Berry went
over to his friends and Sally and Angela settled into a long
discussion about Slaughter and Roe, discussing all the different
personalities in the office. Soon the bottle of champagne was
empty.

'Hey,' Sally
said suddenly, 'I've got to go. I've got a date at eight-thirty.'
She glanced up at the big clock on the wall of the pub. It was ten
minutes past seven.

'Come on,
then.'

They got up
and walked out of the pub together. Angela glanced over at Bob
Berry, but he was deep in conversation with a little fat man with
tortoiseshell spectacles.

On the
pavement Sally spotted a bus coming down the road. 'That's my bus,'
she said. 'Got to run.' She began running towards the bus stop.
'See you in the morning,' she called out. 'Thanks for the
champagne.'

The bus
stopped and she hopped on it.

'Always was a
good little runner.' The voice came from behind her, Angela spun
round. Bob Berry was standing on the pavement. 'The trouble was,
she liked to run away from me.'

'I can't
imagine why,' Angela said.

'Oh, I thought
she would have told you the whole story by now.'

'I wasn't
interested. I like to judge people for myself.'

'Good. I don't
suppose I could buy you some dinner, could I?'

'Well, as it
happens I'm famished.'

'There's a
nice restaurant, over there.' He nodded towards The Pharmacy, on
the other side of the road.

'We'd never
get in.'

'I know one of
the owners,' he said, tapping his finger against the side of his
nose.

'How
convenient.'

 


'This is
lovely.'

'No, it's not;
it's horrid. But you're not here for the decor.' She closed her
front door, leant against the wall and caught him by the hand,
pulling him closer. She kissed him on the lips, pushing her tongue
into his mouth and squirming her body against him. In seconds, she
felt the reassuring bulge of his penis ballooning out against her
belly.

She had never
been to bed with a man, the first time she had met him. Never. It
was against all her own rules. But the rules had changed. She was
strongly attracted to Bob Berry and, as they had sat eating
Trompettes de Risotto and Seared Tuna on a bed of celeriac, she had
decided that she needed to experiment again. Since meeting Paula
and getting involved with Gregory again, she had not had straight
sex, the sort of sex that had been so problematic before. Now, here
was an attractive, strong and obviously experienced guy who, she
was sure, would be able to provide her with just that. It was
entirely possible, she thought, that everything that had gone on
with Paula and Gregory had broken down some sort of mental or
physical barrier, a resistance to whatever impulses now gave her
such orgasmic pleasure. If that were the case then, according to
the theory she was busy developing, straight sex would be just as
satisfying as the more outré variety.

And there
seemed no time like the present to prove her theory correct.

'Come this
way,' she said, breaking the kiss. She took his hand and led him
into the bed-sitting room.

'You certainly
know what you want,' he said.

'There's no
point pretending, is there? Or are you put off when women take the
initiative?'

Bob smiled. 'I
think I prefer it.'

She was still
wearing her working clothes, a black suit over a beige blouse. She
pulled the jacket off and arranged it over the back of one of the
two dining chairs.

'I need to use
your loo.'

'Out in the
hall,' she said. 'It's pretty grim.'

'I'll take my
chances.'

He disappeared
through the door.

Angela
stripped off the rest of her clothes and hung them in the small
rickety built-in wardrobe at the side of the bed. It occurred to
her to put on a suspender belt and a pair of stockings, but she
decided against it. If she was going to experiment with straight
sex, she should do so without any trimmings.

She turned on
the bedside light and draped it with one of her darker scarves,
then switched off the stark overhead light. The room was thrown
into a dim glow, heavy shadows hiding the peeling wallpaper and
plaster and nasty threadbare carpet. Naked, she climbed into the
bed. Her mother had sent her a set of white linen sheets which she
had just washed. They were a real luxury in the seedy room. She
arranged herself on the pillows, her head propped up slightly, her
body covered by the sheet. This was all new enough to her for her
excitement to be mixed with a good pinch of apprehension. In the
past, she had always spent weeks deciding whether she was going to
go to bed with a man, and getting to know him first, Bob Berry was
a perfect stranger.

The door
opened and he walked back into the room. He was wearing a pink
towel knotted around his waist. His chest was hairless, deep and
muscled, and his abdomen absolutely flat. His arms and legs were
equally impressive.

'Mmm...'
Angela said. 'You're in good shape.'

'I like to
work out,' he said, sitting on the bed beside her. He leant forward
and kissed her very gently on the lips. She wrapped her hand around
his neck and pulled him towards her so their mouths were mashed
together. This created a sharp jolt of excitement.

His hand
worked under the sheet. It cupped her left breast and tweaked her
nipple.

'Nice tits,'
he said, moving his lips down her throat, nibbling and kissing at
the corded sinews. He pulled the sheet aside and fed her nipple
into his mouth, sucking it hard and pinching it between his teeth.
As he did this, the fingers of his other hand found her right
nipple and squeezed it simultaneously.

'Lovely,' she
said, arching her head back.

His mouth
descended over her belly. She could feel his tongue leaving a wet
trail across it. He came up on his knees beside her, parted her
legs gently with his hand, then dropped his head down between his
thighs. Instantly, she felt his hot wet tongue delving into her
labia. He found her clitoris and tapped his tongue against it as
she felt his hand burrowing under her buttocks and up towards her
vagina. Two, then three fingers entered her. She moaned loudly.

He began to
saw his fingers in and out of her while his tongue nudged at her
clit, batting it from side to side. Familiar trills of pleasure
shot through Angela's body: much more intense than anything she had
felt before in this situation. Her theory looked as though it were
going to be proved correct.

Raising her
head, she looked at him. His cock was fully erect. It was big and
broad, and uncircumcised. Angela moved her hand up and ringed it
with her fingers, squeezing it tightly. It was hard and hot - as
hard and hot as Gregory's had been two days before. His foreskin
had already partially retracted over his glans and Angela pulled it
back the rest of the way.

'Let me,' she
said.

Without
missing a beat in the rhythm he was applying in his double-pronged
attack on her sex, he swung his leg over her shoulder so he was
straddling her face. Eagerly, Angela raised her head and took his
glans into her mouth, her lips wrapped around the distinct ridge at
its base. She used her tongue to lick it all over, then pushed the
tip into the little slit of the eye of his cock. She opened her
mouth wider and swallowed the whole length of him until he was
butting into the back of her throat. His cock pulsed
appreciatively.

Angela closed
her eyes. The delicious waves of pleasure he was producing in her
vagina were combining with the sensations from her clit, but she
was suddenly aware that they were not creating any sense of
urgency, any thick throbbing pulse that was the first sign of
orgasm. She thought of how quickly she had come on Gregory's mouth
or on Paula's, but then tried to dismiss the thought. If she
started to compare it with those experiences, she had no chance of
sorting out what her real feelings were.

But Bob Berry
apparently sensed something too. He pulled his erection from her
mouth and sat up, moving his leg so he was kneeling by her side
again. His face had a wry expression, as if he knew she was putting
him through some kind of test.

'Fuck me,' she
said. 'That's what I really want.' She hoped it was true.

'You're very
beautiful,' he said. He caressed her body, sliding both hands along
her sides from her chest to her hips.

Angela opened
her legs and angled her sex up towards him. He lay down beside her,
then rolled on top of her. She felt the heat of his erection
against her sex, his glans immediately nosing into the sticky wet
mouth of her vagina.

'Yes,' she
said, squirming down on to him before he could move. His cock slid
into her. Bob bucked his hips and plunged it deeper. She felt the
satiny tube of her sex parting to admit him and a surge of feeling
swept over her.

He started
moving inside her, pulling almost all the way out of her, then
thrusting back in again. It was wonderful. He was strong and the
rest of his body, his chest and belly, were as hard as his cock.
She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him on the lips, letting
his tongue invade her mouth. There seemed to be a direct connection
between her mouth and her sex, both hot and sticky and wet.

'You feel so
good,' he whispered, without taking his mouth away from hers.

'You're so
hard.'

He was a
wonderful lover, better than any she had ever had before. He
pounded into her, using all his strength to get deeper, his
erection not only as hard as steel but seemingly swelling further,
as if increasingly excited by the living sheath of flesh it was
encased in. He ground his pubic bone against her too, trapping her
clitoris between their bodies. And it wasn't all brute strength. He
drove into her ferociously but then varied his pace, slowing the
rhythm and using tender delicate strokes as well. He was so strong,
he could lift his belly off hers and thrust his cock into her at
different angles, exploring new areas of her cunt. He showed no
signs of coming, either, his excitement perfectly under
control.

But none of it
was enough. The initial outburst of feeling, as he'd penetrated her
for the first time, had dissipated. What Angela felt now was
pleasant but hardly orgasmic. She tried to concentrate on his
erection, trying to sensitise her vagina to feel him, to make out
the ridge at the bottom of his glans and the gnarled curl of veins
she had seen, hoping this would increase her excitement. She tried
to imagine it, in her mind's eye, as it plunged into the silky wet
tube of her sex. But none of it worked. Her responses remained
muted.

She noticed a
film of sweat had formed on his upper lip, though for all his
exertions his breathing was perfectly regular.

Perhaps it
would be better if she were on top. That would give her a degree of
control without it being too obvious.

'I want to be
on top,' she whispered in his ear.

Almost before
she had finished speaking he had run his hands under her back,
gripped her to him tightly and rolled over, taking her with him,
the whole thing accomplished like some exquisite ballet movement;
all the while he was buried inside her.

'I love it
like this too,' he said.

Angela came up
onto her knees. She was in control of the rhythm now. Just as she
had with Gregory, she raised herself on her haunches and slammed
herself down on him. Bob moaned, reaching up to take her breasts in
his hands. Angela raised herself more slowly this time, and lowered
herself slowly, too, again concentrating on feeling every inch of
his cock as it slid into her. She felt his glans nudging into the
neck of her womb and ground her hips, pushing her clitoris against
his pubic bone. There was a mild response, a pleasant warm
sensation deep inside her, but nothing more, nothing that matched
the overwhelming excitement she had felt two days before in exactly
the same position.

She moved more
rapidly, squeezing his cock as hard as she could with her vaginal
muscles. But the more she tried, the more numb she felt. This had
been a very bad idea. She could see that the expression on his face
had turned from lust to mild curiosity, as if he were wondering
what was going on.

She closed her
eyes. Images of Gregory drifted into her head. She focused her mind
on them. She saw his buttocks tremble as the lash of the whip
sliced into them. She heard his voice. 'Yes, Ms Strickland.' She
saw herself leaning forward to buckle the leather cuffs around his
wrists as he lay on this very bed. Instantly her sex clenched
around Bob's cock. She quickened the tempo, sliding up and down on
him more rapidly.

'That's it,'
Bob said, encouragingly, obviously feeling her increased
enthusiasm.

It was
hopeless. She could not resist. In her mind's eye, she saw Paula
sitting on Gregory's face; and watched as his tongue lapped at her
clit. She felt his cock, smooth and featureless under the thick
black rubber, sliding into her. She could see Harriet too, standing
on the little patio with the tight penis corset wrapped around his
cock, his agony written in every line on his face. Why was that all
so exciting? Why did it make her shudder?

'Yes, like
that,' Bob said, bucking his hips to screw himself deeper as he
felt a gush of her juices running down his cock. 'Do it for me,' he
said.

But she didn't
want to hear his voice. She wanted to hear Gregory. 'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

She tore Bob's
hands away from her breasts and replaced them with her own. Slaves
weren't allowed to touch her without permission. She opened her
eyes and looked down at him, imagining those big well-exercised
muscles straining across the bed, tied hand and foot, his mouth
held open by a ball gag. She imagined taunting him, teasing him,
tweaking his nipples, slapping his cock. How would he respond? A
huge surge of feeling shot through her, making her throw her head
back. She rocked her body back too, feeling his cock moving into
new areas of her vagina. She was coming now; there was no doubt
about that, all the familiar signs coursing through her blood.

Angela ground
her body down on him. She could feel his cock throbbing, too, and
had to stop herself from telling him that he was not allowed to
come until she said so. But the thought was all she needed to take
her over the edge. She cried out loud and came, her body
shuddering, her muscles locked, her cunt contracting around the
deliciously hard rod of flesh that was buried so deep inside
her.

Almost before
it had ended Angela pulled herself off him, ignoring the protests
from the nerves clustered around her sex, which wanted to wallow
longer in the wonderful feelings. She had to be in charge, she knew
that now more certainly than she knew anything. And that included
the here and the now. She had to be in charge of him. She took his
cock in her hand, the shaft slippery with the thick juices she had
deposited on it, and began wanking it up and down, squeezing it
fiercely. She wanted to see him come. That was her agenda. She
simply did not care what he wanted.

His smooth
glans stuck out from the top of her fist and she saw it swell. She
slipped her other hand under his balls and jiggled them up and down
with her fingers and felt his cock throb wildly.

'I give you
permission,' she said, before she realised what she was saying.

His cock
jerked violently in her hand and an arc of white semen shot into
the air, splashing down all over his chest and belly. Angela pumped
his cock again and a second jet, half as powerful as the first,
spurted out of it. There was more to come and she milked the last
drops of his ejaculation out of him, the sticky hot semen oozing
over the top of her fingers.

His expression
of ecstasy faded, to be replaced by puzzlement. 'What got into
you?' he said. 'What's all this permission stuff?'

'Just
something I like to say,' she said. And, of course, she realised
that was perfectly true.

 


'Are we going
to have brandies?'

'I'd like
one.'

They were
sitting in a small Italian restaurant off Notting Hill Gate, its
decor restricted to chianti bottles hanging from wooden beams
across the ceiling and framed photographs of the historical sites
of Ravenna, though there was also a faded unframed picture of the
Italian World Cup winning team next to a bottle of chianti shaped
to resemble the Jules Rimet trophy and coated in gold paint.

Angela raised
her hand to the waiter who arrived immediately.

'Can we have
two brandies and two more coffees?' she said.

'Si, signorina.'

He walked to
the back of the restaurant and started twiddling the wheels of an
enormous stainless-steel espresso coffee maker.

'So what did
you say to him?' Paula asked.

'I told him he
could come and see me tomorrow. I'd give him his answer then.'

'So what are
you going to do?'

'That depends
on you. That's why I asked you out, Paula. I wanted to talk it all
over with you. It doesn't seem fair. I mean, he's been your client
for two years.'

'It's very
sweet of you, Angie, but I can't say I honestly mind. I've got more
clients than I can cope with. One more or less isn't going to make
any difference.'

'Are you
sure?'


'Positive.'

'In that case,
I'm going to need your help.'

'Help? What
for?'

'I need to get
a treatment room built. It's not something the local builders are
likely to do for me.'

'No. I can
arrange that.'

'And clothes,
lingerie. That stuff you wear. It's specially made, isn't it?'

'Yes. There's
a specialist corset-maker I use. She does satin and silk as well as
rubber and leather. She'll fix you up. She's also got some
harnesses and bondage gear you won't find in the Soho shops.'

'Perfect.'

'You're sure
about this?'

'I'm not going
to give up my job or anything. I'm just going to let him buy me a
flat. Do you remember telling me you did it because it was what you
enjoyed? Well, I feel the same.' Whether, if her experience with
Bob Berry last night had turned out differently, and her hastily
formed theory had proved correct, it would have affected her
decision as to what to do about Gregory Wilmott's offer, she did
not know. In fact, it had only confirmed all her inclinations.
Gregory had made her an offer that was difficult to refuse. Even if
her sexual inclinations had proved to be only transitory, the
thought of moving out of her dingy bedsit would have been too
tempting to resist.

'You sound
very certain.'

'After last
night, I am.'

'What happened
last night?'

'Oh, it wasn't
anything much. You know I told you I'd never really had much fun in
bed? Well, I thought maybe that might have changed.'

'And it
hasn't?'

'No.'

Paula
laughed.

'What's
funny?'

'I tried the
same thing myself, ten years ago.'

'And?'

'It didn't
work. They seem to be mutually exclusive. What most people call
normal sex is dull by comparison; that's all there is to it. It's
not like a bug you catch, then get cured. It goes much deeper than
that.'

'And some
people never realise their...' she tried to think of the right
word, '...potential.'

'Probably
true.'

The waiter
brought the coffees and two large brandies.

'So what are
we going to do now?' Angela said. 'The night is young.' She arched
an eyebrow.

'As a matter
of fact, I have a client due at ten.'

'Oh.' Angela
looked crestfallen.

'But you could
always help me out.'

'Really?'

'I don't see
why not. In fact, it might prove rather interesting for you.'

'In what
way?'

'I think you'd
better wait and see,' Paula said mysteriously. She picked up her
brandy. 'Here's to adventure.'

'Oh, I'll
certainly drink to that.'

 


The doorbell
rang at exactly one minute past ten. Angela was sitting on one of
Paula's big sofas with her legs tucked up underneath her and
another glass of brandy in her hand, gently stroking Paula's
arm.

'He's very
punctual,' she said.

Paula got to
her feet. As soon as they had got back to the house she had changed
into a severe black leather basque, nearly opaque black stockings
and spiky-heeled shoes. The basque was laced up tightly at the
front, its half-cup bra barely containing Paula's big breasts. She
wore a peignoir of black chiffon over the basque. 'Wait here. I'll
come and get you when I'm ready.'

'Fine. Is he
attractive?'

'You'll
see.'

Paula marched
out of the room, closing the door behind her. Angela heard muffled
voices in the hall, then footsteps going upstairs.

She waited.
Her body was already beginning to tingle in anticipation. She had
invited Paula out to dinner and insisted on paying the bill because
she valued her friendship and wanted to make sure that, if she
accepted Gregory's offer, Paula would not be offended. But, having
got that out of the way, she was certainly hoping that the evening
might end in Paula's bed. From the moment she had walked into the
restaurant wearing a tailored peach suit and a tight blouse, Angela
had found it difficult to think of anything else.

The funny
thing was that, though she wanted and desired Paula as much as she
had ever wanted any man, she had not developed the slightest
interest in other women. Sally Fennell for instance, who was
extremely attractive, and often wore outrageously abbreviated
outfits, had never once provoked the faintest lust. Though she did
not understand why, her homosexual impulses seemed to be confined
to Paula.

Getting to her
feet, Angela finished the brandy. The thought of Paula stripping
off her client and tying him to one of the bondage frames in the
black room upstairs excited her. She unzipped the dark blue shift
she was wearing. Luckily, wanting to look nice for Paula, she had
thought to wear decent lingerie, a lacy black bra and matching
lace-fronted panties, and black hold-up stockings. With the bonuses
she had been earning, her wardrobe was expanding rapidly.

'Angela.'
Paula's voice came from the top of the stairs. Angela climbed the
stairs. Paula was standing in the doorway of the treatment
room.

'I've got a
surprise for you,' she whispered with a mischievous grin. She
ushered Angela into the room.

It certainly
was a surprise. Standing against the far wall was a woman. She was
naked apart from a pair of yellow high heels. Her hands and ankles
had been clipped into metal manacles which were suspended from
metal rings set into the wall so that her body was spreadeagled
against it. The woman had short brown hair, an olive-skinned
complexion, and an attractive, intelligent-looking face with a
straight nose, a small and rather thin-lipped mouth and high
cheekbones. Her body was slender and supple with small breasts,
tiny nipples, a stomach so flat it was almost concave and a narrow
waist. A thick white leather strap had been buckled around her
waist and, from the back of it, Angela could see another strap of
the same width hanging down between her legs like a tail. Her pubic
hair was bushy and coarse and grew right down between her legs,
covering her sex completely. It was difficult to judge her age, but
Angela guessed she was around forty. Her dark-brown eyes were
staring at Angela steadily.

'Pretty, isn't
she?' Paula said, closing the door. 'This is Gloria. Say hello to
Ms Strickland, Gloria.'

'Hello, Ms
Strickland,' the woman said.

'As you see,
Gloria here is a rather unusual specimen. She wishes to be a slave.
Not to a man, of course. She is not interested in having a master.
That, I imagine, would be relatively easy to achieve. What Gloria
here wants is to be used and abused by a woman. Isn't that right,
Gloria?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

Angela could
see the flame of excitement dancing in the woman's dark-brown eyes
as she pronounced the words.

'Her husband
works nights, hence her late arrival.'

She walked up
to her captive, took her cheeks in the fingers of one hand,
squeezing them together so her lips pouted obscenely and kissed her
on the mouth, squirming her body against her at the same time,
crushing her big breasts into Gloria's chest. She ran her other
hand down her side while this was going on. It slid between their
bellies and delved into the thick pubic hair and Angela heard the
woman moan, the noise muffled on Paula's mouth.

Stepping back,
Paula concentrated her attention on the woman's sex, her finger
frotting against her clitoris. She raised her other hand and
pinched the woman's nipple with her fingernails. Gloria's body
trembled.

'Not yet,
Gloria,' Paula said.

'Please,
mistress...'

'You see how
needy she is?'

Paula walked
over to the tall walnut cupboard and opened the door. Angela could
see the woman's eyes following her movements. She took out a
leather strap and two very short bamboo rods. The middle of the
strap was fitted with a cylinder of black rubber. 'Open your
mouth,' she said, coming back to Gloria.

Without a word
of protest, Gloria obeyed. Paula stuffed the black rubber between
her lips, then pulled her head forward so she could secure the
strap at the back of her neck. The rubber held her mouth open like
the bit of a bridle, her teeth sinking into the rubber.

'This is her
particular favourite,' Paula said, holding up the bamboo. Angela
could see the rods comprised of a single strand of bamboo bound by
a rubber band at each end. Holding the ends of one of the rods
between her thumb and forefinger, Paula flexed it, and Angela saw
that the bamboo had been split in two. The more Paula put pressure
on the ends of the rods the bigger the split got. 'Aren't they,
Gloria?'

The woman
shook her head vigorously.

'Hold this,'
Paula said, pressing one of the rods into Gloria's left hand, high
above her head.

She flexed the
other bamboo rod so it opened, then slotted it over the woman's
left nipple. As she released her hold the bamboo sprang closed, its
sharp edges cutting into the tender flesh. The woman gasped through
the gag. Paula plucked the other rod from her hand and applied it,
in exactly the same way, to her right nipple.

'Ingenious,
don't you think?'

'Very,' Angela
said. She felt a hard jolt of sensation as her own nipples hardened
in sympathy.

'This is going
to be a new experience for her,' she said, taking Angela's hand and
pulling her closer. She kissed Angela lightly on the lips, then
more intensely, crushing their bodies together. She was excited;
Angela could feel it. Her whole body seemed to have come alive. She
ran her hands down Angela's back and caressed her buttocks,
moulding the palms of her hands to their curves. Then, without
breaking the kiss, her left hand reached across to Gloria and
caressed her pubic hair.

'What do you
want me to do?' Angela asked.

'I have to
warm Gloria up a bit first; then I thought we might give her a
little show.'

Paula went to
the rack of whips. She took down a short multi-tailed whip. It had
a round polished wooden handle and the lashes were made from
half-inch wide strips of black rubber. She swished it through the
air a couple of times. 'This is what you want, isn't it,
Gloria?'

Gloria shook
her head, but Angela could see from the look in her eyes that this
gesture did not express her true feelings. The sight of the whip
was making her eyes sparkle with renewed excitement.

'Whipping a
woman is altogether different from whipping a man,' Paula said. She
raised the whip and casually cut it down across the top of Gloria's
thighs. Gloria moaned through the gag. 'Men are most sensitive on
their buttocks and cocks, but women seem to be able to respond
equally well all over their bodies.' She raised it again and
slashed it down on Gloria's left breast, making the bamboo rod
quiver. 'But of course, there's no doubt about the most sensitive
part of all...' She angled the whip inward, the rubber lashes
flicking up between Gloria's legs. Paula aimed three more strokes
at the same target, each more powerful than the first, each making
Gloria whimper and wriggle against her unyielding bondage. Then
Paula turned her attention to Gloria's breasts, slashing the rubber
lashes against each of them in turn until they were marked with
stripes of pink. Finally, she cut the whip across Gloria's belly
and the top of her thighs, the woman's moans reaching a
crescendo.

Angela watched
Gloria soaking up this punishment. She had marvelled that a man
should get pleasure from such sadistic treatment and it seemed even
more extraordinary that a woman should, though there was no doubt
from Gloria's body language and the expression in her eyes that she
was doing precisely that. Her whole body was squirming subtly
against the wall, her hips twisting from side to side.

'That's
better,' Paula said, hanging the whip back on the rack. 'Feel
her.'

Hesitantly,
Angela extended her hand and touched Gloria's waist. Her body was
radiating heat.

'Feel her
pussy.'

Angela allowed
her hand to run down to the woman's mons. At first she had not been
sure how she felt about this new development. She certainly was not
attracted to the woman and had no desire to kiss or fondle her. But
Paula's presence and the effect of watching Gloria being whipped,
each stroke creating a hard, tingling pulse deep in her own sex,
had instilled a new urgency in her own desires and made her curious
as to how she would react to touching another woman so intimately.
Tentatively, she probed the thick pubic hair. It was damp. Under
it, the woman's labia were wet. If she had any doubt that this
treatment was exciting Gloria, here was the proof that it most
definitely was.

'She's wet,
isn't she?'

'Very,' Angela
said. Experimentally, she ran her finger along the slit of the
woman's sex, and felt a little trill of pleasure in her own. It
appeared she was not so disinterested, after all. It was the idea
that the woman was helpless, that she could do anything to her that
she wished and Gloria would be unable to stop her, that was turning
her on. It was precisely the same excitement she had felt with
Gregory.

She looked at
Paula, to find that the brunette was watching her with an indulgent
smile.

'Go on,' she
said. 'Feel free.'

Angela crooked
her middle finger into the mouth of Gloria's vagina and heard her
give a little whisper of delight. She could actually feel the
juices running out on to Gloria's thigh. Her own sex was just as
wet, she was sure, the gusset of the panties clinging to her labia.
She reached up to one of the bamboo rods and tweaked it, producing
a shiver of sensation in her victim. The nipple was squeezed so
tightly between the split in the wood that it was almost white.

'What do you
want me to do now?' she asked.

Paula moved
towards her and kissed her on the cheek, her hand rubbing against
her breast.

'Go and lie
down on the bed, while I make her a little more comfortable.'

Paula walked
over to the cupboard and took out an odd-looking object made from
some sort of moulded plastic. It was about the size of a small
banana and curved like one too, with the convex side flat and the
other shaped like the keel of a model boat, with a sharp ridge
running the whole way down its length.

Angela sat on
the edge of the bed. She watched as Paula took the object back to
Gloria. Stooping down, she reached between Gloria's legs and
grabbed hold of the wide white leather belt that hung there and
pulled it up. She fitted the flat surface of the object against the
leather strap and positioned it so the sharp edge cut into the
whole length of Gloria's sex, pushing her labia apart. The belt was
threaded through a buckle on the strap that circled her waist and
cinched tight.

Paula patted
Gloria's cheek. 'The really cruel thing could be to blindfold you,'
she said. 'Shall I do that?'

The woman
struggled to produce the word 'no'. The rubber bit of the gag was
covered with her saliva.

'It's all
right; I'm feeling mellow tonight.'

Angela could
see that Gloria was already working herself against the strap and
the peculiar object it contained, grinding her hips in a circular
movement, pushing her pubis out against the leather.

Paula came
over to the bed. She stripped off her black chiffon wrap and kicked
off her shoes.

'Now it's our
turn,' she said. 'Are you still in the mood?'

'What is that
thing?'

'You'll
see.'

Paula knelt on
the bed beside her, her big thighs banded by the tops of the black
stockings. She leant forward and kissed Angela on the lips, her
hand snaking behind her back to the clip of the bra. She undid it
expertly with one hand, then pulled the bra cups away with the
other.

'I'm really
randy, now,' she whispered.

'Me too,'
Angela agreed.

They slipped
back onto the bed, embracing each other as they renewed their kiss,
Paula's tongue plunging into Angela's mouth. Their bodies were
crushed together, the nylon of their stockings rasping as their
legs intertwined. Angela felt her breasts being crushed by the
leather bra of the basque, while Paula's thigh slid up between her
legs and flattened itself against her labia. She could feel her own
juices leaking onto Paula's flesh.

'Lovely,' she
said, catching her breath.

Paula was
reaching across the bed for something. It was jammed between the
wall and the mattress.

'What are you
doing?'

Her hand
emerged, holding a long orange tube made from rubber, each end
fashioned crudely to resemble the glans of an erect penis. She had
obviously hidden it there earlier. 'Another new experience to add
to your growing collection,' Paula said.

Angela stared
at it, feeling her sex pulse strongly. It was pretty obvious what
the double dildo was for.

Paula rolled
onto her back. She spread her legs apart and stuck one end of the
dildo into her vagina. Fascinated, Angela watched as half its
length disappeared between Paula's labia. She glanced up at Gloria,
who was watching avidly too.

'Now I've got
a cock,' Paula said.

'Then perhaps
you'd better fuck me.' The idea of being penetrated by the dildo
was creating waves of arousal in Angela - not that she wasn't
already incredibly excited. She had hoped the evening might end in
Paula's bed, but she had not expected anything as bizarre and
outrageous as this.

Angela lay
back and spread her legs apart, her hand snaking down to her sex to
stroke her clitoris. She saw Gloria's eyes following this movement
hungrily, her body still squirming against the strap.

Paula rolled
over on top of her, the dildo projecting from her sex. She used her
hand to position it at the mouth of Angela's vagina, then pushed
forward. Angela was so wet that the penetration was frictionless,
the big dildo sliding up into her buttery cunt.

'Oh, God,' she
gasped, feeling a wave of pleasure.

This was a
totally new sensation. Not only was the dildo filling her vagina,
but she could feel Paula's hot sticky labia butting against her own
as she thrust her hips forward. It was delicious.

Paula bucked
her hips like a man, gripping the dildo with her own vagina so she
could pull it back out of Angela, then plunging it forward
again.

Angela tried
to get her hand between their bodies, pulling at the bra cup of the
basque to get at Paula's big breast. She managed to pull the cup
down and sink her fingers into the pliant flesh, pinching hard at
her nipple.

'Like this
now,' Paula said. With the dildo still buried in both their sexes,
she rolled them onto their sides, then began worming backward,
sliding one leg under Angela's body and the other over the top.
Soon their heads were at opposite ends of the bed and their legs
were splayed apart, their sexes crushed together at the apex of
their thighs. Paula then took both of Angela's hands in hers,
interlacing their fingers, and tugged her forward sharply. This had
the effect of forcing their sexes even closer together and burying
the dildo deeper simultaneously in both of them. As a result, both
felt a huge surge of sensation.

'What are you
doing to me?' Angela gasped. 'That's wonderful.' It was. Not only
was the dildo impaled in her body, spreading her labia apart, but
her clitoris was hard up against Paula's, the two little buttons of
nerves pulsing wildly. Just by rotating her body gently, Paula
could make their clits slide and slither against each other,
producing a whole range of new sensations; while at exactly the
same time the dildoes moved subtly in their vaginas.

Angela moaned
loudly. She had never felt anything like this. Already her orgasm
was beginning to blossom. There were no huge pumping movements,
just tiny little thrills, but they were enough to create massive
waves of sensation. What was more, everything Paula was feeling,
every jolt and pulse of her clitoris, was communicated directly to
Angela and vice versa, so the two were climbing the same mountain,
at the same rapid speed, their fingers locked together, their arms
rigid and straight, determined to hold themselves exactly where
they were.

Angela saw
Gloria staring at them, and it was the look in her eyes, the total
but helpless lust that made her come. But she didn't come once. As
her orgasm exploded she felt, seconds later, Paula come too, her
clitoris throbbing violently. This feeling, so close to her own
clit that it was difficult to distinguish the two, made her come
again. They seemed to be suspended like that for a long time; even
the aftermath of orgasm, the little tremors and tiny thrills of
pleasure that would just not go away, felt acute, tossed - like a
storm trapped in a valley - endlessly between them.

Eventually, it
ended. They allowed their fingers to unlace and their legs to
separate.

'What about
her?' Angela said, looking at Gloria. The woman was sweating now,
sweat running down her cheeks to join the saliva that escaped the
gag and drip onto her breasts. Her whole body was strained and
every muscle, tendon and sinew aching, Angela was sure, for release
that she had obviously not been able to achieve.

Paula rolled
over lazily and picked up a small black box that was sitting on the
floor by the leg of the bed. She pointed it at Gloria and pressed
the single button on the box. Immediately a loud humming filled the
air. Gloria reacted as if she had been plugged into an electric
current. She stood on the toes of the yellow high heels, and pulled
her arms against the metal cuffs, her mouth opening so wide the bit
gag sagged over her bottom lip. Clearly the object Paula had
strapped to her sex was vibrating, its shape ensuring the
vibrations were hard against her clit.

Suddenly she
made an odd keening sound; her body shuddered violently twice in
quick succession and her eyes were forced closed, her face creased
into a rictus of absolute ecstasy. She threw her head back, thrust
herself out against the bonds, as if trying to pull herself off the
wall, then slumped forward, every muscle relaxed - so relaxed, in
fact, that if it hadn't been for the chains, she would have fallen
to the floor.

Paula pressed
the button on the little box. The humming stopped.

'I need a
drink,' Angela said. Watching Gloria's climax had made her own body
throb with arousal again.

'Good idea. Go
and get a bottle and bring it up here.'

'What about
her?'

Gloria opened
her eyes.

'Oh, we
haven't finished with her yet.' Paula unstrapped the gag and pulled
it out of her mouth. 'Have we, Gloria?'

'No, mistress.
Not yet.'

 


 



Chapter
Seven

 


The stairs
were narrow, rickety and worn. They were carpeted down the centre
of each step with a threadbare carpet that had once been pink. The
walls too might have once been a rose colour, but were now faded
and dirty. The whole stairwell smelt strongly of soap and men's
cologne, the scents drifting up from the barber's shop on the
ground floor.

Angela climbed
the dog-leg staircase to the third floor. There was a relatively
new plastic sign on the plain and battered door in front of her:
BODY MATTERS. The door had two large mortise locks. She rang the
doorbell on the right hand side of the doorjamb and waited.

A moment
later, an eye appeared in the peephole in the centre of the
door.

'Yes?'

'Angela
Strickland. I have an appointment with Mrs Beatty.'

Angela heard
the keys being ground in the locks.

A short,
chubby woman opened the door. She was in her early fifties and was
dressed entirely in black: black leggings and a voluminous black
cowl-necked sweater. Her hair was frizzy and dyed a
yellowy-orange.

'Come in, come
in. Sorry about the precautions, but we have to be a bit careful.
There's a lot of nutters out there. I'm Mrs Beatty. Paula told me
all about you.'

Angela shook
Mrs Beatty's proffered hand and walked through the door.

There was a
short corridor which opened into a large studio, the whole space
cluttered with the accoutrements of a clothes-maker, swatches of
material hanging from hooks on the wall, reams of satin and silk
and lace and leather stacked in the corners and two huge cutting
benches, as well as industrial sewing-machines, a drawing table and
six or seven wooden dressmaker's models, standing like storks on
spindly single legs. The large windows overlooked the roofs of
Soho. Designs, big poster-sized drawings, were pinned to every
wall. They all featured lingerie, bras, suspender belts, panties
and a whole variety of corsets: some fairly conventional, some more
outrageous and others positively obscene. Several of the designs
featured black leather straps and looked more like bondage
harnesses than underwear.

There were
three girls working in the room, two on the sewing machines and one
cutting out a pattern on one of the large wooden tables. They were
all Asian and, Angela guessed from their appearance, probably from
the Philippines.

'So let me
look at you,' Mrs Beatty said. She took Angela's hand and made her
do a twirl. 'Lovely, quite lovely. It's going to be a pleasure
fitting you.'

'Did Paula
explain what I wanted?'

'Naturally.
It's basically what we do for all the girls. Let me show you a few
of our basic designs. The thing to do is to choose the sort of
things you want in terms of shape, then we can talk about colours
and materials later. You'll need leather, of course. Are you going
to do rubber, too?'

'Rubber?'

'We make
rubber stockings, corsets, bras, panties, leggings and full
catsuits. Paula's probably shown you some of hers. Then, of course,
we do sizes for the men.'

'Oh, ah, I'm
not... I think you've misunderstood. This is for my personal use,
not for...'


'Business.'

'Exactly.'

'Oh, I see.
Sorry; I assumed, since you were a friend of Paula's, you were in
the same business as her.'

Angela wasn't
sure how to explain about Gregory. 'No,' she said. 'It's just that
I have a friend who...'

'Say no more.
I understand completely. We have a number of customers like you.
Wives and mistresses. Let's get you measured up first, then I'll
show you the designs.'

Mrs Beatty led
Angela over to a screened-off area in the corner of the room.
Behind it was a moveable tubular metal clothes rack on large metal
castors, loaded with wire clothes hangers and a cheval mirror.

'Take all your
clothes off, will you?' Mrs Beatty said. 'I'll be back in a
minute.' She walked back into the main studio.

Angela
unbuttoned her shirt-waister and hung it on one of the hangers. She
was wearing a white slip and matching white panties, a bra and
tights. She slipped the white slip off and hung that up too.

'You'll need
to take your bra and knickers off too, dear,' Mrs Beatty said,
looking at her body critically. She was carrying what looked like a
full-length cream corset, with long laces hanging from the back.
'We use this instead of measuring up. It's a great deal more
accurate.'

Angela
unclipped her bra, then pulled down her panties, though she didn't
understand the necessity for the latter.

'You really
are a pretty girl,' Mrs Beatty said, eyeing her body
appreciatively. 'Now step into this.'

She held the
corset out at knee-level. Angela stepped into it and allowed Mrs
Beatty to pull it up her body. The woman adjusted the thick
shoulder straps so the bra fitted tightly around Angela's breasts,
then turned her round and began pulling the laces tight. 'It has to
be tight,' she said. 'Tight enough to make it a little difficult to
breathe.'

Angela felt
the corset tightening around her body. She felt a little throb of
excitement emanating from her sex.

'Like that, I
think,' she said, as the boning bit into her waist. 'Yes, that
looks right.' Mrs Beatty tied off the laces. 'Turn round.'

Angela did a
hundred-and-eighty-degree turn while Mrs Beatty smoothed her hands
around her waist.

'Yes, that's
perfect. A little adjustment here.' Her fingers pulled the full bra
cups tighter over Angela's breasts. Then she took a little tin of
pins from the pocket of her leggings and began pinning them around
the bra cups. It took her seven or eight minutes before she was
satisfied. 'That should do it. Now one other measurement. Open your
legs nice and wide.' There was a gusset hanging down from the back
of the corset. As Angela spread her legs apart, the transparent
nylon of the tights not hiding her sex, Mrs Beatty reached through
and took hold of the tail of material. She pulled it up tightly
between Angela's legs, then pinned it to the front of the
corset.

'Good; that
should be it. We can make everything from this: bras, panties,
suspender belts and any shape of corset.'

There was a
long zip at the front of the garment which Mrs Beatty now pulled
down, carefully peeling it off so as not to disturb any of the
pins.

'Now I'll get
you the designs. What sort of things are you thinking of? Soft and
silky, or something more severe?'

'Severe. Like
Paula, I guess.'

'Right. That's
what he's into, is it?'

Angela didn't
like to mention that was what she was into, as well.

'You'll want
leather mostly then, and satin. Satin is very domineering in black
and red. Basques and waspies, obviously. And you'll need to look at
our range of leather bondage harnesses. We make it all ourselves
from the finest quality leather. I designed a lot of them myself.
Actually, it was my husband Marty who got me started in this
business. He's like your friend, I imagine. Likes to be under my
heel. So I test all the new stuff on him.'

She hurried
away, carrying the corset with her. Angela heard her talking to one
of the girls.

Angela dressed
again and stepped out from behind the screen.

'Right, this
way.'

Mrs Beatty
took her arm and led her towards a door at the far end of the
studio. She opened it. The room beyond was like a long, rather wide
corridor. On each side of it were mannequins, dressed in a
selection of lingerie like the items Angela had seen in the
drawings. There were scarlet basques in satin, leather corsets with
a quarter-cup bra, boned waspies with long ruched suspenders, and
complicated arrangements of leather straps and looping metal chains
which banded the body without covering either breasts or genitals.
There were much more subtle items too: beautifully cut bras and
panties in tulle, edged in satin; tight lacy bodies; and floating,
translucent slips and baby-dolls that revealed a great deal more
than they covered up.

Mrs Beatty
pointed out several items that she thought would interest Angela
and made a note on a clipboard of the ones that she wanted. They
discussed colour and materials.

'Now, would
you like me to show you the bondage gear?' she asked.

It had been a
month since Angela had told Gregory that she was going to accept
his offer. She had found a flat in Notting Hill Gate, right round
the corner from her present address and contracts had been
exchanged. Gregory had given her money for furniture and for what
he had coyly called 'extras'. Paula had introduced her to the
carpenter she had used in Wimbledon and he had taken measurements
and drawings of her specifications for her own treatment room,
mostly along the lines of the equipment Paula had designed, though
with a few ideas of her own. He would fit it all next week, when
she was due to move in. But he was not going to provide the leather
harnesses and cuffs and all the other accoutrements she would need
to ensure that she could make Gregory as uncomfortable as he had
been with Paula.

'Yes, thank
you,' she said.

'I have an
arrangement with some of the girls who work around here. They send
me suitable candidates and I take my pick whenever I'm expecting a
customer.'

'I'm sorry?'
Angela said, puzzled.

'As models.'
There was another door at the end of the corridor. Mrs Beatty
opened it. 'See for yourself.'

She led Angela
inside. The room was windowless and dark. As she closed the door
Mrs Beatty switched on the light. Five men were arranged in a line
under the bright spotlights that beamed down from a bar set in the
ceiling. All were strapped tightly into leather harnesses of one
sort or another and all were naked, apart from their bondage, two
with tight leather helmets laced around their heads. There were
other harnesses: simple leather cuffs of the sort Angela had seen
Paula use, chained together in various combinations, plus leather
belts and straps of all shapes and sizes hanging from the
walls.

'We make these
two types of helmet,' Mrs Beatty said. 'As you see, one has only a
hole to allow them to breathe through the nostrils. The other one
has zips for the mouth and eyes. Each laces up the back.' The men
wearing the helmets were kneeling on the floor. They had no choice.
One was wearing what looked like a black leather straitjacket and
leather ankle-cuffs. A chain was attached to the central link of
the cuffs and stretched up to the back of a leather collar around
his neck, making it impossible for him to straighten his legs. The
other was encased in a sheet of leather from head to toe. It
wrapped around his arms and was strapped tightly at six-inch
intervals all the way down the back, stretching the leather tautly
across his torso and the front of his legs. A thick belt had been
threaded through the top and the bottom straps and pulled tight, so
he was held in a kneeling position. Angela could see the outline of
his erection pushing out against the black leather.

'This
gentleman is wearing perhaps our most uncomfortable piece of
equipment. My husband hates it, which is why I make him wear it so
much,' she giggled enthusiastically. 'Turn around, Andrew, and bend
down.'

She pulled
another of the men round, so his back was facing Angela. He was
wearing a thick leather collar. Hanging down from this was a
leather strap, which was attached to two much shorter straps
positioned horizontally. These straps had been secured tight around
his arm, just above the elbows, and at his wrists. At the bottom of
the vertical straps, his hands had been forced into crude and thick
leather pockets which were laced tightly around his wrists too,
making it impossible to use his fingers. As the man bent over
Angela could see that another strap was wound tightly around his
waist. From this, a leather strap extended down into the cleft of
his buttocks and up between his legs.

'This,' Mrs
Beatty said, running her finger under the strap and pulling it out
slightly, 'can be fitted with two dildoes for the front and rear
passages. It holds them in place.' She pulled the man up and turned
him around again. The leather straps emerged from his crotch,
splitting in two on either side of his large erection and
travelling along the line of his pelvis, to be buckled into the
waist belt again. 'It's all adjustable and can be padlocked into
place, too. And this...' she squeezed the man's glans between her
thumb and forefinger and lifted it, '...is one of our penis
harnesses.'

Angela saw
that a series of thin straps had been wound around the base of the
man's shaft and his balls, lifting and separating them. They were
so tight, all the veins and blood vessels on his cock were standing
out prominently. 'Again, completely adjustable. Of course, if you
put it on before he gets excited...' She giggled again. 'The other
two have variations on the same design, and one at the end has a
penis corset.' She gestured to the man at the end, whose cock was
encased in a glove of soft black leather, laced at the front.
Unlike Harriet, he had been fortunate enough to have it applied
after he had got an erection.

'These
harnesses are more conventional,' Mrs Beatty continued, indicating
the other two men. One was bound by a series of leather straps
which banded his body at the shoulders, chest, waist, thighs, knees
and ankles. His wrists were bound together and forced back over his
head, so his elbows were raised above it. 'Most uncomfortable. The
last one is wearing what we call a suspension harness, which is
leather specifically reinforced with steel cable for strength.'

They had
walked to the end of the line. The last man was lying on the floor.
His ankles and wrists were strapped into four leather cuffs which
were all attached to the same steel ring, so that his body was
doubled up. A chain extended up from the cable to the ceiling,
where it disappeared through a hole in the plasterwork.

'I'll show
you.' Mrs Beatty went to the wall and operated a circular switch.
Slowly, the chain tightened and began rolling back up into the
ceiling, hauling the steel ring and the cuffs with it. As his
wrists and ankles were pulled up off the floor, his body rested on
his bottom, then that too rose into the air. When it was three or
four feet off the ground, Mrs Beatty stopped the machinery. 'We
sell this as a complete package with either manual or electric
versions. It's very popular.'

The man's body
was swaying slightly from side to side. He was completely helpless.
His penis had been drawn through his thighs so it sat squarely on
top of his bottom.

'The position
is extremely uncomfortable. And, of course, whipping is
facilitated.' Casually she walked over to the man and slapped his
buttocks. He made no noise.

Angela stood
transfixed. It was not that long ago when this whole world had been
a closed book to her. Now she was beginning to realise exactly how
much of it went on.

'How long do
they stay like this?' she asked.

'I've another
customer due at six. Two hours, maybe. Then their mistresses come
and pick them up.'

Angela shook
her head in amazement.

'So,' Mrs
Beatty said brightly, 'have you decided?'

 


She had
installed a floor-to-ceiling mirror on one wall of her treatment
room and caught a glimpse of herself in it as she walked back into
the room. The red satin basque fitted perfectly, the tightly boned
waist giving Angela an hour-glass figure, its low-cut bra allowing
tantalising glimpses of her breasts. She was wearing long gloves in
the same material that reached almost to her armpits and red patent
leather shoes with an ankle strap and spiky high heels. She noticed
a wrinkle in the sheer, glossy black stockings that she had clipped
to the suspenders of the basque and stooped to smooth it out with
the palms of her hands.

She had pinned
her hair up, emphasising the bareness of her shoulders and her long
neck, her flesh appearing impossibly creamy and soft in contrast to
the harsh, tight, shiny satin. As she straightened up, she stared
at her reflection. It had been a long journey in a comparatively
short period of time, but she could not say she regretted one step
along the way. Her eyes stared back at her defiantly, daring her to
challenge the truth of that statement. She could see her excitement
too, her arousal written in every contour of her face.

The treatment
room still smelt of paint and freshly planed wood, but Paula had
given her a bottle of expensive perfume as a house-warming present
and she had doused herself with it tonight, the scent making some
inroads into the less erotic aromas.

'Well, I think
it's time to resume our little tete-a-tete,' she said, turning to
face Gregory. She went over to him and pushed his thigh gently,
making him swing forward. Of course, she didn't expect a reply.

Gregory was
hanging from the RSJ that traversed the ceiling. One of the devices
that she had dreamt up for herself was a metal bar, suspended like
a trapeze from a heavy-duty pulley by metal cable. The bar had been
hooked under Gregory's knees and his ankles bound to his thighs by
white nylon rope, before it had been winched into the air, so
Gregory hung from it upside down.

He was naked
apart from a pair of Angela's white lace panties, which she had
decided she wanted to see him wear. They were too small to contain
the whole of his erection and the elasticated waistband cut across
it painfully. She had pulled them down to his thighs at the back
and six bright red weals already decorated this area of his
anatomy.

His wrists had
been strapped into leather cuffs in front of his body, then roped
to a metal ring set in the floor. Gregory's head was laced into a
tight leather helmet, with the zips over the eyes firmly closed. A
large rubber ball gag had been crammed into his mouth and strapped
securely in place. There was enough play in the rope that held his
arms to allow him to swing backward and forward and Angela pushed
him again, to keep up the momentum. She had to say that she was
enjoying herself. Before, everything had been improvised or under
Paula's control. Now she was her own mistress, as it were. And,
very obviously, his mistress, too.

She had given
him half an hour hanging like this, while she went to the living
room and poured a glass of champagne from the bottle he'd brought
with him. She had been in the flat for two weeks and he had visited
her three times, each time bearing expensive gifts of clothes or
jewellery, and each time bringing a bottle of vintage
champagne.

'So what am I
going to do with you now, my little slave?' she asked, slapping his
buttock with her gloved hand. She slid her hand between his legs
and cupped his balls, squeezing them lightly through the thin nylon
of the panties. 'One day I'm going to have a party. Have you strung
up like this and introduced to all my friends. You'd like Sally.
She's very pretty. Just your type. I'm sure she'd be interested to
see you like this.'

He shook his
head and tried to say the word 'no'. His body swung more
violently.

She knelt down
and untied the rope from the ring in the floor and pulled it back
behind him, so his wrists were forced back behind his neck and his
elbows were bent sharply. She tied the rope off to the middle of
the metal bar from which he was suspended, tugging at it to make
sure it was secure.

Taking a
straight-backed wooden chair, she placed it in front of him and sat
down on it. She leant forward, caught hold of his hair and reeled
him towards her. She clamped his head between her knees and
unzipped the little flaps over his eyes.

'I've decided
to let you watch; isn't that nice of me?'

He tried to
nod.

Angela opened
her legs and he swung back. She spread her legs further apart and
ran her right hand up on to the top of her thigh. She could see his
upside-down eyes staring at it. Slowly she allowed her hand to slip
down the inside of her thigh.

'So soft,' she
said. 'It's like silk.' She rubbed her hand against her flesh,
feeling her clitoris throb as if trying to draw attention to
itself. Her heels were so high that, with her shoes planted firmly
on the floor, her thighs sloped downward, her knees higher than her
pelvis. She moved her hand to her sex, stroking the furry blonde
pubes like she would stroke an animal. Little pulses of pleasure
made her labia tingle.

Ever since the
first time she had seen him like this, completely vulnerable and
powerless, she had been excited by it; and now she was totally in
control, her excitement was even more pronounced, a rich, sticky,
sweet concoction of delights that made her feel almost lightheaded,
lifting all her physical pleasures to new, richer, deeper levels.
Over the last two months she had tried to work out why she should
be so affected by it, but had been unable to come up with any
explanation. She had decided just to accept it.

'Are you
watching?' she asked unnecessarily. Of course he was watching. His
eyes were glued to her sex.

Angela opened
her legs a little wider and let her finger sink into her labia. She
moaned softly as the tip of her finger nudged against her clitoris.
It was so sensitive that she knew she could come just by gently
massaging it. But that was not what she had in mind. She wanted to
tease him and torment him.

Wriggling
forward on the chair, she angled her sex up a little and slipped a
finger into the mouth of her vagina. She hoped he would be able to
see it disappear inside, then pull out again, glistening with her
juices.

'Wouldn't you
love to be allowed in there?'

He nodded
eagerly.

'Come closer.'
She leant forward and grabbed his hair again, pulling his body
forward until his face was right between her thighs. 'You'd better
do a good job,' she said, hooking her hand around the back of his
neck and pulling him on to her sex.

His tongue
probed her labia. It was hot and wet. Angela felt an immediate wave
of pleasure as it probed the mouth of her vagina. He was very good
at this. Paula had trained him well.

'Higher,' she
said sternly.

His tongue
moved up the silky slit of her sex to her clitoris. She moaned as
he batted the little button from side to side. His cock was right
in front of her face, the waistband of the little white panties
cutting right across it. There was fluid dripping from his cock
onto his belly.

'Faster,' she
ordered.

His tongue
worked faster. She felt all the familiar sensations coursing
through her body. Her mental excitement matched her physical
arousal exactly. Seeing him hanging here, helpless and totally
vulnerable, gave her as big a thrill as the tiny but telling
movements of his tongue. There were so many possibilities, so many
scenarios she could invent for her own pleasure. She raised her
hand and hooked a finger into the waistband of the panties, pulling
it as far out as it would go, then let it snap back against his
cock. He moaned, a blast of hot air expelled against her sex.

She was coming
already. She thought of using a dildo, sitting on a nice thick
phallus while Gregory toiled away at her clit, but the sensations
in her body were already becoming irresistible. Instead she leant
back in the chair and allowed the pleasure to wash over her. His
tongue was adroit: the perfect pressure, the perfect place, the
perfect relentless rhythm.

'So good...'
she breathed, almost to herself.

Suddenly she
felt her body change gear, the pleasant and almost dreamy delight
changing to something more urgent. Her vagina contracted wildly and
her clit throbbed, both feelings combining to produce a surge of
acute pleasure. God, how she loved this. She tried to hold her eyes
open so she could see his bound body and his cock but it was
impossible, the feelings were too strong. She threw her head back,
opened her mouth and gave a long low keening sound as her orgasm
raced through her nerves, her thighs clamped like a vice around his
head.

It was a long
time before she relaxed. She sat up and opened her thighs, allowing
Gregory's head to swing away from her.

'So what are
we going to do with you now?' she said, standing up. She stood in
front of him and pulled the white panties away from his cock,
hooking them under his balls. He had been erect for a very long
time and his cock was red raw. She slapped it with the palm of her
hand and he whimpered.

Angela was in
a teasing mood. She walked away, knowing his eyes would be
following her, feasting on her slender legs and the glossy
stockings and tight suspenders, and her round pert buttocks. So
many possibilities, she thought to herself. Instead of a cupboard
like the one in Paula's treatment room, Angela had installed a
large black chest of drawers. She opened the top drawer and took
out a comparatively small cream plastic vibrator. It was smooth and
straight. She also took out one of her stockings, a
champagne-coloured stocking, one she had laddered last week.
Stockings, she had discovered, were ideal for bondage. They
stretched but never broke, though frequently had to be cut away as
the knots became too tight to undo.

'I've decided
to give you a special treat tonight,' she said, holding up the
dildo as she walked back to him.

He tried to
pronounce words that sounded like 'thank you, mistress'. Now she
was his sole mistress, she had made him drop 'Ms Strickland' as a
form of address.

She placed the
dildo alongside his erection, then wrapped the nylon stocking
around them both, very much as if she were tying a splint to an
injured bone. She could see he had raised his head to try to see
exactly what she was doing. His cock was bigger than the dildo and
his glans stuck up above the top of it.

'Now, when I
turn this on, I imagine you're going to feel some very pleasant
sensations, aren't you?'

He nodded.

'But you know
the rules, Gregory. What shall we say? I think, tonight, we'll go
for eight. Do you understand?'

'No,' he tried
to say, shaking his head, his whole body beginning to swing
again.

She knew he
was going to have a great deal of trouble lasting until the count
of eight, but that was his problem. She turned the gnarled knob at
the base of the vibrator and heard a steady humming fill the air.
Gregory's cock twitched vigorously.

'One,' she
said.

'Please,' he
tried to say.

'Two.' A tear
of fluid formed at the eye of his cock, then dripped onto his
belly. It ran down towards his chest. It was sticky and viscous and
did not get very far.

'Look at me,
Gregory,' Angela ordered.

He raised his
head to look up Angela's legs, to the apex of her thighs. His glans
ballooned out and was visibly throbbing.

'Three.' She
ran her hand down to his chest and pinched his nipple viciously.
She hadn't tried the nipple clips on him yet. They would have to
wait until next time. He groaned.

'Four.'

The vibrator
droned on. She saw him close his eyes.

'I told you to
look at me,' she snapped.

He opened his
eyes again. She moved so she was standing directly in front of him,
spreading her legs slightly so he would be staring right up at her
sex. She hoped her labia had winked open enough for him to be able
to see the scarlet maw of her vagina. She could see his face was
creased with the effort of trying not to come, and that excited
her. She could so easily have come again. Maybe she would,
later.

'Five.
Six.'

Gregory's
whole body was absolutely rigid. She could see he was desperately
trying to hold back his ejaculation, but the wall of the dam was
crumbling fast. His eyes looked wild, gazing fixedly at what she
knew he wanted most in the world.

'Wouldn't you
just love to be able to fuck me, slave?' she said.

He nodded.

'Seven.'

He fought his
bonds, pulling on the leather cuffs that held his wrists, trying to
straighten his legs, hoping the pain would distract him from the
pleasure, but it did not. It made it a great deal more intense. He
twisted and turned on the bar, his face brushing against Angela's
nylon covered calves, but there was nothing he could do to prevent
the spurt of semen that escaped his cock exactly at the moment that
Angela said the single word, 'Obedience.'

She just
managed to step back in time, the fluid spattering down on the
floor and his belly, great white gobs of it.

'Well,' she
said. 'Quite a performance.' She knelt at his side and unstrapped
the gag.

He knew what
to say. 'Thank you, mistress,' he gasped. 'Thank you.'

 


The doorbell
rang at exactly seven. He knew what trouble he would be in if he
were ever even a minute late.

Angela pressed
the button on the entry-phone without looking to see who it was.
She was surprised he'd rung the bell. He had his own set of
keys.

'Hi,' she
said, opening the door for him. The flat was on the top floor of a
purpose-built modern block.

'Hi,' he said,
kissing her on the cheek. 'This is great, isn't it?'

It was Sunday
night and, as Gregory spent weekends in the country with his wife,
Angela hadn't expected to see him again until Monday. But he had
called at four from his country home to ask her if she were free
this evening.

Considering
the amount of money he paid out for the mortgage on the flat and
for the fittings, and rather unusual features and for her unique
wardrobe of lingerie, Gregory, so far at least, had never abused
his privileges. He had never turned up unannounced, always
telephoning her first, and had never once asked her what she was
doing the rest of the time or if she were seeing other men, all
areas where Angela might have expected him to be troublesome. His
attitude to her in the treatment room extended to his approach to
her in general. He appeared content to be her slave.

'How come
you're here at all? It's Sunday night after all,' she said.

'Pamela's
going to some ladies' night at the golf club. Won't be back until
midnight, at least. So I suggested there wasn't much point me
sticking around down there. She seemed quite happy.'

'What happened
to your keys?'

'Couldn't find
them. Must have left them in the office. They'll turn up.'

'Doesn't she
ever get suspicious?'

'She knows I
work late.'

'But what if
she rings you?'

'I say I was
at a meeting and had my mobile turned off. Anyway, she doesn't
care. As long as she's got the big country house and the dogs,
she's not in the least interested in me.'

'Do you still
have sex with her?'

He laughed.
'Of course not. She's not at all interested in sex; I told you
that. She just lays there and thinks of the way she played the
bunker at the ninth hole. I'd have to use a whole tube of KY jelly
just to get to first base.'

'Do you want a
drink?'

'Not
really.'

'So what do
you want?' she said, coquettishly.

'I was
hoping...' he said, wanting her to take the initiative. The ritual
always began the same way. They always talked more after the event
than before it.

'Get on your
knees,' she said. She was wearing open-toed black satin high-heeled
slippers, a black silk robe over a pair of skintight black leather
panties - no more than a triangle of material with long thin straps
hitched to the top of her hips, the waistband dipping in a loop
over her belly.

'Yes,
mistress.'

'I'm going
into the treatment room. You will take all your clothes off, fold
them neatly, then follow me. Do you understand?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

She could see
a bulge beginning to distend the front of his trousers.

'Is there
anything you want me to put on, mistress?' he asked. That was a
hint, of course. Since he had first come to the new flat he
appeared to want to put on items of her lingerie, preferably ones
that she had been wearing all day. He looked ridiculous in them,
but that appeared to be part of the attraction. She even wondered
what his reaction would be if she forced him to dress totally as a
woman. She could buy a wig and do his make-up. It might be fun.

'Thank you for
reminding me,' she said coldly. 'There's a suspender belt and
stockings in the laundry basket in my bedroom. Put those on. And be
careful you don't ladder the stockings.'

'Yes,
mistress.'

She strode out
of the room and down the corridor to the treatment room. Inside,
she stripped off her robe and admired herself briefly in the
mirror, smoothing the panties over her mons. She'd already worked
out what she was going to do with him, and busied herself preparing
the equipment.

After a few
minutes there was a gentle knock on the door.

'Come in,' she
said.

Gregory
crawled in on his knees.

'Stand up,'
she barked.

He got to his
feet. Her suspender belt was much too small for him and bit into
his waist. It was a narrow strip of white lace with four triangles
of material that snaked down over his hips to end in long thin
suspenders. The suspenders were clipped into flesh-coloured
stockings. As his legs were much longer than Angela's, the
stockings only reached halfway up his thighs. His cock, already
fully erect, was framed at the front by the network of white
lace.

'Over here,'
she said.

Paula's
specialist carpenter had made her two sturdy wooden posts, running
from floor to ceiling in the middle of the room, about four feet
apart. Hanging from each post, about six feet from the floor, were
two short chains attached to leather cuffs. There were two more,
about six inches from the floor.

Angela
manoeuvred Gregory between the centre of the posts and secured his
hands and feet in the cuffs, so that he was spread-eagled in the
middle of the room.

'Good,' Angela
said, stepping back to admire her work. She gripped his penis in
her hand and squeezed it hard. She remembered how she had done this
to the man in Paula's treatment room, before she'd known exactly
who it was.

Angela felt
her own arousal flowing over her. She had been excited since he'd
called. She supposed, one day, the excitement might begin to wear
off but at the moment it was all so new to her that she had trouble
keeping it under control. On nights when she knew she would not be
seeing Gregory, she had found it difficult to resist the temptation
not to creep into the treatment room, strip off all her clothes and
lie on the small double bed and masturbate, using one of the
dildoes in her vagina, while she frotted her clitoris with
another.

She walked to
the chest of drawers and pulled out a strip of black silk.

'No,' he said,
as he saw what she intended. Sometimes she was not sure whether he
really meant to object or whether his protest was all part of the
game. Not that it would make any difference. She decided what was
going to happen to him and there was nothing he could do about
it.

She wrapped
the black silk over his eyes, ensuring it fitted snugly, then
knotted it at the back of his head.

'That's
better,' she said. She stood behind him, pressing her near-naked
body into his back, her hands sliding down his chest until they
both reached his cock, one circling it while the other cupped his
scrotum. She wanked him gently, while she ground her navel against
his firm buttocks, enjoying the little sensations this created as
the thin gusset of the panties was dragged against her clit.

Then she moved
away.

'All right,
Gregory, I want you to do something for me. I want you to take your
penis in your hand and let me see you masturbate. Will you do that
for me?'

'Yes,
mistress.' He waited, obviously expecting her to release his
hand.

'Go on then,'
she chided.

'I can't,
mistress,' he said pathetically.

'Can't? What
do you mean, you can't?'

'I can't reach
it, mistress.' Despite the fact he knew it was impossible, he tried
to free his right hand, wriggling it against the leather cuff and
twisting it towards his loins.

'You're
useless. I don't know why I put up with you.'

'Please,
mistress...'

'Now I have no
choice but to punish you.' However preposterous the pretext, she
liked the punishment to be made to fit a crime.

She didn't
have a rack of whips like the one Paula had, but the three whips
she already possessed hung from a hook screwed into the wall at the
side of the chest of drawers. She chose the riding crop, the first
whip she had ever purchased - the symbol, for her at least, of how
their relationship had started.

Moving with deliberate stealth, so he would not hear her, she
came up behind him and raised the whip. Thwack. The first blow hit him full on
the buttocks. He cried out loud.

'Shut up,' she
chided.

Thwack. The second cut was lower,
striking the top of his thighs.

This time he managed to stifle his exclamation.
Thwack. His buttocks
quivered.

'Don't ever
disobey me again,' she said, smiling broadly.

She put the
whip down and rubbed his buttocks with the palm of her hand,
feeling the heat she had created. She ran her hand down between his
legs and caught hold of his cock, pulling it back until it was
pointing at the floor. He moaned. She let it go and it sprang up
again so violently, it slapped against his belly.

The whipping
had excited Angela as much as it had excited him. She moved round
in front of him, stood on tiptoe and scissored her legs apart. Then
she closed them again, trapping his erection between her thighs.
She crushed her breasts into his chest at the same time.

'Does that
feel good?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

'Could you
come like that?'

'Yes,
mistress.'

'I bet he
could.'

The voice came
from the doorway. The door had opened and a tall strawberry-haired
blonde stood in the doorway. She was wearing a lilac suit and a
white blouse, the skirt short enough to show off her long and
shapely legs. She had a rather long face with a delicate nose, a
very symmetrical mouth and big blue eyes. The carefully plucked
eyebrow over one of them was arched.

Gregory
recognised her voice. 'Pamela - oh, Christ,' he said.

'So this is
your little love nest?'

'Pamela it's
not... I mean, I don't...' Gregory clearly couldn't think of
anything to say. He struggled against the leather cuffs.

'Very
careless, Greg, leaving these keys lying around.' She held up a key
ring with a little horseshoe motif in gold. 'I couldn't find
anything they fitted, so naturally I got curious. It was very easy
to follow you here. I just waited on the station for you to get the
London train, then got a cab to follow you.'

'What about
your golf dinner?'

'I lied, Greg.
Just like you've been lying to me all these years. She's very
pretty. Lovely, in fact.' Pamela Wilmott walked into the room and
closed the door behind her. She stooped and picked up the riding
crop. 'Is this one of his?' she asked Angela.

'No,' Angela
said. She stepped back from Gregory and covered her breasts with
her arms.

'Oh, don't be
shy,' Pamela said. 'You've got a lovely body. Gregory, on the other
hand, looks rather obscene in stockings, don't you think?' She ran
the leather loop at the top of the whip up Gregory's left leg and
along the suspender. Then she flicked it hard against his already
wilting penis. 'So this is what you want, is it, Gregory? This is
why you've had so many late meetings? Did you really think I
wouldn't get suspicious?' She thwacked the whip against his thigh
with tremendous force and Gregory yelped.

'Please get me
down from here.'

Angela moved
to release one of his restraints, but Pamela barred the way. 'No,
don't. If this is what he wants, let him have it.' She slashed the
whip across his buttocks and he screamed in agony. A bright red
weal appeared.

'Please,
Pamela, stop it. Just get me down from here and I can explain.'

'There's
nothing to explain, Greg. You've never been interested in having
sex with me. Not even in the beginning. Now I know why. You wanted
a more colourful agenda.' She ran the tip of the whip up to his
face and pushed it against his lips. 'Why didn't you ever ask me to
do this for you?' She pulled the whip away and cut it down across
his thighs again, narrowly missing his cock. He cried out,
struggling desperately to free himself from his bonds.

'I did.'

'No, you
didn't, Greg. If you had, I think I would have really relished the
idea.' She walked behind him. 'I'd love to see you walking around
in my panties. I'd make you wear a bra, too. And these marks on
your bum. Do you really think I haven't seen them before? You're so
naive, Greg.' She raised the whip and cracked it down on his
buttocks.

He screamed.
'Please, please, let me down, Pamela.' His whole body was
squirming.

'Hold this for
me for a minute, would you, dear?' Pamela said, walking back around
her husband and handing Angela the whip. Angela was so astonished
at her intrusion, she took it meekly.

'Would you be
so kind as to take his blindfold off?' she said. 'I want his face
to be clearly visible.'

Angela did as
she was told. As the black silk fell away, Gregory blinked against
the light.

'I'm going to
give you a simple choice, Gregory.' Pamela took a compact camera
from her jacket pocket. She pointed it at Gregory and began taking
photographs of him, one after another. Gregory struggled
desperately to get free, but there was no escape. 'Either you come
home with me now, or you stay here. That's simple enough for you,
isn't it?' She put the camera back in her pocket.

'Just let me
down. I can't discuss this while I'm strung up here.'

'Can I have
the whip again please, my dear?' Pamela said, holding out her
hand.

Angela handed
her the whip. 'Why did you decide to do this now, after so long?'
she asked quietly.

'Because I
have sexual needs too, and either I am going to get a divorce and
find someone who can take care of them for me, or I'm going to get
Gregory here to do it for me. I thought perhaps he was having a
straight affair. Now I know what he's really into, it's much easier
to deal with.'

She walked
behind her husband, raised the whip and slashed it down with
considerable force across the meat of his buttocks. Gregory gasped.
Another blow fell immediately, and another and another. Despite his
situation, Angela saw his erection beginning to grow again. Pamela
noticed it, too.

'It really
turns him on, then,' she said. She was smiling an evil smile.
Angela could see her working out all the implications of her
discovery. The anger in her eyes had been replaced by something
that was very close to excitement.

'Please,
Pamela.'

'Please what?
Do you want more of the whip?'

'No.' He
flinched, pulling himself away from her as far as the bondage would
allow.

'Untie him,
will you?'

Angela began
to unbuckle Greg's arms. He whimpered as he lowered them, the cramp
in his muscles making his shoulders ache.

'Where are his
clothes?' Pamela asked.

'In my
bedroom.'

'I'm leaving
now, Greg. If you want to come with me, you'd better get
dressed.'

Gregory looked
at his wife, then at Angela. He smiled a wan smile and walked out
of the room.

'I know you,
don't I?' Pamela said, looking hard into Angela's face.

It was
possible she had seen her in the village, but Angela was sure they
had never met. She had never known what Gregory's wife looked like.
'No,' she said definitely. She didn't want any of this getting back
to her mother.

'I don't blame
you, dear,' Pamela said. 'None of this is your fault. I should have
kept a closer eye on him.'

Angela wasn't
sure what she should say. Gregory had painted a picture of his wife
as some old battleaxe with a tweed suit, a shooting stick and green
wellington boots who wasn't at all interested in sex. She had no
idea that Pamela was such an attractive woman. Had she known, she
might have thought twice about Gregory's offer; though she doubted,
in the end, she would have done anything differently.

Pamela smiled
at her sweetly and marched out of the room. Gregory was standing in
the hall, trying to stuff his shirt into his trousers.

'Come on,
Gregory, we've a lot of talking to do.'

 


 



Chapter
Eight

 


'Mmm... God
that feels so good.'

'I know.'

Paula pushed
the dildo deeper. It was large and black, coarsely moulded to
resemble a male phallus. It slid into Angela's vagina with ease,
her wetness lubricating its passage.

'Oh, yes.'

Angela was
lying on Paula's big double bed, with Paula kneeling at her side.
They were both naked, and their bodies were perfumed by the bath
oil that Paula had poured into the bath they had taken together
fifteen minutes before.

Paula eased
the second dildo into Angela's labia. It was no bigger than a
finger, smooth and straight. She nudged it against the blonde's
clit, then turned it on. The vibrations made Angela's whole body
shudder.

'Oh Paula,
God...' She raised her head to look at what the woman was doing to
her, but let it fall back again, the sensations that swept over her
making the effort too great.

Paula wasn't
finished yet. Dipping her head forward, she kissed Angela's left
breast, then centred her lips on her nipple and sucked it gently
into her mouth. Catching the puckered bud between her teeth, she
pulled the whole breast up by it, stretching the pliant flesh.

'What are you
doing to me?'

Paula moved
her head over to Angela's right breast, repeating the process, then
began running her mouth between the two nipples, licking, nibbling,
kissing and pinching them both.

'You're making
me come.'

'That's what I
want,' Paula said.

'What about
you?' Angela tried to pull Paula's thigh to one side, and wriggle
herself under it, but Paula resisted.

'No, this is
for you,' she insisted.

It was Monday
night. Angela had called Paula to tell her what had happened with
Gregory and she had invited her round. There would, she told her,
be no other guests. It was her night off.

Paula circled
the tiny dildo against her clit, while she ploughed the larger
model in and out. The two erogenous zones were communicating with
each other, sending out messages, each telling the other how good
it felt. Slowly and inexorably the feelings came together,
combining into something that was a great deal more thrilling than
the sum of its two parts. Angela tossed her head from side to side
as the sensations surged through her. Her clitoris was at the
centre of it all, the vibrations that seized it affecting every
nerve. Angela arched her body off the bed, supporting herself on
her heels and shoulders and, as Paula thrust the larger dildo deep
into her vagina and held it there, she came. Her orgasm was not
sharp and incisive but velvet-soft and tender. It matched her mood
exactly.

She turned her
head to look at Paula. 'Lovely,' she said.

Paula switched
off the little dildo, then allowed the bigger dildo to slide from
Angela's body under its own weight. Its final departure made Angela
shudder.

'Now it's your
turn,' Angela said decisively, sitting up.

'I was hoping
you would say that.'

Paula lay back
on the bed and spread her legs apart. Her big breasts trembled,
their weight pulling them out to the side.

Angela picked
up the dildoes.

'No,' Paula
said, 'just use your mouth.'

'And my
fingers?' Angela said, holding up her hand and grinning. There was
a time when even the thought of doing what she was doing would have
seemed totally depraved. Perhaps that was one reason it was so
exciting.

She knelt up
on the bed alongside her friend and leant forward. She ran the tip
of her tongue along Paula's bottom lip; then kissed her while she
sank her fingers into the soft, malleable flesh of her breast.
Slowly, Angela moved her mouth down Paula's neck and along her
collarbone, until she could feed her nipple into her mouth. She
sucked it hard and Paula moaned. She used both her hands to gather
up Paula's breasts and push them together, so their nipples were no
more than six inches apart, then moved her mouth from one to the
other alternately, pinching them with her teeth, or flicking them
with her tongue. Leaning over Paula's body, she held her left
breast in both hands so the nipple was sticking out prominently,
and rubbed her own against it. The orgasm she had just experienced
had sensitised the little puckered nub of flesh and she felt a wave
of pleasure.

Wanting to
concentrate on Paula's feelings, not her own, Angela pulled back,
running both her hands down over Paula's hips and thighs. The
brunette's flesh was smooth and silky to the touch. She stroked
down as far as her knees, then brought her hands up again, this
time on the inside of her legs. When she reached Paula's sex, she
played the fingers of both hands over Paula's labia without
penetrating them. Then, with the fingers of her right hand she
splayed the thick lips apart until she could see the pink and
glistening interior. She could see her clitoris too, a little
lozenge shaped promontory right at the top. Leaning forward, she
stroked the tip of her tongue against it. Paula gasped at the first
touch.

With her
tongue describing tiny circles around Paula's clit, Angela snaked
her other hand under Paula's thigh and saw her fingers emerge
between the brunette's buttocks. She gently prodded them into the
gaping mouth of Paula's vagina.

'Love that,'
Paula breathed.

Angela loved
it, too. The sticky wet flesh seemed to be sucking on her fingers
eagerly, drawing them in. She thrust two fingers and then three
deep inside, watching them disappear then re-emerge smeared with a
slick of Paula's copious juices. She began to establish a rhythm,
sawing her fingers in and out at the same tempo as she tapped at
Paula's clit. But the extraordinary thing was, her own sex was
responding as if it were being manipulated in the same way. Her
clitoris was throbbing, trapped tightly between her labia, and
every time she thrust her fingers deep into Paula's vagina her own
contracted sharply. She could feel her juices begin to flow again,
the walls of her vagina awash with them.

Paula's body
was undulating now, echoing the rhythm Angela was using on her sex,
and she was making little gasping noises that were slowly getting
louder. She raised her arms high above her head, straining them out
to the side, her muscles stretched as if on some imaginary rack.
The noises she was making were rapidly reaching a crescendo.

'Oh, God,' she
screamed.

Angela felt
Paula's sex convulse and thrust her fingers as deep as they could
go, pressing her clit down against her pubic bone and feeling it
pulse violently too. She seemed to be able to sense every thrill
and tremor of the orgasm that was shuddering through the other
woman's body almost as acutely as if it were her own.

But the
tension in Paula's body did not melt away. Instead, she sat up and
gripped Angela's left leg, pulling it up and wriggling underneath
it so Angela found herself straddling Paula's chest. The brunette
wrapped her arms around Angela's thighs and levered herself up
until her face was inches away from Angela's sex.

'Like this
now,' she said breathily. 'Let's do it together.'

She raised her
head and kissed Angela's labia, her tonguing darting out into her
hot, wet cunt.

 


'Call for you,
Angie.'

'Thanks.
Hello?'

'Angie, it's
Gregory.' His voice sounded weary and depressed. 'Can you
talk?'

Angela was
sitting at her desk in the window of Slaughter and Roe. It was a
bright sunny day and several people were outside staring at the
houses advertised for sale. A man was very obviously looking past
the adverts and giving Angela admiring glances. She turned her back
on him.

'Yes,' she
said tentatively.

'Good. I had
to talk to you. I just wanted to say how sorry I was about
Sunday.'

'It wasn't
your fault.' Angela didn't blame him for what had happened. He may
have led her to believe that his wife was a different kind of
person, but he had not lied to her. She didn't blame herself,
either. She had talked it all out with Paula on Monday night and
agreed with her that, if you played with fire, occasionally you
were going to get burnt. As she had never been in love with
Gregory, the burn was only a small one, a question of embarrassment
rather than any real distress. There was still the question of the
flat, however. She certainly couldn't afford to pay the mortgage on
her own.

'I'd like to
come and see you but...' He hesitated. 'Well, I've I promised
Pamela I won't. We're going to make a new start. I'm taking her
away on holiday.'

'That sounds
like a good idea.' She wondered if Pamela was taking a riding crop
with her.

'I'll never be
able to forget you, though, Angie. It was great. Like nothing
else.'

'I know. I was
there, remember.'

'Look, this is
difficult. It's about the flat. Pamela found all the papers. She's
insisting that I stop the payments on the mortgage.'

'I thought she
might.' Angela felt her heart lurch. After the luxury of the flat,
returning to the miserable bedsit would be no joke.

'There's
nothing else I can do, Angie. And she's got those photographs. If
she were to show them to any of the guys I work with...'

'I understand.
I'd better put the flat on the market.'

'No. I've got
a better idea. Look, I'm sorry, this is really difficult over the
phone.'

'What?'

'Does that
telephonist listen in?'

'I don't think
so.'

'Well, it's
just that I had an idea. There's a friend of mine. You won't be
offended, will you?'

'Offended at
what?'

'It's just
that if you wanted to keep the flat...'

'I do,' she
interrupted.

'Well, there
may be a way. This friend of mine, he's a bit like me. He's got
certain... ideas that he finds it hard to express. I just thought
that if I introduced you...'

Angela didn't
need all the i's dotted and the t's crossed. 'So introduce me,
Gregory,' she said in the imperious voice she had used with him in
the treatment room. 'What are you waiting for?'

'I wasn't sure
if you'd agree. Do you know a man called Sir Archibald Clarke?'

'He's always
in the papers.' Archibald Clarke was the chairman of some large
financial institution in the city. Almost every time there was an
economic crisis - which seemed to be every week - he was pictured
coming out of 11 Downing Street, having given the Chancellor the
benefit of his advice. He was a tall man in his late fifties with a
shock of white and apparently ungroomable hair.

'What do you
think?'

'You mean,
would I go to bed with him?'

'I think
that's the last thing that would be involved.'

'What,
then?'

'He has a few
peculiarities. If you were prepared to... indulge him, then I think
he would be as grateful as I was.'

Angela thought
for a moment. What she'd done with Gregory was entirely different
from what Gregory was suggesting now. Sir Archibald Clarke was a
total stranger. Getting involved with him would be the equivalent
of being a whore. But then letting Gregory pay for her flat and her
wardrobe had been prostitution of a kind. The difference was only
marginal. Did she really care, if it meant keeping her flat?

'What do I
have to do?'

'Have you got
a pen?'

'Of
course.'

'Write this
down then.'

 


Angela got out
of the taxi. It was still sunny, and wearing the black PVC mac was
making her feet hot. She paid the driver and turned to face the
large brick house. It was Victorian, with a small driveway and a
wooden porch protecting the front door. The wrought-iron gate to
the driveway was open.

Tottering
slightly on her four-inch stiletto heels Angela walked up to the
front door, her shoes crunching noisily on the gravel. There was an
old-fashioned doorbell pull set in a circular and highly polished
brass plate and she pulled it once. A bell rang deep inside the
house. Almost immediately she heard footsteps.

'Yes,
madam?'

The door was
opened by a tall lanky man in his early sixties. He wore striped
grey trousers, a yellow waistcoat and a black tailcoat. His shoes
were polished so highly she could see her reflection in them.

'Angela
Strickland,' she said.

'Oh, yes, Ms
Strickland, you're expected. Follow me, please. May I take your
bag?'

Angela was
carrying a big black leather doctor's bag. It had a special order
from Mrs Beatty, who had arranged to have it delivered in a plain
box to the offices of Slaughter and Roe. The black bag and the PVC
mac were apparently essential elements of Archibald Clarke's
requirements.

'No, thank
you.'

The butler let
her in, then closed the door behind her. The house was decorated
sombrely, with heavy velvet drapes over the windows and dark green
walls. He marched across the large vestibule, its floor scattered
with fine Oriental rugs. There was a straight staircase leading to
a gallery on the first floor.

The butler led
the way up the stairs, then along the gallery to a wide corridor.
There were oil paintings of hunting scenes on the walls, foxes
leaping over hedges being pursued by packs of hounds.

There was a
large door at the end of the corridor, with a lancet arch. The
butler knocked on it.

'Ms Strickland
has arrived, sir.'

'Thank you,'
said a disembodied voice.

'He will see
you in a moment, madam,' the butler said, turning and walking back
from whence he had come.

Angela stood
looking at the door. She ran her fingers through her hair and wiped
the film of sweat from her brow.

'Come in,' the
voice said.

She opened the
door and walked into a vast room with a vaulted ceiling traversed
by large oak beams. The room was as drab and gloomy as the rest of
the house, furnished entirely with antiques, including a large
four-poster bed, the posts thick and decoratively carved.

'Ms
Strickland. Archibald Clarke.'

The man was
even taller than he looked in his photograph and had a craggy,
weather-beaten face. His white hair was wiry and wild. He was
wearing a heavy scarlet velvet robe, edged in silk cord, and
matching carpet slippers, their toes embossed with a family crest.
He had got up from a leather wing chair at the side of the bed and
came over to her with his hand extended. She shook it briefly.

'Good evening
Sir Archibald,' she said.

'A pleasure to
meet you my dear,' Archibald added. She could see his large
steel-blue eyes taking in every detail of the black PVC mac.

'Mr Wilmott
tells me you've been having problems,' she said crisply.

'Yes, that's
true. He said you might be able to help.'

Gregory had
told Angela exactly what to do and say. Sir Archibald Clarke had
been divorced three times and had once confessed to Gregory the
reason his marriages had not been successful.

'We'll have to
see about that,' she said haughtily. Sir Archibald was not the most
attractive man she had ever seen and it had occurred to her that,
if her reaction to him was too negative, she would not be able to
go through with Gregory's plan. But now she was here, his looks
seemed unimportant. She was already beginning to feel the little
tingles of arousal in anticipation of what she was about to do.
'You'd better let me examine you.'

'Yes, that
would be a good idea.'

'Take your
robe off.' Angela strode off to the wing chair and put her doctor's
bag down on the small occasional table at the side of it. She sat
down and crossed her legs, the black PVC crackling.

Archibald had
pulled off his robe. His body was in good shape for his age and he
certainly wasn't fat. He was wearing a pair of black briefs. She
could see a bulge distending the front of the material but it was
obvious that he was not yet erect.

'Are you
totally unaware of the correct position to assume?' Angela said, in
her sternest voice.

He looked
puzzled.

'Well?' she
snapped. She was enjoying playing the dominant role again.

'Yes.'

'You appear to
be unaware of the way to address me too. You will address me as "Ms
Strickland". Is that understood?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland,' he said quickly.

'That's
better. Now, get on your knees. If I consent to help you and you
ever see me again, you will always be required to drop to your
knees. Is that understood? You will then crawl over to me and kiss
my feet.'

'Oh yes, Ms
Strickland,' Archibald said. Archibald's whole body appeared to
quiver. Angela saw the bulge in his briefs jerk upward.

'Do it then,'
she snapped.

Sir Archibald
Clarke, a prime mover and shaker in the banking world, controlling
vast sums of money and influencing government policy, sank to his
knees, crawled over to the leather wing chair and began licking
Angela's black leather shoes. It would never cease to amaze her how
a rich and powerful man could be reduced to a whimpering wretch by
a few simple words.

'Suck the
heel,' she said.

He lowered his
head and sucked on the sharp metal-tipped heel.

'That's
enough,' she said, pulling her foot away. 'Straighten up.'

She stood up
so the black PVC brushed against his face, deliberately pressing
her body forward. She heard him inhaling the strong aroma of the
mac.

'Well so far
it's been a very poor performance, hasn't it?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland,' he said, without taking his face away from the
mac.

'You'll have
to do a lot better than that.' She turned to her side and opened
the doctor's bag. 'Put your wrists out in front of you.'

He obeyed
immediately.

Angela took a
pair of metal handcuffs out of the bag and snapped them around his
wrists.

'Go and lie on
the bed, face down.'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

Archibald
scrambled to his feet and lay on the bed. It had a dark-blue
counterpane. He turned his face towards her.

'I said face
down, you idiot. And stretch your hands up over your head.'

Stung by the
words, he pulled his arms out from under him and buried his face in
the counterpane.

Angela took a
short leather tawse from the bag, a two-foot long length of thick
leather shaped into a handle at one end and split in two at the
other. She walked over to the bed, unbuckled the belt of the mac
and took it off, throwing it onto the counterpane beside him. She
was wearing a red leather waspie with long suspenders clipped into
sheer black stockings. Her breasts and her pussy were bare.

'Do you want
me to begin my examination?'

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

Angela raised
the tawse. She was excited now, her body responding to the
stimulation of being totally in control again. It appeared that it
did not matter who was the object of her attentions, as long as
they were prepared to be her slave.

Thwack. The leather slashed down on
the black briefs that were stretched across his rather lean
buttocks.

Not satisfied with that, Angela pulled the waistband of the
briefs down until they banded his thighs, then aimed a second
blow. Thwack. The
sound of leather on flesh was far more satisfying. She felt a sharp
pang of pleasure as her clit throbbed.

Thwack. Archibald let out a
high-pitched yelp and reared his head up from the bed. He buried
his head back down again.

'Keep silent,'
she ordered.

Casually, she
rubbed her palm against her right nipple. It was so hard it felt
cold to the touch. She opened her legs slightly and felt a smear of
wetness leaking onto her thigh.

Thwack. Thwack. She aimed one stroke
at each buttock.

Archibald
yelped again but muffled the sound by pressing his mouth into the
counterpane.

Very gently,
Angela trailed the tip of the tawse across the now reddened
flesh.

'All right,
get up.'

Archibald
scrambled to his feet. His cock had pushed its way out of the top
of the black briefs. It was quite large and uncircumcised, the
foreskin still covering much of the glans. He was staring at her
body, his eyes following the hour-glass shape of her figure.

Angela wanted
to try a little experiment with herself. She put one leg up on the
bed. 'I want you to run your finger along my pussy. Not inside it,
just along the outside. Do you understand?' She was curious to know
what her reaction would be to this man's touch. He was, after all,
a total stranger, whom she had only met a few minutes before.

'Yes, Ms
Strickland.'

Archibald
raised his hand. It was shaking. He extended a finger and stroked
it against Angela's soft furry pussy. Angela felt a lovely tingling
sensation and her clitoris pulsed. Apparently, her body made no
distinction between strangers and carefully selected friends. Her
arousal gave her a licence to behave like a whore.

'That's
enough,' she snapped. 'Now, listen carefully. I want you to stand
with your back against this post.' She tapped the nearest bedpost
at the foot of the bed. 'Facing inward. Do you understand?'

This whole
scenario, from the black PVC mac to the doctor's bag to the
implement with which he had been beaten, had been Archibald
Clarke's well-worn fantasy. The way Angela was dressed and what she
intended to do now were her own idea.

Archibald
stepped over one corner of the mattress so he was straddling it and
stood with his back pressed against the carved oak post.

Angela went
back to the bag. She took out three wide leather straps.
Archibald's eyes had followed her every movement.

'Did I say you
could look at me?' she barked.

'No, Ms
Strickland.' He dropped his head, staring down at the bed.

'I can see
you've got a lot to learn about the way to treat a woman,' she told
him. 'Put your hands up over your head.'

He raised his
hands, the handcuffs clinking against the metal post.

Angela stepped
up onto the mattress and wound one of the leather straps around his
wrists, tying them to the post. She secured another one around his
waist and the third around his thighs. He winced as the latter
forced his stinging buttocks against the bedpost.

She pulled the
front of the black briefs down and hooked the elasticated waistband
under his balls. She felt a surge of pleasure in her own sex. It
appeared that the sight of a man completely in her power never
failed to excite her.

'That's much
better,' she said, sinking down to her knees in front of him. She
caught hold of the PVC mac and pulled it across the bed. 'Open your
mouth.'

Archibald
obeyed. She could see him sniffing the strong scent of the PVC
again.

Taking the
collar of the mac, she reversed it, so the shiny side was against
his body, then pushed the collar into his mouth. 'Hold it there,'
she ordered. 'And don't drop it.'

He clamped his
teeth into the material. She could see the excitement dancing in
his eyes. According to the scenario Gregory had given her it was
not supposed to end like this, but Archibald seemed just as
entranced by her improvisations.

Angela turned
her back on him and dropped on to all fours, spreading her knees
apart. He would get a good view of the wide plain of her sex, from
the puckered crater of her anus to the long channel of her labia.
The mouth of her vagina was probably open and he would be able to
see the dark hole of her sex, its outer rim of scarlet flesh ragged
and irregular. She knew that, whatever he could see, it would be
wet, her soft pubic hair plastered back by her juices, a little
trail of them running down her left thigh.

Exposing
herself to him like this was exciting her even more. She raised a
hand and ran it between her legs, using her fingers to separate her
labia, then let him watch as she delved into her vagina, two
fingers inserted right up to the knuckle. She gave an exaggerated
moan of pleasure.

If this was
what Archibald Clarke wanted from her, she was happy to provide it.
All her misgivings had disappeared. She was behaving like a whore,
but she didn't see that it mattered. She only intended to have one
client. Things were going well at the agency and, if she continued
to earn good bonuses, she would soon be able to finance the
mortgage from her income from that job. This then, she told
herself, was an interim measure.

It was also a
terribly exciting interim measure. There was something about the
fact that this whole arrangement was so blatant, that she had
arrived at this house specifically to have sex with Archibald and
for no other reason, which had aroused her right from the
beginning. And of course, she was in charge.

'Can you see?'
she asked.

'Mmm...' he
mumbled, afraid of dropping the mac.

Angela
concentrated on herself. It wasn't going to take much to make her
come. She withdrew her fingers from her sex with a distinct plop
and moved her hand up to her mons, letting her middle finger rub
gently but rapidly against the top of her clit. The familiar
sensations leapt through her body. In seconds she felt her sex
clenching convulsively and her clit began to throb, sending out
huge waves of delicious sensation. Her nipples were throbbing too,
her breasts quivering from the movement of her arm. She dropped her
head to look down between her legs at Archibald, but could only see
the lining of the mac covering his lower body. But the sight of the
sheer black stockings banding her legs, the red leather waspie
biting into her waist, and her hand working away at her sex gave
her another kick of pleasure. Her muscles locked and she threw her
head back and cried out loud, her orgasm washing over her, wiping
away everything but the feeling of itself.

As the
feelings ebbed away, she rolled over on to her back and allowed
herself a few minutes to calm down.

Archibald
Clarke was staring at her, but the sparkle in his eyes had been
replaced by a glazed expression. He had dropped the mac and it was
lying on the bed, the shiny black PVC spattered with semen.

 



'Congratulations!'

Gary Roe was
standing in front of her desk with a broad grin, revealing teeth
that would not have been out of place in a toothpaste
advertisement.

'What have I
done?' Angela said, looking puzzled.

'The Barnabys.
They're not only going to buy the penthouse but they want numbers
Three and Four too, for their children, when they come over to
visit. That means we've sold the whole building. I had a deal with
Boyle that if we sold all ten flats before the end of the month
we'd be on a three per cent bonus. That's a lot of money.'

'The Barnabys?
I showed them around the other two that were free, but I thought
they preferred the penthouse.'

'It's your
sale, all three, you get the commission.'

'Really? But I
didn't really do anything.'

'Not according
to them. They said you suggested it would make a nice flat for
their kids.'

'No, I think
what I said was for kids in general.'

'Well, they
got the idea anyway. Look, I'd like to take you out to celebrate. I
don't suppose you're doing anything for dinner tonight? Feel free
to say no. No pressure - I hate that. But it would be
sociable.'

A couple of
months ago she might have hesitated, finding it hard to handle a
situation which might end with him propositioning her. Now she was
sure she could handle anything that arose. And anyway, she liked
Gary Roe. He was straight with all his staff, praised them when
praise was due and had never tried to sexually harass any of the
girls.

'That would be
great,' she said enthusiastically.

'Can I pick
you up? Say, eight? You'd better give me your address.'

Angela reeled
it off.

'Hey,' Gary
said, looking puzzled. 'I know this block. It's very swish. Are we
paying you too much money?'

Angela felt
herself blushing. 'I had a little from my family,' she said.

'Oh, right.
Well, good for you. If you go on like this you'll be able to buy a
house.'

 


Angela wore a
slinky black silk dress with a deep V-neck. The cut of the neckline
meant that she could not wear a bra, though the dress was
structured in such a way as to push her breasts into a deep and
alluring cleavage. The dress clung to her narrow waist and pert
buttocks so tightly that it was also impossible for her to wear any
panties, so her underwear consisted of a pair tights.

Whether this
dress would send the wrong messages to Gary Roe, she was not sure.
She didn't really know what messages she wanted to send to him
anyway, but she certainly wasn't going to dress down in order make
sure he didn't make a pass at her. Gary Roe was, after all, an
attractive man. He was unmarried, according to the office gossip,
though he had a girlfriend who, Sally Fennell believed at least, he
wasn't all that keen on. Of course, Angela hadn't the slightest
idea what she would do if he did make a pass at the end of the
evening, but, she told herself firmly, smiling into the mirror as
she put the finishing touches to her make-up, there had to be a bit
of spontaneity in life.

The doorbell
rang at five minutes past eight and Angela told him over the
entry-phone that she would be right down. She picked up a little
evening bag, locked her front door, and took the lift down to the
ground floor. Gary Roe was waiting on the pavement outside.

'Hi,' she
said.

'My God, you
look gorgeous,' he said.

'Thank you,
kind sir.'

He opened the
passenger door of his Mercedes for her, and waited while she got
in, taking a good look at her legs as she arranged them on the
leather seat.

They drove out
into Holland Park Avenue.

'Where are we
going?' she asked.

'Little
Italian place I know. Real Italian country food. It's
delicious.'

And it was.
They had pasta drenched in a seafood sauce of clams, mussels,
scallops and prawns, followed by lamb with artichokes. They talked
about the business, discussing the valuation of the various
properties they had on the market, the personalities of some of the
buyers and sellers and the deal that Gary had with Boyle Brothers
Developments, the sale of whose new block of flats had occasioned
the dinner. They had three other developments they wanted Slaughter
and Roe to handle.

Refusing
dessert, they opted for Vin Santo and biscotti instead.

'Well I'd
better get you home,' Gary Roe said, looking at his watch.

'It's been a
lovely evening,' Angela said. 'Thank you.'

'My pleasure.'
He raised his hand and attracted the waiter's attention, scribbling
on the palm of his hand to indicate he wanted the bill.

'I haven't
found out much about you, though,' Angela said.

'There's not
much to know. I'm single, thirty-four, been an estate agent all my
life, founded Slaughter and Roe nine years ago. Really boring.'

'Never been
married?'

'No.' His
expression changed. 'I've never really found it easy to get on with
women,' he said seriously.

'Really? I
thought you were doing extremely well with me.'

He smiled. 'I
take that as a compliment.'

'But you do
have a regular girlfriend?'

'Yes. Well,
more of a friend, really: more like a sister, if you know what I
mean. But what about you? You must have men crawling at your
feet.'

Angela smiled.
If only he knew how true that was! 'There's no one special,' she
said nonchalantly.

The bill
arrived and Gary paid it with his credit card. They got back in the
car.

'I hope you
haven't been bored,' he said as they drove away.

'Bored?'

'All this talk
about business. Not very entertaining for you.'

'I like it. I
like my job. I want to do well at it.'

'I think
you've got every chance of that, judging from what I've seen
already.'

Angela felt
completely relaxed in Gary's company. She rested her head against
the head restraint of the leather seat and watched him drive. She
had enjoyed the evening but still didn't know how it would end.
Everything he had said this evening led her to believe that she
already had established herself in his eyes as a candidate for
promotion, and he didn't seem like the sort of man who allowed
personal favours to influence his business decisions - which, as
far as she was concerned, was a definite plus. In other words, if
she pecked him on the cheek and said goodnight out on the street,
he would think no worse of her.

On the other
hand, being cynical, it would do her career prospects no harm at
all if she took him to bed. Though she knew perfectly well, after
her experience with Bob Berry, that she could not expect
pyrotechnics in the sex department, she liked Gary and she wouldn't
at all mind curling up next to him and giving him a good time. Her
sex life had become so rich and varied, she certainly didn't need
to worry if occasionally it was not orgasmic.

He found a
parking place almost outside her block and reversed into it. As he
got out of the car and walked around to open the passenger door for
her, she knew she had to decide what to do.

'It's been
great,' he said as he opened the door.

'I'd like to
invite you in,' she said, climbing out. 'But I guess it hasn't been
that sort of evening. Perhaps another time.'

'I wasn't
expecting you to, Angela, I really wasn't.'

'Good.'

'Goodnight,
then.' He leant forward and pecked her on the cheek. 'I really
would like to do this again.'

'So would
I.'

He walked to
the driver's door.

'Gary,' she
said.

'Yes?'

'Can I change
my mind?'

'About
what?'

'Why don't you
come in? I don't want the evening to end yet. I'll make us some
coffee.'

For a second
she thought his expression registered fear, like a frightened
rabbit. But then he smiled. 'That would be nice.'

They walked
into her block and took the lift. Angela opened her front door and
led him inside.

'Hey, this is
great. I think I sold this apartment once, three or four years ago.
You've done it out beautifully.'

She led him
into the living room and drew the curtains. She hadn't bought that
much furniture but, with her latest bonus, had just taken delivery
of a large cherry-coloured sofa.

'I don't
really want coffee,' she said. Boldly, she turned to him, cupped
his face in her hands and kissed him full on the mouth. She felt
his tongue poking between her lips tentatively and sucked it in,
wrapping her arms around his back and hugging him tight. His body
felt hard and strong. She could feel a bulge pushing up against her
navel.

'I think
you've just been sexually harassed,' she said, pulling away.

'That's a
first, then,' he said.

'Are you
inhibited by women who take the initiative?'

'I don't think
so,' he said.

'In that case,
why don't I show you the bedroom?'

She thought
she glimpsed that same expression she had seen outside, a momentary
flash of fear, but then he smiled and took her hand. 'Lead the
way,' he said.

Angela led him
down the corridor, smiling to herself. She was behaving like a
slut, but she was completely confident with her sexuality now and
saw no reason not to be blatant about it. Before, she had always
been a shrinking violet, fumbling and hesitant. Now she wanted to
take Gary to her bed, and saw no reason why she should waste time
pretending that she didn't.

She passed the
door to her treatment room and along to her bedroom. The instant
arousal she was prone to with Gregory and now with Sir Archibald
Clarke, the pulses of feeling that rippled through her sex, were
not manifesting themselves. But she felt relaxed and at ease and
glad she had invited him in.

'Make yourself
at home,' she said. She had decorated the bedroom in shades of
blue, with dark-blue patterned curtains that matched the
counterpane.

This time Gary
took the initiative. He pulled her to him and kissed her again,
crushing his lips into hers and pushing his tongue deep into her
mouth. His hands caressed her back, running down to the curves of
her buttocks.

'Unzip me,'
she whispered, turning around.

He found the
tongue of the zip and pulled it down. The zip sang. She pulled the
shoulder-straps down her arms and wriggled the tight material over
her hips. There was a time when she would have been terribly shy,
taking her clothes off with a man for the first time, but those
times had long gone. She turned to face Gary.

'Too tight for
underwear,' she said. He was staring at her body. 'Your turn.'

'I need to use
the bathroom.'

'Over there,'
she said, indicating the door at the side of the bed.

He disappeared
through it.

Angela
stripped off the counterpane and the duvet, then stripped her
tights off and lay on the bed. She wondered how Gary would have
reacted if she'd changed into a satin basque and black stockings
and a pair of her tarty high heels.

Gary appeared
from the bathroom. He was wearing a pair of white briefs. He walked
up to the bed and smiled weakly. It was easy to read the expression
on his face. It was apprehension.

'You're
beautiful,' he said. He stripped off his briefs and sat on the bed.
'Listen, Angela, I hope you won't be disappointed. I'm not very
good at all this.'

'It doesn't
matter,' she said reassuringly. She sat up and wrapped her arms
around his neck, pressing her naked body into his back.

'Feels nice,'
Gary said.

He turned and
pushed her back across the bed, kissing her on the mouth. He slid
his lips down her neck and cupped her left breast in his hand,
squeezing the doughy flesh. She could feel his cock resting against
her hip. It was only very slightly engorged.

'I'm sorry,'
he said, looking down at his loins. 'It's not that I don't fancy
you.'

'Sh,' she
said, pressing a finger to his lips. 'We haven't even started yet.
Let me,' she said gently. She rolled him onto his back and kissed
his chest. He had a mat of curly hair that ran all the way down to
his pubes. She kissed both his nipples, then ran her mouth down to
his belly. Taking his circumcised cock in her hand, she fed it into
her mouth, running her tongue over the ridge at the base of his
glans. It began to swell immediately. As it grew she sucked on it
while her hand worked its way under his balls, lifting and jiggling
them.

'That's
great,' he said.

His cock-was
soon fully erect. She sucked on it again, then pulled her mouth
away.

'Stage
fright,' she said, grinning.

Immediately
Gary pushed her back on the bed and rolled on top of her. Before
she had a chance to open her legs his cock was pushing up between
her thighs. She spread them apart, and felt his glans thrust into
her labia. But even as it did and he directed it down to the mouth
of her vagina, it softened. He tried to thrust it up into her but,
in a matter of seconds, the rigidity had gone and he could barely
get it more than an inch or two inside her.

'Sorry,' he
said, 'I'm really sorry.' He rolled off her and lay staring at the
ceiling.

'Does this
happen often, Gary?'

'I told you,
I've never been very good with women.'

'Is there
anything I can do?'

'No.' But he
said it in a way that suggested the answer was the opposite.

'There is,
isn't there? Come on, Gary. I like you. You're a really nice man.
If I can help, I will. I'm very broadminded.' He would never be
able to guess exactly how broadminded she was.

'I think I'd
better go,' he said quietly, sitting up and swinging his legs over
the edge of the bed.

'Gary...'

'It's
humiliating, Angela,' he said, without turning to look at her.

Now that was
an interesting word, she thought. 'Why don't you let me be the
judge of that?' she said.

'It's just
that I like to be naughty.'

'Naughty.'
That word was interesting too. He was trying to clue her into
something, too shy to actually tell her what he wanted.

'Yes.'

'So you're a
naughty boy.'

'Yes.' She saw
him quiver as she said the words. It was exactly the same reaction
she got from Archibald when she'd told him to get to his knees.
'When I was about nineteen I used to know this lady. She was much
older than me. She sort of introduced me to sex but she used to say
it was really bad and dirty and I was so naughty for wanting to do
it with her. And she used to spank me.'

'Spank
you?'

'Lying flat on
the bed. Or across her knee. She'd never let me have sex with her
until she'd spanked me.' He was still not looking at her. 'I think
it must have turned her on. It hurt. It really stung. But it had
the same effect on me.'

'Do you want
me to do that to you?' For the first time Angela felt her body
pulse with excitement.

'Look, Angela,
I appreciate what you're trying to do, but it's probably better
that I go.' He looked round at her. His face was bright red.

'Tell me
more,' she insisted.

'There isn't
any more to tell. I was all right at first but, after a while, I
kept thinking about that woman and what she had done to me, and it
got me all screwed up. I really ought to get myself sorted
out.'

'Lie on the
bed, Gary,' Angela said, in the tone of voice she had learnt from
Paula.

'No. Look,
it's all right...'

'Do as I
say.'

Gary looked
her in the eyes. What he saw there must have convinced him that she
was perfectly serious.

'Not like
that: lie on your stomach, you idiot.'

He rolled onto
his front. Immediately Angela raised her hand and slapped it across
his buttocks. His buttocks quivered.

'Is this what
she used to do to you?'

'Yes,' he
gasped.

'And this?'
She slapped him again. It made her hand tingle. But her sex was
tingling, too. She hit him three or four times in quick succession,
alternating the slaps between each buttock, making sure they shared
the pain.

She supposed
she should have been surprised that he wanted this treatment and, a
couple of months ago, she would have been. But after what she had
seen at Paula's, she could take it in her stride. She remembered
her friend telling her that there was no shortage of men wanting
her services. It appeared that such predilections were much more
common than she'd imagined.

Gary's body
was rigid. He had pressed his face down into the sheet, but gave a
little yelp at each slap, the sound muffled by the bedding.

'This is what
naughty boys deserve. Dirty little boys.'

Gary rolled
over. He grabbed Angela by the shoulders and pulled her down on the
bed beside him, kissing her passionately on the mouth. Where before
his mouth had been rather cold, now it was hot and wet. He crushed
his lips against her as he undulated his body, her breasts pressed
into his chest.

Like magic,
his erection had returned.

Gary pushed
her over onto her back and rolled on top of her. His cock jerked up
between her legs, found the opening of her vagina and lanced up
inside her. Angela gasped. It was hard and hot, its breadth
stretching her cunt apart. What she had done to Gary had excited
her as much as it clearly had him. She could feel her juices
flowing and her clit pulsing as he ground the base of his cock
against it.

'This is
naughty. You shouldn't be doing this to me,' she said, taking her
cue from what he had said.

These words
seemed to drive him wild. He drove his cock right up into her with
all his might, then pulled it all the way out, beginning to pump
into her violently.

'Naughty boy,
what a naughty boy,' she repeated, the words turning her on too.
This sudden onslaught was making her come. A whole raft of
delicious sensations were being provoked by the hard rod of hot
flesh that was reaming up into her.

She ran her
hands down over his back and caressed his buttocks. They were
radiating heat from the spanking she'd given them. She dug her
fingernails into them, urging him deeper. Both actions provoked him
further. It felt as though his cock was swelling again, getting
bigger and harder. He was going to come and, the extraordinary
thing was, she was going to come with him.

He thrust up
into her and held his cock there, using all his energy to bury it
as deep as it would go, his pubic bone crushing against her labia,
his whole body as rigid and hard as his cock. Angela felt her own
sex clench strongly around his phallus, which seemed to jerk in
response. A jet of semen spattered into the depths of her cunt,
then another and another. She could never remember feeling an
ejaculation so vividly. Instantly her own orgasm exploded, her body
shuddering, her vagina clenching convulsively around his cock, as
if trying to milk it of every last drop of semen. She clung to his
body for support as the vortex of pleasure overwhelmed her.

Eventually,
after what seemed like a long time, the feelings faded away. Gary
propped himself up on his elbows and stared down into her face.

'You didn't
mind at all, did you?' he said, with a serious expression.

'Mind? Why
should I mind? It was wonderful. You just needed the right sort of
encouragement.'

'You're really
something, Angela. A lot of women... I mean... I always thought it
would put them off.'

She didn't
like to tell him that it had the reverse effect. 'Well, it
didn't.'

She raised her
head and kissed him lightly on the lips. Before she knew it, the
kiss had got more passionate and he was pressing her head down on
the bed and plunging his tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it
hard. His cock had softened but it was still embedded in her sex.
As he moved his hand to her breast and searched for her nipple, she
felt it beginning to grow.

'You're
getting greedy,' she said.

'I know. It
feels so good in there.'

It did. Her
whole cunt was liquid, his juices mingling with hers.

'You're a very
naughty boy, aren't you?' She rubbed her hand against his buttocks.
They were still radiating heat.

'Yes.' The
word caused his cock to twitch again, engorging rapidly.

She raised her
hand and slapped it down on his left buttock.

'And this is
what naughty boys get, isn't it?'

'Oh yes,
please...'

 


 



Chapter
Nine

 


There was a
white envelope sitting in the middle of her desk when she arrived
for work the next morning.

She sat down and tore the envelope open. There was a postcard
inside with a picture of a Chagall painting. Written in bold italic
script on the reverse was the message: Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. It
was signed: Gary.

Sally Fennell
walked through the plate glass door a few minutes later. 'So how
did it go last night?' she said, sitting beside Angela's desk.

'Fine,' Angela
said, noncommittally. She hastily slid the card under a pile of
papers.

'Oh, come on,
let's have the dirt,' Sally said, grinning. 'Did he make a
pass?'

'He was the
perfect gentleman.'

'Don't believe
you.'

'It's true. It
was just business,' she lied. As much as she liked Sally, Angela
had no intention of telling her what had happened last night. It
would be as bad for her reputation in the office as it would be for
Gary. She didn't want anyone accusing her of getting on by sleeping
with the boss.

'Are you
seeing him again?'

'If I earn the
firm another bonus from Boyle Brothers Developments.'

'Boring.
That's really boring. I thought you'd have snogged him, at the very
least.'

'I told you,
it was just business.'

Sally got up
and went to her own desk and Angela began to think about work. It
was a busy morning. The weather had been good for the last week,
which always seemed to encourage buyers and sellers into the
office, and there was a constant stream of people wanting
attention.

Gary didn't
emerge from his office until ten to one. Angela spotted him as he
talked to Josephine, giving her a pile of papers to deal with. Then
he walked across the office towards her.

'Hi,' he
said.

Angela saw
Sally Fennell turn to watch.

'Hello,' she
said. 'The whole office is looking at us,' she warned.

'Could you
come to my office?' he said in measured tones. 'There's something
I'd like to discuss.'

'Certainly.
What time?'

'Say, ten
minutes?'

'Of
course.'

Gary smiled,
winked and walked back up the metal spiral staircase.

Ten minutes
later, Angela followed him. She was intercepted at the bottom of
the stairs by Sally.

'Where are you
going?' she asked, grinning broadly.

'I'm going to
talk to Gary about the new Boyle Brothers Developments
project.'

'Of course you
are,' Sally said.

'I am.'

'I don't
believe you.'

'That's up to
you,' Angela said. She walked up the stairs and knocked on his
office door.

'Come in.'

She had only
been into Gary's office a couple of times. It was small and crowded
with filing cabinets, with a large window overlooking the almost
constant traffic of Notting Hill Gate. She closed the door behind
her.

'I guess we
should have realised the gossips would be at work,' he said. His
desktop was piled high with papers but space had been made for a
bottle of white wine on his desk and two packets of sandwiches. 'I
thought you might like a bit of lunch. There's tuna and mayo or
crab salad. And wine?'

'Thanks.' She
sat down on the chair in front of his desk and felt an odd
sensation as she looked across at him. It took her a minute to
recognise that it was lust.

Gary poured
the wine and handed a glass across the desk. 'Cheers,' he said.

'Cheers,' she
repeated. 'So why did you really ask me up here?'

'Because I
haven't been able to stop thinking about you since last night. I
needed to see you. I have to know whether you're going to see me
again. You probably think I'm completely mad, don't you?'

'Mad? Why
should I think that?'

'It's hardly
normal behaviour, is it?'

'Gary, when it
comes to sex, I don't really think there's such a thing as normal.
We've all got our little peculiarities.'

Gary's face
was racked with anxiety. 'Not like that. You were wonderful last
night. You seemed to know exactly what to do. But it must have been
difficult for you. The point is, I've been going over it all again
and again and I think I can change, Angela, with your help. I
really do.'

'Hold on a
minute.' Angela sipped her wine. 'You're assuming rather a lot,
aren't you?'

'I know, I
know. That's why I had to see you. If you found it all too
embarrassing, if you think I'm mad, I'd rather know now. I promise
I'll never bother you again.'

'And if I
didn't?'

'Then I was
hoping you'd agree to see more of me.'

'That's not
what I meant.'

'I don't
understand.'

'What if I
didn't find it embarrassing at all? What if it turned me on?'

Gary's
expression registered astonishment.

'Didn't you
notice that, Gary? Didn't you see how randy I was?'

Gary was now
looking bemused. 'I just didn't...'

'You're a very
naughty boy, Gary. Very naughty.' Angela stood up. What she said
was true. Last night had excited her quite as much as her
experiences with Gregory. Gary's predilections were much milder,
but no less arousing. They appealed to Angela's desire to be
dominant, after all.

She wondered
whether he would respond well to the more outré pursuits available
in her treatment room. He had specifically wanted to be spanked but
she had the feeling that was probably only the tip of the iceberg,
when it came to his sexuality. The woman who he had spoken of, who
had introduced him to spanking as part of her sexual regimen, may
not have shaped his sexual desires but merely uncovered them. And
this seemed like a good time to put that theory to the test.

'What...?'
Gary stammered.

'You heard
me.'

'I
thought...'

'Stand up,'
Angela said, in the tone she had perfected over the last few
weeks.

Gary got to
his feet.

'Go to the
door and lock it.'

Obediently, he
did as he was told. There was a key in the lock and he turned it.
She noticed he kept his eyes down, not looking at her face.

'That's
better. Have you got a ruler?'

'A what?'

'A ruler? You
know what a ruler is, don't you?'

'There's one
in my top drawer.'

'Good. If you
want to see me again, Gary, you're going to have to prove to me
that you can be responsive to my needs, too.'

'Of course,
I'll do anything.' The puzzlement in Gary's eyes was beginning to
turn to excitement.

'I'm glad to
hear it. Come here.' She pointed to a spot immediately in front of
the desk. Gary stood on it. 'Now, reach over and get the ruler out
of the drawer.'

Gary obeyed,
stretching himself over the cluttered desktop and opening the
drawer. It took some fumbling before he finally found the ruler. It
was about two inches wide and made from white plastic.

Angela took
the ruler from his hand. She flexed it and then slapped it into the
palm of her other hand.

Gary started
to straighten up.

'Did I tell
you to move?'

'No.'

He flopped
back onto the desktop. It was not difficult to see that all this
was exciting him. He had not voiced a single word of protest.

'Naughty boys
have to be punished. Don't they?'

'Yes, Angela.'
His voice was breathy and shallow.

'And you have
been naughty, haven't you? A dirty little boy.'

'Yes.'

'How badly do
you think you should be punished?'

'Six,' he
hissed.

'Six it
is.'

Angela raised the ruler and slashed it down across his
buttocks. There was no satisfying thwack, but a dull thud.

'That's no
good, is it?'

'No.'

'Take your
trousers down. Come on, quickly.'

Gary
half-raised himself from the desk and unzipped his trousers. He
pulled them over his hips and they dropped to his knees. He settled
back on the desktop.

'And your
pants, you idiot,' Angela said.

Gary quickly
stripped his white briefs down too.

'That's much
better.'

Angela raised
the ruler and brought it down hard across his buttocks. This time,
the noise of plastic on flesh was much more resonant. The stroke
was so hard Gary gave a little yelp.

'Keep quiet.' Thwack. Thwack.
Thwack. Angela gave him three cuts in swift
succession. The ruler left a large area of reddened flesh
crisscrossed with thin stripes that were rapidly turning scarlet.
She caressed them, the coolness of her hand against the heat of his
buttocks making Gary produce an odd sobbing, choking
sound.

'Two more,'
she said softly. She was so excited, her nipples were as hard as
pebbles, and she could actually feel her juices running down the
silky walls of her vagina. Her panties and the crotch of her tights
were distinctly damp.

She stroked
the ruler down again. The flesh of his buttocks quivered and Gary
reared up from the desktop and yelped much louder this time.

'I can see I'm
going to have to gag you, if you carry on like this.'

Thwack. The final stroke was the
hardest of them all but Gary managed to suppress his exclamation.
He lay on the desk panting for breath, sweat running from his
forehead onto a buff file, making it darker.

'Up,' Angela
ordered.

'I can't,'
Gary said.

'What do you
mean, you can't?'

'I don't want
you to see.'

'See
what?'

He nodded down
towards his loins.

'Get up now,
Gary. I've seen your erection before.'

Gary stood up.
His cock was sticking out from the top of his thighs, reddened by
being trapped between his body and the desk.

'I couldn't
help it,' he said, looking pathetic.

'Well, there's
no point letting it go to waste,' Angela said. She was wearing a
blue blouse and a dark-blue pleated skirt. She flicked the skirt up
over her hips and leant over the desk, exactly as he had. 'Pull my
tights and panties down, Gary.'

She looked
over her shoulder to watch as he stepped forward. His hands were
trembling as he gathered the waistband of her tights and panties
and pulled them down over her hips.

'You know what
I want now?' she said.

Gary looked as
if he was in a trance. He gripped her hips and nudged his rampant
cock into the cleft of her buttocks. It felt incredibly hot.

'Come on,' she
urged, wriggling her buttocks from side to side.

His fingers
dug into her flesh. He pulled back, then thrust forward, his cock
plunging into her vagina.

Angela gasped.
This was exactly what she wanted. She felt her sex clench around
the hard rod of flesh.

'You're such a
naughty boy,' she gasped.

'Yes, I am,'
he agreed, beginning to pump into her.

She could feel
his cock throbbing. For a moment she thought he was going to come,
but he managed to control himself. He used all his strength to
thrust right up into her. In this position, cramped over the desk,
his cock seemed to go deeper than it had last night, filling her
completely, his glans up hard against the neck of her womb.

'Yes...' she
said.

She could see
the people outside on the street and the double-decker buses going
by, the passengers on the top deck on the same level as the office
window. There were venetian blinds behind the glass but, from the
startled expression on one woman's face as she peered in, they were
not obscuring a good view of what was going on.

Angela found
that, by grinding her hips slightly, she could catch the top of her
labia against the edge of the desk, bringing pressure on her
clitoris. It rewarded her with a huge surge of feeling. She was
coming. Quickly. Intensely. Astoundingly. She had never done
anything like this. Her sex life had been transformed. It was no
longer on the back burner and content to remain there. She had
found a way to promote it to the centre of her life. And that was
where she was determined it was going to stay.

The feelings
running through her body began to coalesce. She pushed her bottom
back at Gary, hoping to get him a millimetre deeper, then came, the
heat and hardness of his sex at the very core of all her feelings,
pushing her orgasm higher and deeper. At that exact moment he came
too, jets of semen spattering into her as he pumped his cock in and
out, not stopping until the very last drop had been deposited.

'Oh, God,' he
panted.

'Naughty boy,'
she said. Even completely satiated as he was, the word caused his
cock to spasm.

He stepped
back, his cock flopping out of her sex. It was so wet, it was
dripping. He pulled up his underpants and trousers.

'Now,' Angela
said calmly, straightening up and picking up her wine glass, 'I
need a drink.' She sipped the wine, then stooped to pull up her
tights. 'Did that answer your question, Gary?'

'What
question?' He looked completely bemused.

'About whether
I wanted to see you again.'

'Yes. Yes, I
suppose it did.'

'Well, at
least we've got that clear.'

The door
handle turned, then was rattled. 'Mr Roe, are you in there?'

'Josephine,'
Gary whispered. 'She never knocks.'

'Well, that's
something she's going to have to learn to do, in the future,'
Angela said, sitting on the chair in front of the desk and picking
up the tuna and mayo sandwich. She took a big bite, the filling
dripping onto her chin. 'Don't you think?'

 


'Another glass
of champagne, my dear?'

'Thank
you.'

The butler
poured the Dom Perignon into her tall crystal flute.

'More coffee,
madam?'

'Not for me,'
Angela said.

'No, thank
you, Charles, I think that will be all for now.'

'Shall I tell
Tom to have the car ready, sir?'

'If you
would.'

Angela
Strickland had visited Sir Archibald Clarke on several occasions.
The routine had been exactly the same. The butler had led her up to
the vast bedroom, where Archibald had awaited her in his velvet
robe. Afterwards, they would retire to the dining room downstairs,
where they would dine off champagne, oysters and lobsters or Dover
sole. A chauffeur-driven Bentley had then taken her home.

Archibald was
so pleased with her services that he had agreed to take over the
payments on her mortgage, as Gregory had predicted.

'Well, here's
to you my dear, and our...' he searched for the right word,
'...association.'

They clinked
glasses and sipped the wine.

'You really
are a marvel, my dear,' he said. 'In my position I could never have
risked going to... well, you know... a woman of the streets. Any
publicity...'

'I
understand.'

'I owe Gregory
a big favour.'

And Gregory
was astute enough, Angela thought, to make sure he collected on
it.

'There's
something I would like to ask you,' Archibald said, looking
serious.

Tonight Angela
had made Archibald crawl around on the floor on all fours, while
she had beaten his buttocks with a school cane. It had been, she
told him, a punishment for not licking her shoes properly. After
eight strokes, which had left his bottom red and welted, she had
tied him to the bedpost and lay on the bed in front of him and
masturbated, this time still wearing the PVC mac.

'Go
ahead.'

'I wondered if
you might have a friend.'

Angela smiled
to herself. 'A friend?' she asked, knowing perfectly well what was
coming next. Gregory must have asked Paula the same question. It
was his desire to have another woman watching him being put through
his paces that had really started this whole adventure.

Archibald
blushed. 'Someone who might join you.'

'I think I
might be able to arrange that.'

'Someone
discreet, of course. Someone you could trust.'

'Sounds like
fun,' she said.

'Really? I
mean, I would only want her to watch.'

'Oh. I thought
you had something a little more interesting in mind,' Angela said,
miming disappointment.

'Interesting?'
he replied in a fractured voice.

'Yes. Would
you be shocked to know that I like women, too?'

'You do?' he
said, his voice betraying his excitement.

'Yes. I
thought that's what you meant. Watching me with another woman.
Wouldn't you like that? Of course, you would have to be severely
restrained.'

'Could you...
would you?'

'But you'd
have to come to my flat. I want you to come there anyway, Archie. I
think it's time you visited me. There's lots of new things I can do
to you there.'

'All
right.'

'Good. I'll
see what I can arrange.' She hadn't seen Paula for a couple of
weeks. It would be exciting to repeat the performance they had
given Gregory.

'And there's
something else.' Archibald looked nervous.

'Yes?'

'I don't want
you to be offended.'

'I won't be, I
promise.'

'It's just
that there's a colleague I work with very closely. He's a good chap
but, like me, he's in the public eye. I know he has very similar
tastes. I wondered...'

'You want me
to meet him?'

'Yes.'

Angela thought
about that for a moment. With Gregory, she had always been able to
kid herself that she was his mistress, set up in a little flat in
the time-honoured way. And now the fact that Archibald was paying
her mortgage rather than giving her money after each visit made it
easy to pretend that she was not a prostitute. But if Archibald
introduced her to another man, he would expect to pay her,
presumably in cash, and then the fragile pretence she maintained
would be shattered.

On the other
hand, she needed furniture for her flat, would have loved a larger
wardrobe of clothes, as well as her ever-growing collection of
lingerie, and would have liked a car. The truth was that, ever
since she had walked into Archibald's house carrying her doctor's
bag, she had sold her services to him, just as a prostitute would.
Would it really make any difference to her if she performed for
another total stranger who actually gave her money? She liked to
think that if Sir Archibald Clarke had been physically repulsive or
abhorrent in any other way, she would have walked straight out of
his house, however much money he was offering her. As long as she
used the same criteria with Archibald's friend, she decided, she
couldn't see any reason to object.

There was
another element, too. In the end, despite the economic realities,
she was doing this to enjoy herself. Lying upstairs this evening,
with the PVC mac creaking underneath her and Archibald's eyes
riveted to her sex, she had come explosively. She loved teasing and
tormenting men. She loved being in control. And she saw no reason
why she should restrict herself to one man.

'All right,'
she said.

'You're not
offended, are you?'

'Of course
not. When can I meet him?'

'I'll arrange
it all,' Archibald said, smiling. 'I'm sure you'll like him.'

'I'm sure I
will.'

 


'Hi.'

'Angie, how
are you?'

'I'm fine.
It's not too late, is it?' Angela had called Paula the moment she
got home. It was nearly midnight.

'Of course
not. I got rid of my last client half an hour ago, had a long bath
and went to bed. I'm lying here, watching the late night movie. I
haven't seen you for weeks.'

'That's really
why I'm calling. You remember I told you about this man Gregory had
introduced me to?'

'Yes.'

'Well, you can
guess what's coming next, can't you?'

'He wants a
threesome. Just like Gregory.'

'Exactly.'

'Well, that
would be nice.'

'You gave me
two hundred, remember? Is that all right?'

'As it's you,
I'd do it for nothing, sweetheart. I get quite randy thinking about
you.'

'I seem to be
randy all the time, these days. I've discovered a little secret
about my boss.'

'Really? More
B and D?'

'Showing all
the signs. He likes being spanked. I haven't introduced him to
anything stronger, yet.'

'You have been
busy. Wish you were here now. I could just do with that artful
little mouth of yours doing lovely things to my pussy.' Paula's
voice was suddenly low and breathy. 'Where are you?'

'In my sitting
room.'

'Pity. I
thought you'd be lying naked in bed with a nice big dildo in your
hand. Are you still dressed?'

'Yes.'

'Blouse,
bra?'

'Yes.'

'Are your
nipples hard? Mine are.' Paula gasped. 'Just tweaked one. God, I'm
getting hot.'

Angela
imagined Paula's fingers pinching her big nipple, the flesh of her
breast warm and soft. She moved her hand up to her left breast. Her
nipple was hardening rapidly.

'You've got
beautiful tits,' Paula told her.

'So have
you.'

'Run your hand
up your leg. Are you wearing tights?'

'No.
Hold-ups.'

'Panties?'

'Yes.'

'Pull the
crotch aside. Push your fingers in there.'

Angela was
sitting on her new cherry-red sofa in her sitting room. She
stretched her legs out and spread them apart, running her hand up
under her skirt and over her shiny stocking until it reached the
creamy flesh of her thigh. She rubbed her fingers against the silky
black crotch of her panties. The crotch was damp from her earlier
exertions. She felt her clitoris throb. She had already come once,
tonight, but it responded as if this was the first time.

She moaned
exaggeratedly, so Paula would be able to hear.

'I've pulled
all the bedclothes off. I'm lying here naked with my legs spread
right out and my knees bent. I'm going to finger my clit.' Paula
gave a little exclamation. 'Oh, lovely, it's so big. Wish you could
suck on it for me. Can you see it, Angie?'

Angela could
see a clear picture of Paula's sex. She remembered how it had been
poised above her face, Paula's thighs spread apart, her puffy labia
exposing the little button of her clit.

'Yes.' She
pushed her fingers down the length of her labia until she felt the
opening of her vagina. Teasing herself, she circled it with a
finger but did not push inside.

A loud humming
erupted on the line. She heard Paula whimper. 'Oh, God, that feels
good.'

'Are you using
a dildo?'

'Tell you the
truth, Angie, you interrupted me. I was just getting myself worked
up when you rang. I've got that big black rubber vibrator right up
my pussy. Oh... and I was going to use the other one on my
clit.'

'Don't let me
stop you.' Angela could hear the passion in the woman's voice and
it was turning her on. She thrust two and then three fingers into
her own sex and that made it worse, the sticky wetness and the heat
of her own sex making her whole body shudder.

'Do it with
me,' Paula said.

'Yes.' Angela
slid her fingers in and out of the slick wet tube of her vagina.
She jammed the phone under her shoulder so she could use the middle
finger of her other hand to frot against her clit. She squirmed her
shoulders from side to side, pushing her breasts out against the
black lace bra she was wearing, so her nipples rubbed against the
cups.

'What are you
doing?' Paula gasped.

'I've got my
fingers in my pussy, and I'm doing my clit.'

'Oh, yes. Oh
God, Angie...' The humming noise got louder and, a few seconds
later, Paula made a little high-pitched keening noise. The phone
sounded as if it had been dropped. In the distance the humming
sound stopped.

Angela's body
was undulating to the same rhythm that her fingers were using to
saw in and out of her body. She flicked at her clitoris, each
movement producing a surge of feeling. In her mind, the image of
Paula's naked body stretched out on her bed was replaced by seeing
herself as if from above, her body bent over Gary's desk as he
stood behind her, his cock reaming into her with seemingly
impossible speed.

'Oh yes, yes,
that's just...' Her finger had found the tiniest of spots on her
clit, where every sexual nerve in her body seemed to be
concentrated, and rubbed it furiously. She felt her vagina clutch
reflexively at her fingers and she came, a sharp, almost painful
wave of ecstasy breaking over her, making her toss her head
violently from side to side.

'Are you all
right?'

Angela began
to laugh. 'Jesus, you can even turn me on over the phone.'

'It's mutual,
I assure you. Mmm... my pussy feels like it just wants to curl up
and go to sleep.'

'I'll ring you
tomorrow. We'll set a date.'

'Good idea. I
just want to drift off to sleep now. Sweet dreams.'

'Somehow,
tonight, I don't think I'll dream at all.'

 


He was short
and on the thin side of slender. His brown hair had been cut short
and he wore a navy suit with a light blue shirt. Oddly he wasn't
wearing a tie, though he looked as if he had only just taken it
off, as if making an effort to be casual.

Angela
recognised him immediately. Like Sir Archibald Clarke, he appeared
regularly in the financial pages of the newspapers, the head of
some major insurance group.

'Good
evening,' he said. 'I'm Phillip Menzies.'

The
arrangement was that they should meet in the bar at the Regency
Park Hotel. Angela had told him she would be wearing her white suit
with a cream blouse. The blouse was tight, with a sweetheart
neckline.

'Pleased to
meet you,' she said, extending her hand. He took it and shook it.
He had small, almost doll-like hands that were as soft as hers. His
fingernails were immaculately manicured.

The bar at the
Regency was plush and American, with deep pleated leather
banquettes arranged around circular tables. Phillip Menzies
squeezed behind the table and sat beside her. A waiter appeared at
once.

'What would
you like, sir?' he said. He was young and effete. From the rather
obvious way he was admiring Phillip, Angela thought he was probably
gay.

'Just mineral
water.'

'With
gas?'

'No. Evian
still, please.'

'Certainly,
sir.'

The waiter
walked away.

'I'm really
delighted to meet you,' Phillip said. He looked nervous, his eyes
not meeting hers.

He had rested
his hands on the table and Angela put hers on top of them.

'It's all
right,' she said. 'I'm not going to bite.'

'I didn't
think you'd be so young. Or so beautiful.'

'Didn't Archie
describe me?'

'Yes. I
suppose I didn't listen. Here, this is for you.' He took a plain
white envelope from his jacket pocket and pushed it into her lap
under the table. Angela slipped it into the black doctor's bag that
was sitting on the seat beside her.

'Your water,
sir,' the waiter said, reappearing. Again he studied Phillip
studiously as he unscrewed the top of the bottle and poured the
water into a glass stacked with ice.

'Thank you.'
The waiter's attentions were not returned and he walked away.

'Cheers,'
Phillip said.

Angela raised
her gin and tonic. 'Cheers.'

'Archie did
explain everything?'

'Of course.
Don't look so worried, Phillip.'

'It's been a
long time. I used to know this woman. She was very understanding.
Very. Then I got married and my wife... You don't mind me telling
you this, do you?'

'Of course
not.'

'I suppose I
thought that, being married, I could just forget about my other
urges. I really tried, too. But the more I tried to put them aside,
the more they reasserted themselves. And my wife. Well, she was
only into absolutely straight sex. She won't hear of anything...
outré.'

'Did you
try?'

'Oh yes, I
tried. That's why we got divorced. It cost me a lot of money. She
threatened to go public. The whole thing was a terrible mistake.
And, like Archie, I can hardly trust a... a...'

'A
prostitute?'

'Exactly. I've
had one or two girlfriends and I've made gentle hints, but none of
them ever took me up on them.'

'So are you
going to tell me?'

'I'd rather
show you, if you don't mind.'

'Show me?'

'I've booked a
room upstairs.'

'All right.
Let's go.' Angela finished the remains of her drink. She had the
feeling that Phillip was so nervous, if she didn't act quickly he
was going to change his mind.

They squeezed
out from the table and Phillip signed the bill at the bar, the
waiter eyeing him hopefully again.

There was a
lift on the other side of the marble foyer and Phillip led the way
over to it. They travelled up to the fifth floor.

'You could
have come to my flat,' Angela said.

'I thought
this would be more discreet.'

He took her by
the elbow and led her along a wide corridor decorated with prints
of the works of Constable and Turner, the windows draped with heavy
flounced and tie-backed curtaining. A computer card operated the
locks on the doors and Phillip took his from his wallet and slipped
it into the brass lock on the door. The lock sprang open.

'Home,' he
said with a nervous smile.

The room was
large and luxurious, with a thick dark-red carpet and red-and-cream
patterned wallpaper. The bed was low and wide, and covered with a
counterpane that matched the checkered red curtains that had been
drawn across the window.

Angela put the
doctor's bag on the bed.

'I find this
terribly embarrassing,' Philip said.

'It doesn't
have to be,' she said. 'I'm unshockable, Phillip.' She wondered if
that was true. She had seen a lot in the last months, but she knew
there was a lot more that she had not experienced. Paula had told
her some of the more extreme things men had asked her to do and she
couldn't see herself coping with them.

'All right,'
he said. 'I have to go to the bathroom. I'll leave you with this.'
There was a small photo album on the bedside table. He handed it to
her then almost ran into the bathroom. She could hear the door
being locked behind him.

Angela opened
the album. It had about ten pages and each had a single photograph
covered in glossy transparent plastic. The first was a head and
shoulders of a young woman in a rather plain green dress. She had
wavy brown hair and a pretty rather than a beautiful face. She was
staring into the camera with an expression that suggested she found
it hard to smile, despite the fact that was what the photographer
was probably urging her to do. The setting, as well as the rather
old-fashioned cut of the dress, and the slightly faded quality of
the photograph itself, suggested that it had been taken some time
ago.

Angela turned
the page. The next photograph was of the same woman in the same
dress but a full-length view. She was wearing brown high heels and
tan-coloured nylon sheathed her legs. On the opposite page, the
dress had been removed. It was lying on an armchair to the woman's
left and the woman was pictured in a lacy white bra, a wide lacy
suspender belt supporting the tan stockings and old fashioned
panties with wide sides that reached from her waist to the top of
her thighs. Rather unusually, she was wearing the suspender belt
over the briefs.

Again Angela
turned the page. The dress had been removed from the chair and the
woman was kneeling in front of it, with her head bowed. In the
photograph on the opposite page the woman in the white lingerie had
turned to face the chair, still on her knees. Sitting in the chair
now was an elegant redhead who was probably in her mid thirties.
She was wearing a tight-fitting dress that looked as if it were
made from burnished gold, and beige stiletto heels. She had her
legs crossed and Angela thought she could glimpse a flash of thigh
above the top of black stockings.

On the next
page the redhead was sitting in the chair again in exactly the same
position, but had taken off her dress. She was now wearing a white
heavily boned basque, its long suspenders stretched tautly over her
slender and shapely thighs. The other woman had moved around to the
side and was bent forward with her mouth pressed to one of the
woman's shoes. The next photograph was identical, except that the
woman's mouth had moved to the other shoe, the one that was raised
in the air, and was licking it with her tongue.

On the next
page the kneeling woman was facing away from the camera. Her arms
had been drawn behind her back and her wrists were crossed and
bound with white rope. Rope had also been wound around her arms,
just above the elbows, and pulled so tight her elbows almost
touched. The woman's ankles were bound together too, and a rope
from them ran up to her wrists, binding the two together and making
it impossible for her to stand up. The redhead was standing beside
her, also facing away from the camera, her hand on the other
woman's shoulder. Angela could see that her stockings had a
fully-fashioned heel and a seam. The seam was absolutely straight
and seemed to emphasise the regular contours of her spectacularly
long legs. She was not wearing panties and her apple-shaped
buttocks jutted out under the hem of the basque. Even though her
legs were closed, there was a hollow at the top of her thighs and
Angela could see a wisp of hair. In the photograph on the opposite
page, the redhead was sitting in the chair again. Her legs were
apart but the view of her sex was obscured by the other woman's
head. She was kneeling between the woman's legs and appeared to be
staring at her sex.

Angela turned
the page. The bound woman had leant forward, her lips obviously
pressed to the redhead's sex. The redhead had dug her fingers into
the woman's hair and was clearly holding her head tightly. Her eyes
were staring straight into the camera, her expression set. Angela
had seen that look before; it was the look of a dominatrix. The
woman was in total charge.

The next
photograph showed her with her thighs hooked over the other woman's
shoulders and her head back, her creamy thighs visible on either
side of the woman's cheeks. This time, Angela could not see her
eyes.

And that was
it. The rest of the pages of the book were empty. Twenty minutes
later the bathroom door opened. A woman with brown wavy hair
wearing a plain green dress, tan nylons and brown high heels walked
out. Angela was not surprised. Though with full make-up, carefully
drawn eyebrows, and eye shadow and mascara, the woman looked as
feminine as she had in the photograph, there was no doubt that it
was Phillip Menzies. The photograph album had been his way of
telling her what he wanted. The redhead was no doubt the woman he
had mentioned in the bar downstairs, the woman who had understood
his needs.

Angela got up
and opened the doctor's bag, then sat on the edge of the bed. She
crossed her legs. She wondered if the woman had demanded he dress
up like that or whether it had been his own idea.

'What's your
name?' she asked.

'Phillipa.'
Phillip stood staring at the floor.

She should
have known. She thought of Harriet and Harry.

'Do you know
what I am, Phillipa?'

'No, I
don't.'

'The woman in
the photographs. I'm like her, Phillipa. She demanded things of
you, didn't she?'

'Yes.'

'How did you
address her?'

'She made me
call her "madam".'

'You must call
me that, too. Did she make you wear these clothes?'

'Yes, madam;
it pleased her.'

'Good. Because
it pleases me too. I like women. I like to see you dressed as a
woman.'

'Thank you,
madam.'

'Get on your
knees.' She changed her tone of voice and barked this command
out.

Phillip fell
to his knees. Angela pointed at her feet. 'You know what to
do.'

'Yes,
madam.'

He sunk to the
floor and started licking her left shoe, which was still on the
floor. He licked all around it enthusiastically, then turned to her
right, which was dangling in the air.

Angela watched
him. He made a pretty woman. His legs had been shaved and were
shapely, his body was slight and his small-featured face could
easily have been feminine. Now she knew exactly what was expected
of her, she found that she could relax. She was quite happy to let
this man perform as he had performed in the photographs.

'That's
enough.'

Phillip
stopped immediately but did not move, waiting for his orders.

'I want you to
take that dress off.'

'Yes,
mistress.'

Phillip
struggled to unzip the dress, not as practised as a woman in such
matters. Eventually he managed to grip the tongue of the zip. He
grasped the hem and pulled it over his head. He was wearing the
same lingerie as in the photographs. The lacy bra was stuffed with
two jelly-like prosthetics, so realistic that it was difficult to
distinguish them from the real thing.

'Now put your
hands behind your back and turn around.'

Phillipa
obeyed.

Angela reached
into the doctor's bag. She did not have the white rope featured in
the photograph, but she had brought the tough leather cuffs and
straps she used on Archie. She wrapped one pair around Phillip's
wrists and buckled them tight, then did the same with another pair
just above his elbows. She took out a wide leather strap and wound
it around his delicate feminine ankles, and buckled that tight too.
As she got to her feet and admired her work, she felt a familiar
pang of arousal. There was something about putting a man into
bondage that never failed to excite her.

'Turn round
again,' she ordered.

Phillip found
it much more difficult to accomplish this feat with his arms and
legs bound, but eventually managed to shuffle around until he was
facing the bed again.

Angela
unzipped her white skirt and let it slide to the floor. She stepped
out of it and laid it on the bed. With the envelope of money
stuffed into the doctor's bag, and the photo album telling her
exactly what was required of her, there was no disguising from
herself that she was behaving exactly like a prostitute. But that
didn't inhibit her. She was here because she wanted to be. She had
a role to play and she relished it.

'You know what
I want you to do, don't you?' she said.

'Yes,
mistress.'

'Good.' She
pulled her jacket off, stripped the tight blouse over her head and
ran her fingers through her long blonde hair. She was wearing a
cream silk bra, matching thong panties and a narrow suspender belt
supporting her flesh-coloured stockings. She pulled her panties
down her legs, let them drop to the floor, then stooped to pick
them up. She held them to Phillip's face and stroked his cheek with
the silky material.

'Does that
feel nice, Phillipa?'

'Yes,
mistress, lovely,' he said, half-closing his eyes. She saw him
inhale the scent of her perfume she had dabbed between her thighs,
mixed with the musky aroma of her sex.

Angela knelt
on the bed. She crawled round until she was right in front of him,
then spread her knees apart. Her pubis was neatly framed by the
suspender belt and stocking-tops. She began to stroke the furry
hair, letting her finger drift down into her labia. Her clitoris
was already swollen. It welcomed her intrusion with a little jolt
of pleasure.

Phillip's eyes
stared straight ahead. She could see that the old-fashioned white
nylon panties were tented by the outline of his erection.

Angela
unclipped her bra, cupped both her breasts in her hands, pinched
her hard nipples and felt a surge of arousal. She moved closer to
him, then sat on the edge of the bed. Just as the woman in the
photograph had done, she reached forward and ran her fingers into
the brown hair of his wig, pulling him down onto her sex.

Phillip's
mouth was small and neat. She felt his tongue gently searching for
her clit. When he found the little nub of nerves he pressed it back
against the underlying bone, then relaxed, then pressed it back
again, establishing a rhythm. At the same time his tongue seemed to
slide over it in a circular motion. She had never experienced this.
Her clit seemed to flutter, like a butterfly, producing a whole
raft of new sensations.

Angela lay
back on the bed, raising her thighs and hooking them over his
shoulders, bending her knees and digging her heels into his back.
Now he had access to the rest of her sex, he immediately slithered
his mouth down to her vagina. His tongue played around the
entrance, then began stroking up and down her sex, from her clit to
the little puckered hole of her anus. At the top it paused briefly
to press on her clit, producing a surge of sensation, then stroked
back again with a rhythm as regular as the second hand of a
clock.

Angela felt
her body beginning to tremble. She had never felt anything quite
like this. Instead of all her feelings being concentrated on her
clit this treatment was sensitising the whole length of her
pussy.

Briefly she
raised her head to look down at him. For all intents and purposes
it was a woman's face that was plying between her legs, and
certainly he had a woman's sensitivity. Only Paula had licked and
sucked her as beautifully as this.

Her head
dropped back. The feelings gathering in her body were irresistible.
The long trail of his tongue left an indelible impression in her.
Her vagina was alive and she could feel her juices running down the
inner walls. As her muscles locked in response to all this
provocation and her eyes were forced closed, she arched her back up
off the bed and her orgasm gushed over her. At exactly that moment,
Phillip crushed his mouth to the entrance of her vagina and she
felt his tongue darting inside while his nose pressed on her clit.
This caused another explosion at the epicentre of her orgasm, even
bigger than the first, as though she had come twice, every muscle
and sinew stretched now like a piano string.

Slowly the
feelings leached away. For a second, as she opened her eyes, she
found it hard to remember where she was. The walls of the hotel
room came into focus and she raised her head and looked down at
Phillip. He was kneeling in front of her, his mouth and chin wet,
his pale red lipstick smeared.

'You're very
good at that,' she said.

'Thank you,
madam.'

The bulge in
the white nylon panties was beginning to disappear and there was a
large damp stain spreading in its place.

 


 



Chapter
Ten

 


'So what
happened then?'

'He went into
the bathroom and changed. He asked me if he could call me
again.'

Paula sipped
her champagne, her legs curled up under her. She was wearing a
skintight black PVC catsuit. It had full sleeves and a high collar,
but an elongated diamond-shaped cut-out from just underneath the
neck to just above her belly button provided a tantalising view of
her big breasts, which looked as if they might escape through it at
any moment. She had taken off her black leather ankle-boots.

'And what did
you say?'

'I said I'd
think about it.' She grinned. 'Actually, the way he made me feel,
I'd do it for nothing.'

'That
good?'

'Mmm... just
thinking about it makes me feel all mushy here.' She pressed her
fingertips into her belly.

'Just looking
at you makes me feel the same,' Paula said, smiling.

Sir Archibald
Clarke had arrived half an hour ago. He had given Angela an
envelope containing two hundred pounds and had then been taken into
the treatment room. Paula had got there fifteen minutes later.

'More
wine?'

There was a
bottle of red wine on the coffee table in front of them. Paula
nodded and Angela refilled their glasses.

'And how's
business?' Paula asked.

'Very good. I
think I've sold two more flats in this new development. One more,
and we've sold the whole block. That's another bonus. And another
dinner with the boss.'

Paula laughed.
'Have you shown him the treatment room yet?'

'Not yet. But
I was very strict with him the other day. He really got turned on
by it and so did I.'

'Sounds like
the perfect match.' Paula sipped her wine. 'Come on, looking at you
is making me randy. If we don't go in there soon I'll rape you
right here.'

Paula lowered
her feet into the high-heeled ankle-boots, picked up the small
nylon holdall she had brought with her, then got up and helped
Angela to her feet. They walked down the hall to the treatment
room. Angela took a deep breath, smiled at her friend then opened
the door.

'Good
evening,' she said. 'I hope we haven't kept you waiting.'

Archie was
standing in the middle of the room between the two posts. Angela
had suspended a long metal bar from the ceiling at the level of his
shoulders and strapped his arms along it at right-angles to his
body. His legs were bound together by more straps at his ankles,
knees and thighs. He was naked but for a tight leather helmet that
covered his whole head, though it had slots for his mouth and eyes.
He had agreed to pay the money, on condition that Angela masked his
face and did not tell her friend who he was.

'May I
introduce Paula?'

Archie's eyes
stared at the brunette appreciatively as she walked over to him.
She ran her hand down his chest and tweaked his nipple, then
slapped it against his cock, which was already beginning to
engorge.

'Good
evening,' she said. 'Can't you do any better than this?' She
slapped his cock again. It was springing to attention rapidly now.
'That's better,' she said. She took it in her hand and began
wanking it slowly up and down.

'He's on
punishment,' Angela said. 'He's not allowed to come.'

'Punishment.
How interesting. I love punishing men.'

'Be my
guest.'

Paula walked
back across the room and Angela saw Archie's eyes staring at her
big oval buttocks, tightly covered in the black PVC. The catsuit
was so tight the material had buried itself right up between her
legs. She put the nylon holdall on top of the chest of drawers,
unzipped it and fished inside. She came out with a tear-shaped
piece of metal about the size of a golf ball. It was attached to a
leather strap by a six-inch chain. Angela remembered she had seen
it before. 'This will make him more comfortable.'

She lifted
Archie's erection and wound the strap under his balls and around
the base of his shaft. He moaned as she let go of the weight and it
bobbed against his thighs. She flicked it with her fingers so it
swung from side to side, like a pendulum.

'Much better,'
Angela said. She was wearing a silk translucent robe. She unknotted
the belt and slipped it off. Underneath she wore one of Mrs
Beatty's leather creations, a tightly waisted merry widow corset
with a quarter-cup bra supporting but not hiding her firm breasts.
It was made from the subtlest white leather, and was laced up the
front with black satin laces. Its long white satin suspenders
supported flesh-coloured stockings, pulling their deep welts into
chevrons that banded her thighs. Her four-inch heels were made from
white patent leather.

'A crop
tonight, I think,' Paula said, going back to the chest of drawers
and picking up Angela's riding crop.

'And a tawse.
Why don't we give him a taste of both?'

Angela smiled.
She was enjoying herself. She was in her element. The sight of
Archie bound so helplessly and the anticipation of having Paula
again, of feeling her voluptuous body pressed into hers, was making
her tingle. She picked up the leather tawse.

'Who's going
to go first?' Paula said.

'Let him
choose,' Angela suggested. She had grown fond of Archie over the
last few weeks. He was always excessively polite, had never treated
her with anything but consideration and courtesy, and had always
thanked her profusely for what she had done. She could see that he
was actually trembling with excitement. He had no doubt dreamt
about this fantasy for a long time and had never dared do anything
about it before. 'Who is it to be, Archie?'

'Mistress
Paula,' he said.

'Good choice,'
Paula said. 'I think we'd better gag him. We don't want any
complaints from the neighbours. He looks to me the type who makes a
lot of noise.' Paula went back to her holdall and took out a thick
rubber strap. Attached to the inside of the strap was a tongue-like
piece of black rubber. Unceremoniously, she crammed the tongue into
Archie's mouth, then strapped the rubber around his head.

'Ready?' she
said.

He nodded his
head.

Paula walked behind him. She ran the leather loop at the tip
of the whip all the way down his back from his neck to his
buttocks, then all the way back up again, then slowly raised her
arm. Thwack. The
sound of leather on flesh echoed around the small room.
Thwack. Archie cried out
loud but the sound was muffled by the gag. Thwack.

Angela watched
his reactions. His body was shaking like a leaf in the wind. She
was always amazed at the effect pain had. Archie's cock was rigid
now, every vein prominent, and his eyes were blazing with
excitement. He was trying to free himself from the straps that
bound his arms - not, she knew, because he wanted to escape, but
because the feeling of constriction added to his arousal. A tear of
fluid had formed at the slit of his cock.

'Now we can
have a scientific experiment,' Angela said. 'The tawse compared
with the whip.'

She walked
around the other side of him. His backside was red raw, with four
deep weals, one almost purple, cutting across his flesh. The other
shadowy weals, the result of the beating she had given him last
week, were also more pronounced now.

Paula smiled
at her and kissed her lightly on the mouth, her hand gently
caressing her breast. 'You look good enough to eat,' she said.

'Promises,
promises.'

Angela raised
the tawse and slashed it down across Archie's buttocks. The noise
it made was quite different from the whip, a lower, swishing sound.
But Archie's whole body shuddered and he gasped into the gag.

'Four more, I
think.'

Each blow made
his buttocks quiver. Each produced a gasp of pain. Each increased
the tension in his body visibly, his cock jerking up against the
weight that was attached to it.

'And one for
good luck.' Angela raised the tawse and slashed it down across the
meat of his buttocks with all her might. The whipping had excited
her quite as much as it evidently had excited Archie. She felt her
sex squirming.

'That's quite
enough.' Paula had walked around in front of Archie and was
examining him carefully. She took his glans between her thumb and
forefinger and pinched it so hard it went white.

'Shall we
blindfold him now?' Angela asked.

'Nooo...'
Archie tried to say desperately, shaking his head. Being deprived
of sight was not part of his fantasy.

Angela stood
beside her friend, putting her arm around her waist. 'No, let him
watch.' She pushed her hand into the diamond slit of Paula's
catsuit and cupped her large breast, Paula's flesh felt deliciously
warm and soft. Gently, she rolled Paula's nipple between her
fingers. The brunette moaned, then turned towards Angela and kissed
her lightly, licking her lower lip with her tongue.

'Let's get
more comfortable,' Paula whispered. She pulled away. The PVC
catsuit had two zips. One ran from the collar to the top of the
diamond cut-out, and the other from the bottom of the cut-out right
down into her crotch. Paula unzipped the top zip and pulled it
down, then wriggled her arms out of the tight sleeves. In the
process her breasts escaped.

Angela saw
Archie's cock twitch as his eyes took in the spectacle.

Paula pulled
off her boots and slid the second zip down, wriggling out of the
rest of the garment, the tight PVC clinging to her body. She
wrestled it over her hips and down her legs. Underneath she was
wearing jet-black crotchless tights, the whole area of her sex
including her mons exposed, neatly framed by the opaque nylon. The
nylon was so shiny it looked like wet paint.

'They're very
sexy,' Angela said.

'He thinks so
too,' Paula said. Archie was staring at Paula's mons.

Paula went to
the holdall and took out a torpedo-shaped vibrator, made from cream
plastic. 'I thought this might come in useful.'

Angela
laughed. She went to the top drawer of the chest of drawers and
took out an almost identical device in pink. 'Snap,' she said.

She wrapped
her arms around Paula and kissed her on the lips again, this time
crushing their bodies together. With her in the white high heels
while Paula was barefoot, they were almost the same height and she
could feel the pulpy flesh of their breasts ballooning out against
each other. She ran her hand down over Paula's nylon-sheathed
buttocks, caressing the malleable flesh.

'God, I want
you,' she whispered.

'Take me,
then,' Paula replied.

Which is
exactly what she did. She took hold of Paula's hand and pulled her
over to the bed. They sat on the edge of it and kissed again,
noisily, their mouths sucking and licking at each other, their
tongues dancing together. Angela's hand crushed Paula's breast back
against her chest and Paula did the same to her.

Slowly they
fell back, their legs twined together, the hard curves of their
pubic bones grinding against each other as their bodies undulated
with increasing need. Angela rolled on top of Paula, pressing her
thigh between her legs until she could feel the heat of the
brunette's sex against it. She pushed the muscle of her thigh up
until Paula's labia were splayed apart and she thought she could
actually feel the opening of her vagina leaking juices onto
her.

Their bodies
seemed to meld together. Angela's pulse was racing. Having sex with
a woman was still new enough to her to find the difference between
a man and a woman's body incredibly exciting. The fact that she was
making love to a mirror image of herself, with the same erogenous
zones and the same sensitivities, meant that every time she felt
Paula's body react to an intimate caress, her body seemed to react
in exactly the same way, too. It wasn't just that which was driving
her excitement. There was the element of the forbidden, too. She
had always thought that sex with a woman was taboo, a terrible sin.
The fact that she was lying here, embracing and being embraced by
one of the most voluptuous and beautiful women she had ever seen,
seemed terribly wicked and she found that incredibly arousing.

Up to the
moment they had climbed onto the bed, Angela supposed that part of
what they had been doing was a performance, orchestrated for
Archie's benefit. But now Archie was almost forgotten. She was
doing this for herself. Breaking away from Paula's fleshy lips,
Angela pulled herself onto her knees, and straddled Paula's chest,
feeling Paula's breasts resting against her inner thighs. She took
her pink vibrator and turned it on, then ran the tip down from
Paula's belly button to her mons, where the black nylon tights were
cut open to reveal her stubbly pubic hair.

But Paula was
not in the mood to be passive. She reached up and wrapped her hands
around Angela's thighs, just above the welts of her stockings, and
pulled her back until her sex was poised above Paula's mouth.
Without any hesitation Paula raised her head and planted her mouth
squarely on Angela's sex. She took hold of the left side of
Angela's labia and sucked it, drawing it out until it was stretched
taut. At the same time she spread her own legs apart, bending them
at the knee, presenting Angela - and Archie, of course - with a
view of her open sex, framed by the black nylon. Her labia parted
and her vagina winked open.

Angela leant
forward. She slotted her tongue into the narrow channel of Paula's
sex and moved it up to her clitoris. As it butted up against the
swollen nut of nerves, she ran the vibrator down onto it too, so
her tongue and Paula's clit were both affected by the vibration.
She slid her other hand under Paula's thigh and up to her vagina,
prodding two fingers into it and then scissoring them apart, so the
buttery flesh was pulled apart.

Paula's mouth
moved up to Angela's clit, her tongue battering against it like a
tiny hammer. She took the cream vibrator and pushed it into
Angela's vagina before turning it on. Then she rammed it right the
way in, so deep that the tip nudged against the neck of Angela's
womb, the vibrations coursing through her sex right the way up to
her clit.

The two women
moaned and whimpered, their bodies undulating together. Angela felt
her sex clench around the phallus, just as Paula's vagina convulsed
too. Already her orgasm was gathering in her body. She forced her
fingers into Paula's cunt right up to the knuckle and sawed them in
and out. She could feel that the brunette was on the brink of
orgasm too.

Quickly,
wanting the sensations to be exactly the same, Angela replaced her
fingers with the vibrator, then started tapping her tongue against
Paula's clit, just as Paula was doing to her. A whole array of new
sensations leapt through her. It was as though everything was
suddenly doubled, a vicious circle of sensations firmly
established. As Angela reacted to the strong vibrations that were
making her vagina contract convulsively, her little exclamations of
delight, hot panting breaths, were forced out against Paula's clit.
This in turn increased Paula's pleasure, making her whimper with
passion against Angela's clit, the spiral of sensations winding
itself tighter. The vibrations seemed to have joined up too, their
bodies oscillating with the same pulse.

Who came
first, it was impossible to tell. Angela felt her sex lock around
the hard plastic phallus that was invading it and her clit seemed
to shudder, sending waves of pleasure coursing through every nerve
in her body. Desperately she tried to concentrate on Paula's clit,
maintaining the relentless rhythm the brunette was using on her;
but as she faltered, the impact of her climax too great to allow
her to go on, Paula gave a loud cry of delight and came, her body
arched up off the bed.

It took a long
time for them to come down. They rolled over onto their sides but
lay with each other's head pressed against their thighs, their arms
wrapped tightly around their legs, each enjoying an aftershock of
tiny thrills and tremors of sensation that followed the main
quake.

Paula moved
first. Slowly she got to her feet and walked over to Archie.

He was in a
terrible state. His cock was so bloated and swollen it looked red
raw, the fluid it had produced dripping to the floor. The weight
underneath it was swinging from side to side, propelled by his
efforts to struggle against his bondage. Sweat was running down his
forehead and his chest.

'Please...' he
said, pushing the word somehow through the gag.

'Did you enjoy
your little show?' Paula said.

He nodded
energetically.

'So what are
we going to do with him, now?' Angela said, getting to her feet.
She picked up Paula's discarded PVC catsuit.

'I'm sure we
can think of something.' Paula pushed her body into his, her big
breasts crushing into his chest, his penis trapped against her
nylon-covered belly.

Angela walked
up behind him. She ironed herself against his back, then stretched
out her arms so they encompassed him and Paula. She locked her
fingers together in the small of Paula's back, then hugged them
both, Archie the meat in a human sandwich.

The man
whimpered. He would be able to feel their pebble-like nipples front
and back.

'Perhaps we
should just leave him here,' Paula suggested as Angela released her
grip and they both stepped back.

'Yes. Let's do
that.'

Archie shook
his head desperately. He tried to indicate the state of his cock by
sticking his chin out and using it to point down.

'It's not
going to take much,' Paula said.

'I think we
should take pity on him.'

Angela pressed
her body into his back again and pulled the PVC catsuit round in
front of him. She rubbed it over his chest and down over his navel
and thighs. His cock twitched noticeably. 'He's into PVC. Likes me
to wear a mac. Don't you, Archie?'

Archie
nodded.

Angela found
the crotch of the catsuit, held the garment upside down and made a
V-shape by grasping the legs in both hands. She pulled the V up
until his cock was nestled into the shiny black material. She sawed
this from side to side.

Immediately
Archie's whole body went rigid. He stretched himself against his
bondage with all his strength, every muscle in his body tensed,
then came; in a matter of seconds, a parabolic arc of semen jetted
out from his cock, so strongly that some of it spattered onto
Paula's thigh. A second, less forceful jet followed.

Angela wrapped
the PVC around his phallus and used it to milk his cock, sticky
semen oozing out onto the smooth shiny plastic.

'Quite a
performance,' she said. She smiled at Paula, who winked at her.
Archie's evening was at an end, but theirs, they both knew, was
only just beginning.

 


'Ready?' Gary
asked.

'Yes. Just let
me finish these details.' Angela tapped three or four more
measurements into the pro forma on her computer, then closed the
terminal down. 'Ready,' she said, standing up and picking up her
handbag.

'We'll have to
drive. My car's around the back. What time are we expected?'

'Six-thirty.
But the owner said they might not be there and he's given me the
keys.'

They walked
around to Gary's Mercedes. Yesterday they had been asked to take a
new property on their books. From a cursory glance at the
particulars it looked as if the house was going to be valued at
well over a million pounds and, as one of the partners was supposed
to deal with all properties above that figure, she'd taken the
details to Gary. He asked her if she would like to come with him to
give a second opinion, when it came to the valuation, and she'd
agreed. It would also be quicker, with the two of them, to take all
the measurements of such a big house.

'Look,' Gary
said tentatively, 'I was thinking perhaps we could have dinner
afterwards.' He continued as he held the passenger door open for
her. 'I haven't seen much of you, this week.'

Angela thought
for a moment. She had planned something for tonight, but she
couldn't remember what it was. It couldn't have been very
important. 'I'd like that,' she said.

Gary beamed
with pleasure. 'Good. Do you want to go home and change, or shall
we go straight on somewhere?'

'I'd rather
have a shower and change first.'

He got behind
the wheel and drove off. The property was in a secluded part of
Holland Park. It was a large Georgian house with a white stucco
exterior.

'Impressive.
Did you meet the owners?' Gary asked.

'Yes. Mr and
Mrs Hollyfield. They were a bit of an unlikely couple. He was very
timid and reserved and she was vivacious and really quite
attractive.' Mrs Hollyfield had been tall, slender and elegant, her
clothes bearing designer labels. She seemed a complete mismatch for
her small, balding husband.

They rang the
doorbell to make sure the Hollyfields were not at home, then used
the keys to enter the house. It was palatial, with a large open
sitting room, a huge dining room with a table big enough to seat
thirty people, and a kitchen that had been fitted out with a
Smallbone kitchen. There were expensive objets d'art dotted around
the rooms and several impressive oil paintings from
post-impressionist painters.

They took
measurements and made notes, then walked out into the garden and
measured that too. It was small but well kept, with an ornamental
fountain and a stone-flagged patio.

Carefully
locking the doors again, they walked up the stone staircase to the
first floor.

There were
three guest bedrooms on this floor, each with their own en suite
bathroom. They worked through them all. At the far rend of the
corridor, facing the gardens at the back, was the master bedroom
suite. It had twin beds, both under elaborate flounced canopies
that matched the heavy curtains at the large windows. The windows
were west-facing and the late afternoon sun was streaming through
them.

There were
three doors in a row on the left-hand wall. Gary opened one of them
and led the way into a bathroom, its walls and floor tiled with
grey marble. There was a sunken bath, fixed with jacuzzi and a
separate shower cubicle.

'Quite a style
of living,' Gary said.

'I'd love to
try that bath.'

They took
notes and did all the measurements.

'So what's in
here, then?' Gary said, grasping the handle of the second door.

'Dressing
room, probably.' The bedroom itself was comparatively uncluttered
with furniture, and there was certainly nowhere for Mrs
Hollyfield's designer clothes.

'It's locked,'
Gary said.

'There's a key
here.' There was a small mortise key hanging discreetly from a hook
on the architrave. Angela unhooked it, inserted it in the lock,
then opened the door.

The room
beyond was small and rectangular. The ceiling had been painted
black and its walls draped in black satin. In the middle of the
room was a wooden frame about the size of a single bed and covered
with a black silk sheet. Chains attached to metal manacles were
secured to each leg of the frame and, on the wall opposite the
frame, there was a full-length mirror, angled down, so that the
whole frame was reflected in it. The room was heavily scented with
an expensive musky perfume.

'My God!'
Angela exclaimed.

Gary was
blushing a beetroot red. 'I think we'd better go.'

In the corner,
on a small table, was a television and a video recorder.

'I can imagine
what games they play in here, can't you?' She walked over to the
video recorder and switched it and the television on.

'You can't do
that,' Gary protested.

'Why not?'

'What if they
come back?'

'We'll hear
them if they do.'

The television
screen had flickered into life. The scene was the same room in
which they were standing. Mrs Hollyfield was facing the camera,
wearing a beautiful loose-fitting silk eau-de-nil teddy, its bodice
trimmed in purple lace, flesh-coloured stockings, purple satin
high-heeled slippers, and white satin gloves. She was carrying a
long thin whip with a silver pommel. Experimentally, she slapped it
into the palm of her other hand.

'Hurry up,'
she said.

Her husband
shuffled into the room. He was naked, apart from a pair of black
rubber pants.

'Lie on the
bed, Ivan; I'm not in the mood to be messed about.' Mrs
Hollyfield's face gazed at her husband with undisguised
distaste.

Angela glanced
at Gary. He shivered as if someone had run over his grave. 'We
can't watch this,' Gary said. He turned the television off and
rewound the video tape.

'I thought he
looked rather hen-pecked.' It appeared that even married couples
could indulge in a taste for S and M.

'We'd better
not make any reference to this room on the details,' he said.

'Why not? En
suite sex room, ideal for S and M addicts,' she said
cheerfully.

They walked
out and locked the door behind them, replacing the key on its
hook.

The third door
off the bedroom turned out to be a large dressing room, racked with
clothes on either side, with a double-sided chest of drawers
running down the middle. Angela gazed at Mrs Hollyfield's couture
dresses. At the far end there was lingerie too, hanging on special
padded hangers.

'Look at
this,' she said to Gary, pulling out the eau-de-nil number they had
seen in the video. There were teddies in black satin and white
lace. Angela opened the drawers on the chests and found corsets
too, waspies and basques in boned tulle and neatly arranged packets
of stockings. Another drawer revealed matching sets of suspender
belts, panties and bras, all in the finest silks, satin and
lace.

'You shouldn't
be doing that,' Gary said, with no conviction, looking over her
shoulder at the contents.

'It's just
curiosity. She's got some beautiful things.'

She opened the
deeper drawer at the bottom. This contained a collection of leather
belts, cuffs, chains and leather harnesses.

'Come on,'
Gary said. 'Let's finish off.' She could see he was blushing
again.

While Gary
measured up the dressing room, Angela sneaked out into the main
bedroom again. Her curiosity had got the better of her. She walked
over to the bedside chests on either side of the beds. She guessed
that Mrs Hollyfield slept on the right hand side, from the fact
there was a small jewellery case on top of that chest. She opened
the top drawer. Inside was a selection of dildoes: two large rubber
ones, their shells moulded to resemble the veins on a male phallus,
one smooth plastic type and a smaller stubbly variety with a flared
end. There were a set of oval nipple-clips too, the same as the
ones she had seen in Paula's treatment room.

She closed the
drawer quietly. Mrs Hollyfield was obviously a woman who knew
exactly what she wanted when it came to sex. She imagined her lying
on this small single bed with dildoes crammed into both passages of
her body. Perhaps she used the straps and harnesses to restrain her
husband on the bed next to her, making him watch and listen while
she brought herself off. It was Angela's turn to shudder.

They carefully
walked through every room again to make sure they had not missed
anything, then double-locked the front door and climbed back into
the car.

'I'll take you
home,' he said.

'Thanks.'

They drove in
silence, Gary seeming preoccupied.

It was no more
than ten minutes to Angela's front door. Gary double-parked outside
her block.

'What time
shall I pick you up?' he said.

'Why don't you
come in and have a drink?' she said. 'It'll only take me fifteen
minutes to shower and change.'

He looked
hesitant. 'I need to change, too.'

'That's fine.
Then I can come in and wait for you.'

'All right.
You get out and I'll find somewhere to park.'

Angela went
into her block, while Gary cruised the streets looking for a
parking space. It was several minutes before the entry-phone
rang.

'Sorry,' he
said. 'Had to go miles.'

'That's
OK.'

Angela had
stripped off her clothes and wore a white towelling robe. 'I've
opened a bottle of wine. Would you like a glass?'

'To tell you
the truth, I'd like something stronger. You don't have a whisky, do
you?'

Angela went
into the kitchen and poured Gary a whisky from a bottle Gregory had
brought around for his own use. It was a fine single malt.

'Water?' she
called through to him.

'No.
Neat.'

She came back
and handed him his drink and he swallowed half of it in one gulp,
then flopped down on the sofa. 'Thanks,' he said.

'Won't be a
minute.'

Angela ran the
shower and stepped under it. She had never seen Gary like this.
Obviously the arrangements Mr and Mrs Hollyfield made for their
sexual amusement had shocked him. He seemed to be remote and
removed, his thoughts turned inward.

Letting the
hot water cascade over her body Angela lathered herself with soap
then washed it away. She turned the shower off and sat naked on the
bathroom stool to retouch her make-up. In the bedroom, she decided
what she was going to wear. She flicked through her rapidly growing
collection of luxurious lingerie and chose a bright red
semi-transparent tulle bra, panties and suspender belt, the tulle
edged in turquoise-blue satin ribbon. The bold colour combinations
reminded her of the teddy Mrs Hollyfield had worn in the video. She
rolled on a pair of champagne-coloured stockings.

She had no
intention of wearing a dress - not until later, anyway.

The encounter
with Mrs Hollyfield's very obvious predilections had left her
almost breathless with need and she knew exactly how to get Gary to
feel the same. She squeezed her feet into a pair of strappy white
high heels with a needle-fine heel and walked back into the front
room.

'Can't decide
what to wear,' she said, grinning. She twirled around so he could
get the complete picture. She took two steps towards him and put
her foot up on the seat of the sofa. 'Look at that, a wrinkle,' she
said, leaning forward and using the palms of both hands to smooth
the silky stockings up her slender legs until the wrinkle at the
knee had disappeared. She adjusted the suspenders to hold the
stocking more tightly, her thigh no more than two feet from his
face.

'You look
wonderful,' he said, with no enthusiasm. 'Do you think I could have
another drink?'

'Of
course.'

She swung into
the kitchen, hoping he would watch the way the panties stretched
tightly across her bottom, the transparent material veiling but not
hiding the cleft of her buttocks. She brought the bottle back and
set in on the table by his glass.

'Are you all
right?' she said.

'Not really,'
he said. He poured another drink and downed it quickly.

'What's the
problem? Something to do with the Hollyfield's secret room?'

'Yes.'

'Go on.' She
sat on the sofa beside him and crossed her legs. 'I don't want to
talk about it.'

'Gary,
everyone has little foibles when it comes to sex; you of all people
should know that.'

'I knew you
were going to bring that up,' he snapped. 'That's the trouble. It
made me feel dirty. It reminded me of what I am.'

'That's
nothing to be ashamed of, is it?'

'Of course it
is. I should try and get treatment, shouldn't I? I mean, go to a
sex counsellor or something. I don't want to end up like those two,
with a special room and all those kinky things.'

'Don't you?'
Angela asked sharply.

'No.'

'Gary, one of
your problems is you seem to think there's such a thing as normal
sex. There isn't. As long as you're not forcing anyone, normal sex
is whatever turns you on. It's as simple as that.' Angela liked
Gary and wanted to see more of him, but so far his sexual
requirements were rather limited and, though she had enjoyed her
two sessions with him, they did not offer the kind of prolonged
excitement she had experienced with Gregory - or Archie, for that
matter. She had learnt enough about herself in the last weeks to
know that she could not have a proper relationship with him if she
were not able to assert the dominant side of her nature. On the
other hand, it was possible that if she told him what she really
wanted to do to him, he might run a mile. The Hollyfield's secret
room had given her the opportunity to broach a very delicate
subject. 'Will you tell me something honestly?'

'Yes.'

'Weren't you
turned on by that room? Didn't you start to wonder what went on
there?'

He looked at
her. His eyes dropped momentarily from her face to her body, and
the exotic lingerie that banded it. She saw him staring at her
breasts through the semi-transparent bra.

'Of course I
did.'

'Gary, you let
me in on your secret, didn't you? How about if I let you in on
mine?'

'What
secret?'

'I think it's
better that I show you. Take your clothes off. I'll be back in a
minute.'

'Look,
Angie...'

'Do as I say,'
she snapped, determined now. She got up and walked out of the room.
She opened the door of the punishment room and took a blindfold
from the top drawer of the chest.

When she got
back into the sitting room, Gary was struggling out of his
trousers.

'Good,' she
said. He was naked now, apart from his white briefs. 'Put this
on.'

'What is
it?'

'Just put it
on,' she barked.

He looked at
her askance, but took the blindfold from her hands and pulled it
over his head, adjusting the elasticated straps so they fitted over
his ears. She saw the bulge in his briefs stir slightly.

'From now on
you must do exactly what I tell you. Do you understand?'

He was about
to say something else, then stopped himself. 'Yes,' he said
instead.

She took his
hand and led him along to the treatment room. If he was horrified
and ran at least she would know, once and for all, that there was
never going to be any future with him. But if he stayed, if his
natural penchant for being spanked was hiding a much greater need,
she might well end up having her cake and eating it too.

She smiled to
herself as she opened the treatment room door, feeling a familiar
pulse of arousal.

'Forward,' she
said.

Gary shuffled
into the room. She closed the door behind him.

'Over here.'
She led him over to the bed. 'Sit down,' she ordered.

Rather
clumsily, he sat on the edge of the bed.

'You're on a
bed now. I want you to lay back on it. Then put your right hand out
to the side.'

He did as he
was told. She took hold of his wrist and buckled the leather cuff
that was chained to the top corner of the bed around it.

'What are you
doing?' he said, though he did not move a muscle.

'I'm putting
you in bondage, Gary. Now your other hand.' She saw the bulge in
his pants elongate as she strapped the second cuff around his right
wrist, so his arms were spread out above his head. When she took
hold of the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down his cock
sprang out, fully erect. Whatever emotion he was feeling, he was
definitely not turned off by what she was doing to him.

'Such a
naughty boy. How dare you get erect without my permission?'

'Sorry,' he
said pathetically.

She stripped
the briefs off his ankles. 'Spread your legs apart,' she
ordered.

He obeyed. She
knelt on the floor and strapped cuffs around his ankles, splaying
his legs apart.

'That's much
better.' She knelt over him and rubbed her breasts against his
chest. 'This is my secret, Gary. Didn't you realise when I was
spanking you how much it was exciting me too?'

She heard him
give an almost inaudible moan and felt his body quiver. She was
terribly aroused, more aroused than she had been with any of the
other men she'd had in this room. She could feel her sex pulsating
and her clitoris swelling out against her labia.

'You're
totally in my power now, Gary. I can do anything I want with
you.'

'Yes,' he
gasped breathlessly. He rolled from side to side, testing the bonds
that held him, but they did not give an inch.

'And I know
exactly what I want.'

'Do you?' he
hissed.

'Oh yes, Gary.
Exactly.' And it was true. She had come a long way, but there was
still something else she had not allowed herself. Tonight seemed
like the perfect occasion.

'In a minute
I'm going to turn you around and whip you. Not spank, Gary, but
whip. There's a big difference.'

'Yes,' he
said. If his excitement were not so evident in his rock-hard
erection that strained up from his loins, his voice would have
betrayed him.

She straddled
his chest, the stockings straining at their suspenders.

'I think
that's why you were so upset by the Hollyfields' room, Gary. I
think you were upset because you really wanted one for
yourself.'

'No...' But it
was a no that meant yes.

'No? Do you
want me to release you then? Do you want me to stop?' She wriggled
her bottom from side to side so the tulle covering it rubbed
against his cock.

She reached
behind her back and unclipped her bra, then threw it aside. She was
in total control. She leant forward and dangled her left breast
above his mouth.

'Suck my
nipple.'

He raised his
head and was about to draw her nipple into his mouth when she
pulled away.

'Naughty boy,'
she chided, slapping his face lightly with her hand.

'Please let
me...' he begged.

'You've
changed your tune.'

'Yes,' he
said. 'You were right. This is what I want.'

She leant
forward again and pressed her left nipple into his mouth. He sucked
on it eagerly and she felt his cock twitch against her
buttocks.

'Now the other
one. Or it'll get jealous.' She moved the right nipple over his
mouth and felt a surge of pleasure as he sucked it in, pinching it
lightly with his teeth.

Angela pressed
her sex down on his belly. Her clitoris was spasming quite as
strongly as his penis. She could feel that the crotch of the
panties was already wet. She reached behind her back, took hold of
the gusset and pulled it to one side, then raised herself and
pushed back until she could feel the hot tip of his glans nestling
into her labia. She took his cock in her hand, squeezed it tightly,
and pulled it up and down the slit of her sex. She was so wet that
she could feel her juices running down his shaft, and he had
produced a tear of sticky fluid too.

She smiled.
She was pleased with herself. Her theory had proved correct. Gary
had been unable to get an erection without being spanked. But
bondage and domination had achieved the same result.

'This is what
I love, Gary. You belong to me. You're my slave, aren't you?'

'Yes. Oh,
yes...'

'This is what
I am, Gary. I'm a dominatrix. It means I get my sexual pleasure
from dominating and controlling men.'

As she said it
she realised, perhaps for the first time, that it was true. It had
all started as an experiment, as a voyage of self-discovery. Now
the experiment was over. Everything she had experienced over the
last weeks, all the uncontrollable excitement and irrepressible
physical pleasure, had come from having men totally and completely
under her control. She had found her natural forte in life. She was
a born dominatrix.

Angela eased
herself down on his cock, allowing the glans to penetrate her, but
not sinking any deeper.

'Does that
feel good?'

'Please...' he
begged.

'Please
what?'

'Let me fuck
you.'

'What a
naughty boy you are today. I may have to punish you for that later.
But first I'm going to take my pleasure. You're not allowed to
come, Gary; do you understand that?'

'Yes,' he
breathed.

'If you come
without permission, I guarantee you won't be able to sit down for a
week.'

This remark
made his cock jerk wildly inside her.

She lifted
herself up off him and he moaned in protest. With her hand still
wrapped around his shaft she guided it back slightly until the wet
smooth glans was nudging into the puckered hole of her anus. No man
had ever penetrated her there.

Slowly she
lowered herself down on him. She felt her sphincter resist as it
had when Paula had used the dildo in this passage. Then, suddenly,
it relaxed and his cock thrust up inside.

Angela felt a
wave of pain. The pain was followed by a surge of pleasure so sharp
that it took her breath away. The single wave was immediately
replaced by a thick pulsing oscillation that was I repeated in
every nerve. Her vagina clenched though it had nothing to grip.

'Oh,
God...'

She dropped
herself down on him, feeling the hard phallus reamed into her until
it could go no further. Another wave of pain swept over her, so
intense that for a moment she thought she was going to pass out.
Then, as it ebbed away, the oscillating pleasure returned ten times
as strong, her orgasm already gathering. She had wondered how men
coped with the pain she had inflicted on them. Now she knew exactly
how it worked. The pain had multiplied her pleasure.

In the throes
of these extraordinary feelings she began to work herself up and
down on him. The fact that he was helpless, bound and spread, only
added to her excitement. Sex had never been like this. She was
being buggered, she told herself. Buggered. The voice repeated the
word over and over in her head. Before her orgasm overtook her she
jammed the fingers of her left hand into her vagina, two fingers
pushing up alongside his cock. She could feel its veins and
throbbing pulses, and that proved to be the last straw. She lifted
herself off him one more time, then slammed herself down and came,
wriggling her body from side to side, desperate for that last inch
of penetration, her breasts slapping against each other
noisily.

But her
arousal was so profound, the moment her first orgasm lost its
strength a second began to blossom. It was not surprising.
Everywhere she looked, everything she felt, was provoking her. The
nerves of her sex had never been so sensitized. But just as the
next wave of passion overwhelmed her, she managed to look down into
Gary's face.

'Come for me,'
she said.

And in
seconds, and for the very first time, she felt hot, viscous semen
spattering into her anus, each gob of it increasing the phenomenal
feelings that were already coursing through her blood.

It seemed both
her experiments had been a success. Eventually she felt his cock
soften and slide out of her. Slowly, she lifted herself off
him.

'Now, what am
I going to do with you?' she said.

'I didn't
know,' he muttered.

'About my
secret? Of course not.'

'No. About me.
I didn't know what I wanted.'

'Neither did
I, Gary.'

There was a
loud ringing sound. Angela's doorbell. She had completely forgotten
she had invited Paula around.

'Are you
expecting anyone?' he said.

'Yes. I'd
completely forgotten.' She smiled, a plan forming in her mind. She
got up and walked to the door.

'You can't
leave me like this,' he said, struggling against his bonds.

'Oh, I'm not
going to leave you, Gary. That's my friend Paula at the door. I
think it's time you met her, don't you?'

'Like
this?'

'Of course
like that. Then you can take us both out to dinner.'

Angela
stripped off her panties. They were soaking wet. She dropped them
neatly on top of Gary's equally wet cock and walked out of the
door, closing it behind her.

It appeared
she was going to have her cake and eat it, too.

 


-oOo-
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Perfect
Slave

 


Greg did not
reply. He climbed onto the bed and knelt at her side. His eyes were
focussed on her neat, pert buttocks, the white satin panties
stretched tautly across them. He leant forward and took hold of the
waistband of the panties, and pulled them down until they banded
the top of her thighs, leaving her bottom bare.

'This is what
I've always wanted to do,' he said. The tone of his voice sounded
angry, as though he was cross with himself for allowing this
fantasy to escape.

Andrea sensed
what he was going to do a fraction of a second before he lifted his
arm and brought the palm of his hand down with a resounding smack
on her left buttock. Almost immediately he raised his hand again
and delivered an even more stinging stroke to the right.

'Lovely red
arse,' he said through gritted teeth.

 


Andrea
Hamilton has a secret sexual fantasy. She has never confessed to
anyone that she dreams of being a slave, of being bound and whipped
and made to obey her master's every whim. Not until she meets
Charles Darrington Hawksworth.

 


Hawksworth has
just taken over the company she works for, and she finds herself
drawn to him. On his vast estate he has created a world of
submission and bondage, a world where Andrea's dreams come true.
The reality proves countless times more exciting than the fantasy,
and Charles has soon introduced her to a whole range of new
depravities, including sex with the beautiful lesbian who runs the
estate for him.

 


But soon
Andrea must choose between life as a slave or a return to her life
as a computer professional. So will she decide to become
Hawksworth's perfect slave?

 


[image: tmp_c0c198766ac548f513acce14d8961256_jBU7u9_html_m3dace0c9.jpg]

 


Perfect Slave
Abroad

 


Marie-Claire rose gracefully. She always wore the same
expensive perfume, a musky aroma that was wafted on the air by the
movement of her peignoir. She moved behind Andrea and cupped the
splendid curves of her buttocks, caressing them softly. Andrea
gasped. Yesterday she had been caned twice, morning and evening. As
far as she was concerned the cane was a hundred times worse than
any whip and it left far worse marks; weals that actually puckered
her skin. As Marie-Claire's hand deliberately stroked against them
they tingled. The sensation was not altogether
unpleasant.

 


Andrea agrees to enter The
System. She is chosen by Isabella Sanchez,
and at a castle in Spain she soon learns everything there is to
know about lesbian sex.

 


But the
arrival of Isabella's nephew, Pedro, causes problems. He becomes
infatuated with Andrea and kidnaps her. At his house he proves that
mastery and domination are family traits.

 


Andrea escapes, but is accused of arranging her own
disappearance from The System
and risks being expelled. Can she set a trap for
Pedro and prove that she remains the perfect slave?

 


-oOo-

 


And as mentioned in the intro pages of this book, if you're
keen to write erotic fiction and would like our Author Guidelines, or
you're a published author and have existing work, the eBook rights
of which remain with or have reverted to you, we would be delighted
to 
hear from you.
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