
        
            
                
            
        

    
One Week in the Private House

Jem heard the sound of the door opening and heels tapping unsteadily on the floor. She turned her head to see a pair of black leather boots with thin stilettos. The boots, and their criss-cross lacing, continued tightly up a pair of long legs and were attached like stockings to metal clips on the end of chains that stretched tautly from a black leather corset. Above the collar, and framed by blonde hair, a pretty oval face was staring down in wide-eyed astonishment at Jem.

Mem!' said the pretty oval face.

'Hello, Lesley,' Jem sighed. 'What's a nice girl like you doing in an outfit like that?'
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Prologue: Saturday

Julia awoke slowly from a blissful dream. Stealthily, reality intruded and overlaid the sylvan images flitting through her mind: the morning sunlight was dappled not by a canopy of woodland leaves, but by the patterns of the lace curtains; the insistent pressure between her legs was the work not of the tongue of a wild-eyed woodman, but of her own fingers; the clamour in her ears was not the call of forest creatures, but the raucous snoring of her husband Gerald, sound asleep in the bed next to hers.

Julia sighed, and teased her pubic curls with her fingertips, trying to recapture the sensation of running her hand through the tousled locks of the golden-tongued lad who had surprised her bathing in the tree-shaded pool. But the dream had dissolved. She folded her hand round the wet entrance of her sex and inserted one finger, and then another. She clenched her thighs tightly about her hand as she rolled on to her side and suppressed a loud groan of pleasure. Her other hand slid down the cleft between her buttocks and she pulled gently at the tiny sensitive hairs surrounding her anus; but Gerald's relentless snores infiltrated her every thought. She turned on to her back, and brought her syrupy fingers to her face. Momentarily overwhelmed by the scent of her own secretions, she closed her eyes and ran her fingertips across her lips, opening her mouth to lick and then suck the sweet moisture. And then after staring at the ceiling for several minutes, she threw back the damask-covered quilt, swung her long legs out of the bed, and padded ^cross the white carpet towards the bathroom.

Showered and lightly talcumed with Chanel, Julia studied her reflection in the wall of mirror tiles as she towelled her black hair. I don't look thirty-two, she told herself; in fact, I look about twenty-five. I don't weigh any more than I did when I married Gerald. I'm still a size ten - well, sometimes I need a twelve for trousers, but I don't want to look like a boy, do I? A few lines and dimples at the edges of my eyes and mouth; but they add character, I think. If I were happier I suppose I could call them laughter lines. Nothing sagging: no extra chins, and my face -which I still think looks rather French - is as firm as ever. My tits are bigger than they used to be, but they used to be almost non-existent, and they're certainly not big enough to start sagging. And do my little brown nipples still respond to even the lightest touch? Oh yes. Yes, they like that. But the rear view is still my best: if I turn round, and lean forward slightly, and stick my bottom out, and look over my shoulder .. .

Julia saw, looking back at herself, a reflection of sensual beauty. This pose displayed nearly all of her best features, her long slim legs, her tight but rounded buttocks, separated by a valley of black curls leading down to a large, dark, swollen, inviting split prominence hanging between her thighs, her narrow waist, and the dark golden expanse of her unblemished back. Her tangle of black hair fell haphazardly across her shoulders and her large, dark lustrous eyes peered through a fringe of curls. Any man would want me, she thought; and quite frankly, the way I feel at the moment, any man could have me, any way he wanted me. She dabbed perfume behind her ears, round her nipples, and along the crease at the tops of her thighs where her buttocks flared outwards. Even if Gerald has another woman - which is far-fetched enough - he would still be interested in my body, wouldn't he, she wondered. I almost wish I could be taken back to - But no; that would be unbearable, really. I'll go and wake Gerald with a kiss.

She folded aside the quilt and looked down at her still-snoring husband. Gerald had had such a wonderful body, she remembered, when she had first known him. Flab had accrued gradually, in unnoticeable increments, but the shape she had loved was still just visible: the broad chest, the short, muscular limbs, now shrouded in fat and dominated by a mountainous paunch. She knelt beside the bed and placed her mouth over the nearer nipple while her hand stroked down his torso to grip his flaccid member. The snores faltered, and Julia felt his flesh beginning to swell in the palm of her hand. His eyes opened.

'Jules! Oh, that's nice. Mmm, yes, don't stop . .. Sunshine. It's morning. What time is it?'

Julia felt her heart sink. She closed her eyes and nibbled the hairs on his chest while rubbing the tip of his half-erect penis.

'Hold on a sec, Jules.' Gerald was trying to sit up. 'God, look at the time. London's already open. Let me just have a quick look at what's been going on in Tokyo.'

Julia remained kneeling, her face buried in the sheet, while Gerald hauled himself upright and strode towards the computer terminal in the corner of the room. She held back her tears of frustration as she heard him switching the machine on; she tried to shut out the too-familiar sounds of the computer's insidious whine and the clattering of Gerald's fingers on the keyboard.

'Gerald,' she said in a muffled monotone, 'there are more things to life than the bloody international money markets.'

'What? Oh, yes, dear. I know. But I put through a deal in the Far East last night. Got to keep tabs on it, haven't

I?'

'Don't you ever get tired of making money out of money, Gerald? Don't you ever want to spend any of it?'

'I thought that was your speciality, dearest. Just joking! But this is my job, you know. It pays for all this.' He waved a hand to indicate the Sanderson decor of the bedroom, and resumed his study of the numbers glowing greenly on his screen.

'Couldn't we at least live in town? You'd find things to interest you ...' A

'We've been through all that, Jules. Many times. I have to have an offshore base, as you know very well. And it's peaceful here on the island; no distractions. You can go to the mainland whenever you like, can't you? Spend weekends in the flat?'

It's not the same, Julia thought. But all she said was: Til go and tell Maria to prepare breakfast. On the terrace, I think, don't you?' There was no reply.

When Gerald, wearing his towelling bathrobe, emerged through the patio doors, Julia was still staring at the letter that she had dropped amongst the crumbled remains of her croissant. The envelope was in her left hand; she could feel the hard edges of the small transparency that was taped in the deepest corner of the manilla, but she had no need to prise it out and look at it. She knew what the photograph would show her.

'Success!' Gerald announced. The deal went through. No trouble. Now I could do with some coffee. Maria! Where is that damned girl? Maria! Anything interesting in the post, Jules?'

'What? Oh. Yes. A pile of letters for you. Next to your plate. Some faxes came during the night, they're there too. The usual dull stuff.'

'What's that you've got? Anything good? Maria, there you are. Coffee, and toast. And marmalade without lumps in this time!'

'It's just an - invitation. You remember I went to a -well, a sort of health club, on the mainland, a few years ago? They want me to go back for a couple of weeks.'

'Sounds all right. How much?'

'How much what? Oh, yes. Seven and a half thousand.'

'What? Julia, that's outrageous. You can't possibly.'

'Gerald, you make ten times that much every night while you're asleep. The money's nothing, compared to . . .'

'All right, all right. If you really want to go.'

Julia managed an ironic laugh. 'It's not a matter of wanting to go. I think I have to.'

'When will you go? I seem to remember we've nothing much on after the middle of July.'

Tomorrow.'

Tomorrow? You're joking. We've got dinner at the Vil-liers\ and then next week Harbottle's coming over to stay while I grill him about Singapore, and -'

Tomorrow, Gerald. They say it's the only available date. I'll have to go. One doesn't ignore one of these invitations. It's a very select club.'

'Well if you ask me they go about things in a bloody fishy fashion. What sort of place is it?'

The Private House? Gerald, it's like another world. It's like stepping back in time. I think I'm almost looking forward to it.'

Day 1: Sunday

The doorbell rang just as Jem was forming her lips into a circle to accommodate the velvet hardness of the penis that had been nuzzling her face.

'Leave it, Rudi,' she murmured, stretching forward to catch him in her mouth. But he had already pulled away, and was trying to wrap himself in his silk kimono in a way that would conceal his upright manhood. 'Rudi! Where are you going? You can't - !' But he was already heading for the door.

it's Sunday,' he said nonchalantly, turning in the doorway. 'Stan's day off. Wouldn't do to leave a visitor standing outside on the street, would it, old girl?'

'Rudi, you bastard! Get back here!' Jem stopped protesting when she heard him talking into the intercom. Even in a fix like this, she thought, a girl has to maintain her poise. She allowed her head to drop forward, giving the muscles of her neck some much-needed rest. It was just about the only movement she could accomplish, and she reflected that when you choose to spend an afternoon having fun with a bondage fanatic, poise is about all you can maintain. No point worrying about dignity or modesty. I have to thank my stars, she thought, that Rudi's taste in interior design runs to expensive German furniture: the shapes may be a little odd, but at least the upholstery's comfortable.

The chair to which Rudi had tied her was not much use for sitting in; but the sloping seat and tubular steel frame made it ideal as a support for a kneeling fellatrix. Rudi was, Jem had to admit, not a subtle kind of guy, and she had only herself to blame: she had, during her one previous visit to the apartment, pointed out the suitability of the chair, and had even provided the strips of black velvet - to match the cushion cover - with which she was now secured.

She tugged at her wrists, but had no expectation that she would be able to free them. Two uprights connected the seat frame to the minimal headrest; her head and shoulders protruded between the uprights, through the space where an ordinary chair would have a back. Her wrists were tied, above her shoulders, to the sides of the headrest. She stretched her head up and backwards, and felt the topmost curls on her head touching the back of the headrest; she tried to move her feet, but remembered that Rudi had tied her ankles, one crossed over the other, so that, as he put it, she couldn't help making an exhibition of herself. Not that there's any hope of doing otherwise, Jem thought, with my knees a yard apart and tied to the front legs of this stupid chair.

She let her body go limp, so that her weight was supported, from her ribcage to her pelvis, by the sloping and well-cushioned chair seat. This is quite comfortable, under the circumstances, she said to herself; at least Rudi's not a sadist. He could have tied me to a bare table. And in this position, with my face and tits sticking out through the back of the chair, and my arse sticking out at the front -well, I guess I look as though I've been prepared for a beating. Jem shivered as she imagined Rudi's leather belt landing on her outspread buttocks. 'Frankly,' she said out loud, 'anything would be more fun than just waiting here.'

The front door opened. Voices whispered in the hall, but Jem couldn't catch any of the words. She heard doors opening and closing, and then there was silence.

Only two weeks ago, Jem mused, Rudi had been nothing more to her than a potential customer of Executive Environments, the office furnishing company for which she was Home Sales Manager. She had met him for the first time in the deserted foyer of the Grantham Tower, the thirty-storey glass and concrete block that his architectural practice had designed. He and his partners were going to occupy one of the penthouse office suites. Over the telephone he had suggested a working lunch in the empty building, and she had interrupted her taxi journey across the city to buy smoked salmon sandwiches and a bottle of champagne.

Jem remembered standing at the foot of the brand new tower, looking anxiously to right and left while she waited for an answer to her ring on the door phone. She hated to be late for appointments with clients, but on this occasion she had started to wish she had delayed her arrival. If the architect was not in the building, she would have to wait outside; and already her tailored suit, short skirt and pillbox hat had started to attract the attention of the grimier elements of the local population. But the architect had arrived before her; the door had buzzed, and she had pushed through the revolving doors before any of the slack-jawed slatterns had had time to hurl more than abuse.

Rudi had been standing, large, relaxed, and smiling, wearing a crumpled linen suit, next to the reception console that was the only item of furniture in the cavernous foyer, and a sudden lurch in Jem's heartbeat had told her that once again she had fallen in lust at first sight.

His handshake had been warm and strong; he had smelt of lemon-scented aftershave and fresh sweat. It had seemed perfectly natural to hold his hand while entering the lift, and by the time they had reached the top of the building her lips had been pressed against his, and his big hands had been clasping her buttocks. The lift doors had opened to reveal lawns, flower beds, and gravel paths.

This is the roof garden,' Rudi had said, it's a jolly nice day, and I thought we could eat al fresco. Ideal for sunbathing, too, of course; we're miles above the slums, can't be overlooked. I rather think you ought to let me take your clothes off.'

And Jem had simply replied: if you like.'

Standing in the shade of the ornamental birch, Jem had surveyed the shimmering, smog-shrouded cityscape while

Rudi had undressed her. He had removed her jacket and skirt, and had then stood back to appreciate the peach-coloured underwear that clung to her curves. She had posed, half-turning away from him, one hand holding her hat on to her auburn curls, one knee bent, her eyes glancing at him over her shoulder.

'Good Lord, Miss Darke,' he had exclaimed, 'you're a real looker and no mistake!'

It had been at this point that Jem had started to realise that Rudi's conversational skills were perhaps not as thrilling as his muscular body and his deep brown eyes. But what the hell, she had concluded, I'm here for a picnic, not an intellectual debate.

Rudi had almost torn the lace-trimmed bra in his eagerness to get at Jem's breasts. This will have to come off,' he had said, and then, 'What lovely little pink nipples! May I touch them?'

'Go right ahead,' Jem had sighed, 'they're all yours. Maybe you'd better tear my knickers off, too.'

'I most certainly will. But I think I'll leave the stockings; I don't need them. I can use your bra to tie your hands together behind your back.'

'Excuse me?'

'Like this. It's all right. I won't hurt you. See? Now you look even sexier.'

'Maybe I do,' Jem had replied, 'but how am I supposed to eat my sandwiches?'

'Don't worry. I'll feed you. We've got plenty of time, and we won't be disturbed up here. Later on, I've got something else to put in your mouth.'

And so they had spent the afternoon sprawled on a rooftop lawn in the shade of a tree. Jem had been naked except for stockings and suspender belt; Rudi had been fully dressed except for his linen jacket and his unbuttoned flies. After the meal, and after Rudi had spent half an hour lying on his back while Jem had sat squirming on his ceaselessly moving mouth and tongue, Rudi had untied Jem's hands. But he had tied thennagain immediately, using Jem's bra and his tie to bind her wrists to the back of the waistband of his trousers. Then he had sat with his back against the trunk of the tree and had stroked Jem's copper-brown curls while she licked and kissed the prodigious organ that protruded from his flies.

They had stayed like that for hours. Jem was no sexual novice. She had allowed other men to tie her up from time to time, but Rudi's prick was not only big and handsome, it also tasted delicious, and the knowledge that she couldn't escape from this position, that she was constrained to have her face pressed against his hard manhood, only added to her pleasure. The sun had shone endlessly, the bright green leaves had rustled in occasional breezes, the roar of the traffic had been only a muted buzz, and Rudi's hands had roamed across her body, making her shiver with delight when he caressed her breasts or squeezed her nipples. It had been an afternoon to remember, and, in her few moments of coherent thought, Jem had decided that in spite of his personality deficiencies Rudi would be a very satisfactory partner - at least for a few weeks.

At last the shadows had started to lengthen, and Rudi had clearly started to have difficulties controlling himself. Mem,' he had gasped, i can't stand this much longer. You've done this sort of thing before, haven't you? Do you mind awfully if I come in your mouth?'

'Be my guest,' Jem had replied. 'You can do this as often as you like. As long as you tie me up first.'

Which is how I come to be in this fix, Jem, thought. Her reverie was interrupted as Rudi returned, carrying two cameras on tripods. Jem watched him as without a word of explanation he moved the chrome and glass furniture to the edges of the room, leaving Jem and her chair isolated in the centre of the geometrically patterned carpet. He seemed to be avoiding Jem's eyes.

'Rudi,' she said, in as conversational a tone as she could achieve, 'would you like to tell me what's going on? Why are you moving the furniture? Who was that at the door? Why did you turn on the spotlights? And why are you training those goddamned cameras on me, you pervert?'

Rudi concentrated on adjusting the legs of one of the tripods. He frowned, his dark brows almost meeting above his broad nose. Tm sorry, Jem, old thing,' he mumbled, 'but it was sort of your idea. Well, you said you wouldn't mind, anyway. You know, it's dashed difficult talking to you when you're, well, like that.'

'You think it's difficult! I'm the one trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey with boobs and a bottom. Anyway, don't change the subject. Which of the many things that I've said I wouldn't mind are you referring to?'

'You know, the group thing. More than just me and you. You said you wouldn't mind

'I can think of more convenient occasions for you to have sprung this on me, Rudi. Whom have you invited? A football team? And whose idea was it to record our activities on film for posterity?'

Rudi shrugged off his kimono and, with a sudden grace that belied his large frame, dropped to the floor to sit cross-legged in front of Jem. She looked into his dark eyes, uncertain whether she should allow herself the frisson of excitement caused by her inability to prevent him from reaching out and idly caressing her left breast with one of his big, hairy hands. Cursing her lack of self-control she felt her eyes half-closing as the tips of his fingers circled inwards towards the pink button of her nipple. 'We've got to go through with it, Jem,' said Rudi, his voice matching the gentle motions of his hand. 'I owe a favour to this fellow. Business. He put a lot of work my way. Including the Grantham Tower. Also put money into the practice. Loads more where that came from, he says. But he wants a favour in return, and -'

'And you thought I'd do your whoring for you! You shit! If that prick of yours gets any closer, I'll bite it off! Rudi, I never thought -'

'No, Jem, no! You've got the wrong end of the stick. He's not here. It's not him. I get the impression he doesn't need me to pimp for him. No, it's me he wants. I mean, he wants me in photographs. He wants photographs of me doing it. Now do you understand?'

'Not really. Who's our visitor? And where is he?'

in the spare room, changing. And he's a she. Well, you said you'd prefer me and a woman, rather than me and another man.'

'Very considerate of you, Rudi. You don't think it might have been polite to ask me first?'

'You've got gorgeous tits, Jem. Your little nipples have gone all puckered up. Shall I give them a pinch, like that?'

'Ow! Oh, yes, all right. Do it again. Mmmmm. But don't change the subject. Who is this other woman?'

i don't know her. I mean, I do now, of course, because I've just met her. She was found for me by this same, um, business associate. She's very attractive. Look, I really couldn't say no. This chap's got me over a barrel, honest-

iy.'

'And he's got me over your damned chair.'

'I'm sorry I had to get you involved, Jem. But he insisted on photographs of something a bit kinky, and so ...'

'And so you immediately thought of me. Thanks a bunch.'

'The thing is, Jem, nothing turns me on quite as much as seeing you tied up. You're rather special, you know.'

'You mean you weren't confident of your ability to perform for the cameras without me. Well, I suppose I should be flattered. But just a minute. You said a bit kinky. How kinky, Rudi?'

'Ah. Well now. I - Oh. Here she comes.'

Jem heard the sound of the door opening,and heels tapping unsteadily towards the carpet. She turned her head to see a pair of black leather boots with thin stilettos. The boots, and their criss-cross lacing, continued tightly up a pair of long legs and were attached like stockings to metal clips on the end of chains that stretched tautly from a black leather corset. Large white breasts with wide aureoles were cradled in half-cups at the top of the corset, and the half-cups were supported by four chains that converged on a studded black collar. Above the collar, and framed by blonde hair, a pretty oval face was staring down in wide-eyed astonishment at Jem.

'Jem!' said the pretty oval face.

'Hello, Lesley,' Jem sighed. 'What's a nice girl like you doing in an outfit like that?'

'You two know each other!' Rudi said, but both women ignored him. Lesley was the secretary of the Managing Director of Executive Environments, and Jem was wondering how she could ever show her face in the office again. But then, she thought, I guess Lesley's wondering exactly the same thing.

'Now, Lesley, maybe you'll believe me when I tell you that sometimes I'm all tied up and can't come to the phone,' Jem said. 'What are you doing here, girl? And -perhaps more importantly - why are you carrying that mean-looking piece of wood?'

'I couldn't help it, Miss Darke. I had to come here. There would have been hell to pay if I'd refused. I'm supposed to whack your bottom while you're sucking off this bloke here - if you'll pardon the expression.'

'I see. Rudi, untie me. This has gone far enough. And stop doing that to my nipples. You're quite obviously excited enough already.'

Rudi stood up. Jem felt his fingers trail along her spine and down the exposed cleft of her rear. The boss's secretary can see my arsehole, she thought, moaning and trying vainly to squirm away from the questing fingers.

'I'm awfully sorry, Jem,' Rudi was saying, 'but how was I to know that you and this other girl would know each other? It's just a silly coincidence. But we can't back out now. Can we, Lesley?'

'Not a chance,' Lesley confirmed. 'For one thing, it took ages to get into this leather gear. For another, everyone at work says you like this kind of carry-on anyway. I'm sorry, Miss Darke, but that's what I've heard. But mainly, if I don't do what I'm told this afternoon - Well, I don't like to think about what'll happen to me.'

'And that goes for me too, Jem,' Rudi added. 'And I'd say that I'm not the only one getting a bit excited about this, am I?' *

'Damn you, Rudi, get your fingers out of there. All right.

You win. I'm in no position to stop you, anyway. But no photographs!'

In unison, Rudi and Lesley insisted that the photographs were essential. Each of them, it seemed, had promised to take compromising shots of the other, and both were terrified of the consequences of failing to do so. Jem thought they were both crazy, but didn't try to argue; her neck muscles were beginning to ache again from the efforts of looking up at them. She dropped her head and gazed at the legs - two leather-clad, two naked and hairy - lined up before her.

fcOK,' she said, kyou can take the photographs. But only if I'm disguised. Gather my hair in a scarf, or something, and pull the scarf down over my eyes. I don't see how anyone could recognise me that way.'

This compromise was greeted with approval, and Rudi even managed to find a large square of black silk to match the rest of the tableau. Lesley was given the task of concealing Jem's hair and eyes, and while the girl's uncertain fingers gently tugged and prodded Jem's wayward curls, Jem felt Rudi's large, hot hands stroking her thighs and buttocks. She could no longer see: the black silk had been drawn across the bridge of her nose, beneath her ears, and tied at the nape of her neck. She was aware only of Rudi's left hand, moving in circles and dipping into the wet channel between her legs; of his hard member, teasingly entering her and then withdrawing; of his right hand resting on her right buttock, the thumb pressing insistently into her puckered anus. She felt Lesley's fingers toying with stray strands of her auburn hair and heard the creak of her leather boots, and smelt their spicy, sensual smell. She arched her back, and shuddered as the first small climax of the afternoon came upon her unexpectedly.

Rudi and Lesley moved away, and whispered together. Jem heard metallic clicks: Rudi was setting the cameras to shoot pictures at regular intervals. Then hands were between her legs again - not Rudi's hands, she realised, but Lesley's, with long fingernails that were following the contours of her outer lips, pulling gently at her pubic curls before smoothing them aside, opening her ever more widely. Lesley had big, soft lips with which she was now placing timid, velvety kisses on Jem's rounded cheeks; Jem felt her hot gasps of breath. Tm sorry, Miss Darke,' she heard Lesley stammer, 'but I've got to do it. This is where I'm going to whack you in a minute or two. I hope it doesn't hurt too much.' And, with much creaking of leather, Lesley installed herself on her knees behind Jem and began to lick and kiss every inch of the area she intended to punish.

In spite of the occasional click of a camera shutter, Jem began to lose herself in an ecstasy of little thrills. The sharpness of Lesley's fingernails combined with the insistent softness of her mouth to produce ripples of pleasure that spread from her outthrust bottom to the extremities of her limbs; and, when she tried to jerk her hands or legs in a sudden shock of pleasure, the unexpected reminder of her helplessness caused another tremor of guilty enjoyment. I'm tied up and at the mercy of the boss's secretary, she thought, and it's absolutely heavenly.

Something touched her face. A hand, Rudi's hand, lifting her chin. His lips met hers; she opened her mouth, her tongue twisting against his. He pulled away, but she kept her back arched and her mouth open, blindly inviting him to return. Then she smelt the salty, musky odour of his prick, and a camera clicked, and her lips closed round the huge plum. She started to move her head backwards and forwards, sliding her tongue from side to side against the twin curves of the underside of the helmet.

'Oh Jem,' Rudi breathed, 'Jem, that's bloody marvellous, but you've got to stop moving. I mustn't come until you've been thrashed. Lesley, for God's sake get on with it.'

Jem heard Lesley getting to her feet. Suddenly, her bottom felt very cold and naked, and for the first time she began to struggle against the bonds that held her knees and ankles. Almost for comfort, she started to suck the bulb of hot hard flesh that was fitting so perfectly into her mouth; but she stopped as she heard the whistle of thin wood cutting through the air. She waited for the pain, but the blow didn't fall. Lesley had merely been testing her weapon.

Til bet this stings,' Lesley said in a thoughtful voice. 'You know, you look really lovely like that, Miss Darke. All tied up and with a bloke's thing in your mouth, and showing off everything you've got. This is making me feel ever so sexy. This leather gear's all right, too, after a while. There's something nice about being dressed up too tight, with these chains and buckles, and all my bumps hanging out all over the place. I wouldn't mind letting someone have a go at me with this thing. I'll bet it stings like anything.'

Jem, hardly daring to breathe, felt the long cool strip of wood touch her right buttock, then her left. Then it slid between her cheeks, paused to pass back and forth across her arsehole, and came to rest in the cleft between her swollen labia.

'Can I whack her anywhere?' Lesley asked, and Jem's heart jumped to her throat.

'Yes, if you like,' she heard Rudi say, 'just get on with it. We're only doing this for the cameras.'

There were no more words; there was just another whistling rush of air, and Jem felt a stinging fire across her bottom.

She gasped, jerked her head forward, and almost choked as Rudi's rod of flesh slid to the back of her throat. He swore hoarsely and withdrew his member until only the tip was resting within the circle of her lips. Whispering reassuring words, he placed his hands on each side of her head to steady it. Unable to speak, see, move, or hear, Jem almost sobbed with relief as she realised that Rudi intended to employ all his much-practised skill to fuck her mouth as considerately as possible. She sucked on his familiar hardness and pulled it in to fill her mouth.

Another slashing pain stung her bottom. It was less terrible than the first. Another followed quickly; then another. Jem concentrated on the warm hardness in her mouth, alternating licking and sucking it, trying to encourage the little involuntary spasms that presaged its climax. And she tried to imagine the scene from Rudi's viewpoint: his massive member moving in and out of its favourite orifice; his lover naked, helpless and bound before him; his lover's buttocks striped, glowing, convulsing each time the thin rod thwacked against them; his eyes roving over the leather-clad body of the pretty girl wielding the rod.

Jem now scarcely felt the separate blows; her arse was an undifferentiated area of blazing fire, and the steady rhythm of the rod served only as a sharp repetitive impetus to the movement of her tongue.

Are they looking at me, she wondered, or are they looking at each other, smiling conspiratorially as Lesley's relentless efforts behind me result in Rudi's grunts of pleasure at my front end? He's going to come very soon, she thought, and although his hands suddenly tightened against the cloth over her ears, she heard him cry out.

The whipping stopped. Jem sucked hard. The shaft of flesh thrummed against her lower lip. And as the first spurt of Rudi's salty sperm shot into Jem's throat, Lesley produced her piece de resistance. Four vicious vertical strokes of the rod landed in quick succession, slicing into the valley between Jem's burning buttocks, the tip of the rod flicking into her wet and gaping sex. She wanted to scream, but all she could do was swallow the spurting floods of semen. Rudi withdrew and Jem allowed her head to drop; she cried out only weakly as Lesley administered a final six strokes to the underhang of each of her buttocks.

Some time later, Jem felt Rudi's strong fingers tugging at the velvet knots at her wrists. When her hands were free she tore off the black silk scarf and shook her hair. Lesley had gone; the cameras had gone. She cursed her hands for shaking as she pulled on her stockings and ignored Rudi's solicitous questions. She shrugged on her jacket, checked her seams, picked up her handbag and made for the door, followed by the pathetically pleading Rudi.

'All I have to say,' she announced as she opened the apartment's front door, 'is that I intend to get my own back on that girl.'

'I really wouldn't try anything like that, Jem old thing. She was only following her instructions.' Rudi seemed genuinely worried. 'And if you try to get your revenge on

her - Well, I wouldn't like to think of the consequences. I should steer clear of her if I were you.'

'Rudi, she works in the same building as me. Two offices away from mine. I'll see her tomorrow morning, assuming I can walk straight by then.'

'Oh dear. How was I supposed to know you'd know each other? It wasn't my fault -'

'Spare me. You were just following instructions, I know. You're crazy.'

'Will I - Will I see you again, Jem?'

'After this? Rudi, you really are crazy. This is goodbye.'

Day 2: Monday

Inspector Lucy Larson, on her way to the police computer centre in Hendon, lounged on the back seat of the Rover Sterling. It was a long drive, and she had plenty of time to congratulate herself on her rapid rise through the ranks and into plain clothes, and on her choice of car and driver.

There is something special about cars with leather seats, she thought, tugging at her skirt so that the cool hide touched her skin above her stocking-tops. And there's definitely something special about young women in uniform. She studied the back of WPC Pritchard's neck, where wisps of long blonde hair, even lighter than her own, were straying from under the constable's cap. Lucy transferred her attention to the small hands, relaxed and confident, that held the steering wheel. She looked up to the rear view mirror, and watched the driver's eyes intent on the road ahead. Suddenly Pritchard's blue eyes flicked upward, towards the mirror, and their gazes locked for an instant.

'Constable.'

'Yes, Inspector?'

'I'm getting bored with this motorway driving. We have plenty of time. Take the next exit - we'll find a crosscountry route.'

'Yes, Inspector.'

Lucy liked to hear her driver's voice, with its soft Welsh lilt and slight lisp. She watched Pritchard's hands and eyes as the WPC took the car up a slip road, round a roundabout, and into a lane that ran between tall hedges. It was early morning, and theVe were few other vehicles.

'Watch your speed, Constable.'

'Sorry, Inspector.'

And there was certainly something special, and something sensual, about the combined sensations of speed and power. Lucy felt her erect nipples tingle, and a tickling between her legs.

'Pritchard.'

inspector?'

'Are you glad I picked you for secondment to my team, Constable?'

'Very glad, Inspector. Very happy. There's not much of an opportunity to get on in the valleys.'

'Nothing but traffic duties and occasional riot control, I imagine.'

'That's about it, Inspector. I've wanted to get more involved with crime detection ever since I joined the Force.'

'You sound like an old-timer, Constable. But you're just a kid.'

'I'm twenty-two, Inspector.'

'As old as that? You'll have to move fast to catch up with me.'

'But you're exceptional, Inspector, if you don't mind my saying so. An inspiration to all of us WPCs.'

is that so? Well, I'll help you to get along, Constable, if you perform well.'

'I'll do my best to please, Inspector.'

'Will you, now? We'll see. Let's stretch our legs, shall we. Take that road - the next on the left, through the woods. And pull up somewhere quiet.'

The Rover purred to a halt on a verge of dry leaves. Pritchard switched off the engine. Only the wind in the topmost branches of the surrounding trees broke the silence.

'Get out, Constable. Stand by the car.'

Inspector Larson stretched, and opened one of the rear doors. She ignored Pritchard, who was standing uncertainly by the bonnet of the car, while she reviewed her make-up and filed a fingernail. Leaving her handbag on the seat, she stood up to remove the jacket of her dark blue suit. At last she walked round the front of the car to face her driver.

it's getting hot already, Constable. You can take off your cap and your jacket.'

it's all right, Inspector, I don't mind the -'

Take them off, Pritchard.'

'Yes, Inspector.'

Tut them on the front seat.'

'Yes, Inspector.'

'Now then. That's better, isn't it? Unpin your hair.'

inspector?'

'Unpin your hair, Constable. That*s an order.'

Lucy watched WPC Pritchard's fingers fumbling with the hair clips, and felt a surge of sexual pleasure like a jolt of electricity as the long, near-white hair fell about the Welsh girl's freckled face. Pritchard's cheeks were glowing and she kept her big blue eyes downcast, not daring to meet the Inspector's gaze. But she knows what's going on, Lucy thought, and she knows she'll have to play the game.

'Now then, Constable.'

inspector?'

'You wouldn't like to have to go back to the valleys, would you?'

'No, Inspector.'

'Then we understand each other. Time for a clothing inspection, I think. If you and I are going to be working together - close together - you'll have to pay attention to the rules. I'm not lax about matters of discipline. I imagine I could be particularly strict with you, if necessary. So: everything by the book. Including the uniform. Unbutton your blouse, Constable.'

inspector, I can't -'

'Pritchard. That hair of yours is much longer than regulations permit. I don't want to have to make you have it cut off'

'No, Inspector. Not that, please.'

'Then get on with it. I want to see everything you're wearing.'

With a little sob that Lucy thought quite delightful Pritchard plucked at the buttons of her blouse. Then, at Lucy's impatient gesture, she held the garment open,

averting her face to hide her eyes behind the long veil of her hair.

Lucy was enthralled. WPC Pritchard had milk-white skin peppered with freckles, a slim, incurving stomach, and a pair of small round breasts barely concealed by a thin lace-trimmed bra. Lucy's eyes drank in the sight of the anxious rise and fall of those two pert orbs and the sweep of ethereal hair that hung down to a point between them. With her head half-turned and her arms lifted to hold open her blouse, the Welsh girl seemed a perfect vision of wanton surrender. It was several minutes before Lucy regained her composure.

'Pritchard. Come here.'

Now the Welsh girl was only inches away. Lucy resisted the urge to touch her. Make her do it herself, she thought. Get her used to it.

That bra contravenes regulations,' she said, it hardly covers your nipples. Well? Don't just stand there. Where are your nipples?'

Lucy could see the large pink aureoles very clearly through the thin material, but she still felt a thrill at the sight of Pritchard placing a tense fingertip on the point of each cup of the bra.

4 Very witty, Constable,' Lucy sneered, pretending that her shaking was the result of suppressed anger, i know where they are, you stupid girl. I want you to show them to me!'

With trembling hands, Pritchard pulled aside the flimsy cups of the bra, exposing her firm, white, freckled, pink-tipped breasts. And at last she dared to look shyly up into the Inspector's face.

'Very good, Constable,' Lucy snapped. 'Leave them like that. Lift your skirt. Higher than that, you little fool. Up to your waist. And keep those tits uncovered.'

Pritchard's stockings were black and seamless, held up by a plain black suspender belt. Her panties were of black cotton. The flesh between her stockings and her panties looked, by comparison, completely white and smooth. Lucy was seized with a desire to fall to her knees and kiss that cool pale skin, but she mastered herself.

'Don't squeeze your legs together, girl, you'll fall over. Come on, knees apart. Wider than that. That's better. Now then: what do you mean by wearing knickers on duty?'

'But - But surely ... I mean - Well, goodness gracious, it can't be against regulations to wear a pair of knickers, now, can it?'

'Constable, are you trying to tell me I don't know the rules? Well?'

'No, Inspector.'

'Just as well for you. I've got regulations specific to my team, Constable. One of which is that my driver doesn't wear knickers. Understood?'

'Yes, Inspector.'

'Well don't just bloody well stand there, Pritchard. Get them off!'

Lucy couldn't decide where to look: at the slowly revealed bush of blonde curls, with the hint of a pink slit showing as the girl struggled to step out of the black panties; at the little breasts, jiggling so prettily; or at Pritchard's face, with its flaming cheeks, tear-filled eyes, and perfect upper teeth biting into the lower lip.

I can't let her off the hook, Lucy thought, but it's time to let the line run out a little. 'Very good, Constable,' she said. 'Clothing inspection over. Button yourself up, and we'll be on our way.'

'Knickers, Inspector?'

'Knickers to you, Constable. Leave them here - No, we mustn't litter the countryside. Give them to me. You won't be needing them again until you go off duty. Regulations must be obeyed. And what are you doing with your skirt? Did I tell you to put it back? Lift it up again - right up. You'll stay like that until we reach Hendon; you'll look perfectly respectable sitting behind the wheel. I'm sure you'll get to like the feel of leather on your bare bottom. Now jump to it!'

They had returned to^the motorway, and had driven in silence for some time. Lucy leant forward, blew gently on the back of her driver's neck, and ran a scarlet fingernail along her driver's stockinged thigh. The Rover swerved, then straightened.

'Steady, Constable,' Lucy whispered. 'You've got to pay attention if you want to succeed with me. And you do want to succeed with me, don't you?'

'Yes, Inspector.'

'Good girl. We do understand each other, then. And, of course, you understand that I'll have to punish you for wearing knickers on duty?'

'But Inspector, J didn't know -'

ignorance is no excuse, my dear.'

'But I've got a clean sheet, Inspector. I've never had a disciplinary report before, and -'

'Calm yourself, Constable. I'm sure we can avoid that outcome. I have a rather less drastic form of punishment in mind.'

'Oh, thank you, Inspector.'

'I think we might both rather enjoy it. Come to my office after we've got back from Hendon.'

'Of course, Inspector.'

A thick file labelled Grantham Tower dropped into the waste paper bin. Jem sighed. So much for the biggest potential account; the only worthwhile business on the horizon, in fact. She stood at her desk absent-mindedly rubbing her bottom and watching the computer screen as the cursor ran down the names of the few sales leads remaining in her database. She became aware of the sounds of the other employees of Executive Environments arriving in their offices; her secretary would arrive at any moment. There must be time for one more look, Jem thought, and, twisting her head over her right shoulder, she used one hand to pull up her pleated skirt and the other to squeeze her knickers into the crease between her buttocks. The lines had almost disappeared; the smooth, rounded inverted heart of which she was justly proud looked as good as new.

The telephone rang; automatically she picked it up.

'Sales office,' Jem said, readjusting her clothes.

'Jem, is that you? It's Mike.' 'Yes, Mr McKenzie, it's me.'

'Are you alone?'

'Yes. Yes, Tracey hasn't shown yet.'

'Good. I need to see you. Right away.'

'In your office?'

'No. I'm in the car park. I'm calling from the car. Can you get down here straight away?'

'Sure thing, MM. I'll be right there.'

Jem took a swig of black coffee, turned off the computer, fluffed her hair, touched up her lipstick, and made for the door. When the Managing Director wants you in his office first thing Monday morning, it's important, she thought. But when he wants you in the car park, it's serious.

As Jem stepped out of her office, she saw Lesley threading her way between the seating units that were artistically scattered across the carpeted reception area. Lesley looked demure in a pink pencil skirt and a white cardigan.

'Good morning, Lesley,' Jem called out. 'I'm glad to see you've decided to forgo your weekend taste in clothes.' Jem felt immediately guilty as the tall blonde blushed, stammered a greeting, and fled into Mike McKenzie's outer office. Maybe I should tell her she looks great in leather, Jem thought as she continued towards the smoked-glass front doors.

'Hold it there.' Inspector Larson interrupted the civilian boffin, who was beginning to expound on the theoretical relations between fields of data that had been stored under differing software applications. 'Let me get this straight. You were operating outside the parameters of your brief, right?'

'Strictly speaking, yes. But I did it in my own time, and -'

'Never mind about that. Who else knows about this?'

'No one. Your Chief Inspector didn't seem particularly interested.'

'He told me it was a wild goose chase. I think perhaps he was wrong. Let's ge{ back to the cases. All missing persons. All unrelated. So what's interesting about that? If they're unrelated -'

'Apparently unrelated,' the young man broke in, his spectacles wobbling excitedly on his nose. That's the whole point. I was trying to use the relational aspects of HOLMES 2 to discover a pattern behind apparently unconnected data.'

'And you found one, I take it.'

'HOLMES found it. Correct me if I'm wrong, but I get the impression that missing persons are often investigated a little less ... I mean, sometimes you don't really bother to ...'

'We've got better things to do than to waste our time looking for runaway kids, bored husbands, and people who probably don't want to be found anyway.'

'Exactly. No one looks at the old files, of course. Closed cases. And you're right - I've asked HOLMES to check -most of the missing persons are teenagers, old people, recidivist criminals, middle-aged men. HOLMES couldn't find a pattern there.'

'But?' Lucy was becoming impatient.

'But there is a pattern within one particular sub-group of missing persons. Women, aged twenty to thirty-five, married, social group AB. Not a large sub-group. So far HOLMES has printed out details of only three individuals.'

'And every single one of them ...?'

'Every single one of them has paid at least one visit to a health club known as the Private House.'

it's serious, Jem.' Mike McKenzie was slumped against the door of his Daimler; he was haggard and unshaven, and for the first time Jem considered that he looked as old as his forty-three years. 'Sorry to drag you down here, but I can't talk inside. Walls have ears. Even company cars can be bugged.'

it's another fine day, MM. You sit on your company Daimler. I'll sit on my company Golf. What's the problem?'

'You mean you haven't noticed?'

'Oh. That problem. New business drying up, debtors reluctant to settle their accounts, suppliers screwing down our credit limits, the bank calling in our overdraft, and nasty rumours about us in the trade press.'

'Very perceptive. Some of that information is supposed to be confidential. If there was any point worrying about it, Td start worrying about the ambitions of my over-intelligent Sales Manager. But there isn't any point, so I'll ask her a favour instead.'

'What sort of favour?'

'Dirty work. I want you to be my secret agent.'

'Tell me about it.'

'Where do I start? Jem, the company's in a mess. Starting about three months ago, everything went wrong at once.'

'Last year was good. Sales up fifty per cent.'

i know. A lot of that was your doing, too, Jem. We were maybe overtrading a little, and that hasn't helped now the crunch has come. Suddenly, we're being attacked on all sides: contracts cancelled, customers not paying, suppliers not delivering, rumours flying all over the place. At first I thought it was coincidence - just a patch of lousy luck.'

'And now?'

'Now I've been approached to sell the company. For a ludicrously low figure.'

'Don't you own the shares?'

'I have the largest slice. My brother has some, also my wife. The executive directors have a few each. And a big chunk of the equity is held by the bank. If I sell, the company changes hands, that's for sure.'

'So who is making this offer you can't refuse?'

'Jem, you'll never believe it.'

Inspector Larson minced no words when telling the bespectacled boffin that he had wasted his own time and, even more reprehensively, that he had dragged a senior plainclothes policewoman down to Hendon on exactly the wild goose chase that her Ch'ief had predicted. But she took the print-outs and made a mental note of the address of the

Private House before she stormed out of the computer centre.

She commandeered a vacant office in the nearby Police Training School, and had lifted the telephone before the door had had time to slam behind her.

That's the address, Bert. Now give me the name that goes with it. And I don't want the name of the sitting tenant, or the holding company, or the caretaker's dog. I want the name of the man who owns this Private House, OK? ... It's who? Terence Headman? The Terence Headman? ... Well, I'll be damned.'

'You've got it, Jem. The Terence Headman. He made the bid through one of his subsidiary companies, of course, but I did some homework. He's behind it.'

'What does a property tycoon want with Executive Environments, MM?'

'Beats me, Jem. But his interests are wider than the press reports tell us. I've been digging up information about him. The trouble is, I can't dig up any dirt.'

'And you think he's behind the problems we've been having?'

'His representatives as good as admitted it. Bragged about it. They seem to know about every move I make. That's why I'm so paranoid - why we're talking out here. I'm almost convinced my office is bugged. It's like Headman has someone looking over my shoulder all the time. And he's certainly got the clout to bugger up our business. I'm sure it's him. And if he keeps up the pressure, we'll go under. We can't last much longer. I'll be forced to sell.'

'So you want me to dig up some dirt?'

'I don't know that there is any dirt, Jem. That's why I have to ask you to do this as a favour. It's a little delicate...'

'Spit it out, MM.'

'Well. You're single, am I right? And unattached? And you're also, in my humble opinion, the company's most attractive employee. In fact, Jem, I think you're just about the sexiest little vixen I've ever seen. You don't mind me saying that, do you? Good. And well, I get the impression that you're not exactly - What I mean is, you seem to be fairly broadminded, easygoing, and ..

i get it. The badger game.'

'Pardon?'

'Entrapment. If I can't find any dirt stuck to Headman, you want me to create some. Get him in flagrante, and make off with some hard evidence.'

'Exactly. Excellently put. Will you do it, Jem? This is my last resort'

'What's Headman like?'

'Wealthy, of course. Fortyish. Single. He's been in the company of a few ex-debs, so he's unlikely to be homosexual. There's never been a hint of scandal. He seems to be a regular clean-living chap.'

This assignment sounds like a piece of cake. Of course I'll do it. When do I start?'

'Immediately. This morning I used a call box to phone an old acquaintance of mine. She's a journalist, and she's just gone to Brazil, incognito, to do a TV report. Her name's Jemima Fawcett, but she calls herself Jem - so you don't even have to get used to a pseudonym. Here's her NUJ card, driving licence, credit cards. I don't think anyone can connect you with me. So from now on, you're her. You're working freelance - her employers, the TV company, certainly won't be prepared to tell anyone where she really is - and you're after a story about Headman. Profile of the successful entrepreneur, that sort of thing. As a journalist, you'll be expected to carry a camera and a tape recorder. Use them, Jem: get Headman in a compromising situation, and get him on tape or film. There's a directorship waiting for you if you pull this off.'

'What if he refuses to talk to me?'

'Use your natural talents, Jem. Unless he's made of reinforced concrete, he'll jump at the chance.'

'No, Larson. Absolutely not. Terence Headman is one of the wealthiest businessmen in the country. And a thoroughly respectable one. I can't authorise an investigation. You haven't got a shred of evidence.'

'But I am owed two weeks' leave,' Lucy said, smiling sweetly at the Chief Inspector as she crossed her legs and fluttered her eyelashes, 'and I can't think of a better place to spend a fortnight away than an exclusive health club -can you?'

if you get much fitter, Lucy, you'll develop pectorals that are even bigger than your - Well, never mind. Of course I can't stop you trying to get inside the Private House - but remember, you're on your own!'

Julia had had two pink gins on the aeroplane, and was feeling a little light-headed as she walked from the airfield's one runway towards the small cluster of airport buildings. She was worried about her underwear and her travelling bag: she had had to leave with both, to prevent Gerald becoming suspicious, but knickers and personal possessions were unnecessary - and disapproved of - at her destination. Once inside the almost deserted lounge, she made straight for the public conveniences.

Locked inside one of the cubicles and seated on the lavatory she felt safer, less flustered. These are down, she said to herself, lifting her high heels out of her cream silk camiknickers, and so they might as well come right off. She picked the sheer material off the floor, held the knickers to her cheek, and then stuffed them into her Liberty-print travelling bag. She rummaged through the few other items of clothing that the bag contained, making sure that none of them was labelled, and inspected her make-up and toiletries - all unremarkable brands, nothing unusual. She emptied her handbag on the tiled floor, and checked every compartment for anything that might carry her name. There was nothing to identify her except for two crumpled, handwritten shopping lists and the passenger copy of her air ticket. These three items she flushed down the toilet. Smiling ironically as she refolded the bundle of banknotes that Gerald had insisted she should take she refilled her handbag and stood up to place both bags on top of the cistern. A nice surprise gift for the next lucky lady to use this loo, Julia thought. I just hope Gerald has no cause to ransack my writing-desk while I'm away: he'll get dreadfully excited if he finds I've gone without my credit cards and cheque book.

One last check, Julia said to herself. Shoes: I think the heels are high enough. Stockings: black, that's always a safe bet, very sheer and with seams - which are straight. Suspender belt to match stockings, and I think the lace trim will be permitted. Skirt: full, pleated, light cotton. Blouse: matches the skirt, unbuttons at the front, cap sleeves. No bra. No jewellery - Almost forgot! I'm still wearing my wedding ring! Change it to the other hand, hope they let me keep it. Hair tied back with a red ribbon, matching lipstick and nail varnish. I hope they appreciate that touch. More makeup than I usually use - more blusher, mascara and eye-liner - but that's the way they like it, even though I think it makes me look a bit like a Parisian tart. Perfume in my armpits, between my breasts, between my legs, between my buttocks; they say that applying perfume should always sting, and this morning I shrieked so much I almost woke Gerald. Anything else? Nothing. No possessions, no identity. Just one final adjustment, in case something happens straight away. They'll want me to be ready, so . .. Two hands under the skirt; one at the front, one at the back. That perfume's almost overpowering. Not too fast: just touch the pubic hair, tease it a little, and meanwhile push forward from the back, thumbnail against arsehole, fingers into the warmth and softness. I'm already wet, I can't believe it, just from thinking about what they'll do to me. Oh, that's nice, fingers from the back pushing in and out, fingers from the front going back and forth, and there's my little clitoris, peeking out, asking to be fiddled with - No, I must stop. They won't like it if it's obvious I've been enjoying myself. Wipe fingers on a piece of toilet tissue. Can't get rid of the perfume smell, it's all over my hands. Never mind; time to go.

Julia emerged from the Ladies and saw a young man in old-fashioned chauffeur's livery. He hadn't been in the lounge when she had walked through it earlier. Her eyes met his and he raised a questioning eyebrow; she nodded. He turned and made for the glass doors, holding one of them open as she approached. She stopped in the doorway, and looked up into his grey eyes; she ran a fingernail along his square jaw.

The car is just outside, madam,' he said, placing a gloved hand on her waist and pulling her towards him. She placed her hands against his tunic and then, amazed at her own bravado, she reached beneath it to find, as she expected, that the front panel of his stiff trousers consisted of only a sort of codpiece of thin material through which she could feel every contour of his swelling prick. 'Steady on, madam,' the chauffeur whispered, 'we're not at the Private House yet.'

'Silly!' she replied, giving him a peck on the cheek. 'One is never really away.' There were several cars on the tarmac outside the airport buildings, but only one of them was a vintage Rolls Royce; Julia walked towards it, followed by the chauffeur.

They had driven through leafy country lanes for about half an hour before Julia decided to speak to the chauffeur again. 'Are we going straight to the House?' she said, i can't wait. It's odd, but I'm quite looking forward to it.'

'That was anticipated, madam,' the chauffeur replied in a level voice, 'and therefore the answer is, of course, no. I have been told to make a stop en route. In the woods.'

'And what are we to do in the woods?' Julia was excited and nervous at the same time, but did her best to replicate the chauffeur's measured tones.

'I have been told to make you cry, madam. "Clear evidence of copious weeping" is the exact requirement.'

Julia took a deep breath. 'And what will you do to make me cry?'

The chauffeur smiled at last. 'Whatever is necessary, madam. I have been told to use my own discretion. Perhaps you could offer a suggestion? Or should we abandon subtlety and go straight for the riding-crop? I think this is a suitable spot.'

The ancient car jolted to a stop, and the chauffeur held open Julia's door. 'Come along, madam,' he said. 'Take off your skirt, if you please, and face the car. L^gs wide apart. We're getting close to the Private House now.'

Day 3: Tuesday

There were no filing clerks and no cabinets full of files, no typists and no word processors with beeping screens, no frantic executives and no rooms in which crisis meetings could be held. Terence Headman's private office was furnished as a tastefully-decorated, little-used luxury apartment on the top floor of a smart mews house - which is exactly what it was.

Terence Headman's personal assistant was curled on a chaise longue, reading not a confidential report but what appeared to be a paperback novel. The only sounds were the ticking of a grandfather clock and an occasional rattle of crockery from the direction of the kitchen. Miss Morelli looked up, smiled vaguely, and resumed her urgent scanning of the book. She did not, in Jem's opinion, look much like the personal assistant of a notoriously hard-working corporate predator; from the razor-cut spikes of her black hair to the golden patent-leather sandals that were about to drop from her lazily swinging stockinged feet, she looked more like a model taking a mindless break between photo-sessions.

Jem was becoming impatient. It had been surprisingly easy to make an immediate appointment to visit Headman's private office; but since then nothing had gone according to plan. Jem had taken care to dress in formal clothes, as she had expected to meet Headman in a formal office, but she had done her best to ensure that her appearance broadcast the correct seductive message. She had augmented the natural curls of her hair, and then pinned it up so that the cataract of auburn froth fell like a curtain behind her pixie-like ears; she had spent an hour over her make-up, carefully applying nail varnish, lip gloss, and face powder, and outlined her eyes and lips with painstaking precision. Her blouse was snow-white, and sheer enough to display the delicate lace tracery of her wispy bra; her skirt was short enough to reveal a glimpse of stocking-top whenever she crossed her legs, and tight enough to emphasise the curves of her bottom-cheeks. Her ankle-strap shoes, with heels even higher than those she normally wore, had been chosen to create a sensational arse-wiggle with every step she took.

But she had had no need to bother with these subtle variations on the theme of a businesswoman's suit: Headman's private office wasn't a real office at all. And looking seductive had been a complete waste of time: she hadn't met Headman, and in any case his personal assistant, apparently wearing nothing but a black lace tunic and black lace stockings and enough gold jewellery to wipe out the national debt of a small Third World republic, made Jem feel both overdressed and dowdy. She recrossed her legs and leant forward.

'Excuse me,' she said firmly. Miss Morelli frowned, sighed and looked up. 'Excuse me, but I didn't come here to write a piece about the interior decor of Terence Headman's apartment and the reading habits of his personal assistant. When will I meet Mr Headman himself?'

'Only when I'm sure that Mr Headman will want to see you, Miss Fawcett. There are at least two hurdles to clear before you have any hope of meeting him. But here comes Darren; we'll find out whether you've passed the first test, shall we?'

Darren appeared in the doorway that seemed to lead to the kitchen. He was tall, bronzed and muscular, with wavy blond hair and a square jaw that was so clean-shaven that it gleamed. He was wearing nothing but white training shoes and a pair of tight white shiny shorts. Carrying Jem's camera and briefcase on a tray, he padded across the carpet and stopped deferentially in front of Miss Morelli. A Californian-style beach god, Jem marvelled; more than a little out of place in the inner city.

'Darren's one of my boys,' Miss Morelli said proudly. 'Isn't he a hunk? Well, Darren, is this a bone fide Miss Fawcett?'

Darren blushed, and spoke hesitantly in an accent that originated south of the river. 'Yeah, she's OK, Miss Morelli. She checks out. This gear's a bit iffy. I mean, the Boss doesn't like cameras and tape recorders and that, does he? But it's all straight stuff, nothing hidden in it.'

'That's good, Darren. But Mr Headman isn't the Boss, is he? We call him Mr Headman, or the Master, don't we?'

'Yes, Miss Morelli. Sorry.' Darren's face was bright red, and Jem was sure that she detected a twitch beneath the taut material that barely covered the young man's bulging crotch.

'Well don't just stand there, boy. Return that equipment to Miss Fawcett, and ask her if she'd like a cup of tea.'

Darren turned, and with a ripple of muscles bent forward to place the tray on the seat next to Jem. She dragged her gaze away from his perfect torso and found herself staring into his wide, ice-blue eyes. 'Earl Grey, Miss?' he asked, in a hoarse whisper. 'Or China?'

'Earl Grey, please,' Jem managed to say, letting her gaze rest on Darren's groin as he straightened up. She was sure the bulge was growing, and it seemed to cause him nothing but embarrassment.

'Come here a moment, Darren,' Miss Morelli ordered in silky tones. He took a step and stood rigidly to attention beside her chair, flinching slightly as she ran her fingers across the tight curves of his bottom. 'He's a good boy, Miss Fawcett, but rather over-demonstrative. Aren't you, Darren?' she added, flicking a fingernail against the unmis-takeable erection that threatened to burst the fabric of his shorts. 'Run along now and make the tea.' The discomfited beach god mumbled a reply and fled into the kitchen.

Miss Morelli tossed her book aside, and with a jangle of gold bracelets stretched her slim arms above her head. She stood up, smiling smugly as Jem surveyed her tall lissome body, very little of which was covered by the black lace camisole top and matching G-string and suspender belt.

Jem tried hard to retain her grip on reality. This is the office of a business tycoon, she told herself. I'm here to interview him; this is his personal assistant. 'Miss Morelli,' Jem said flatly, i would very much like to meet Mr Headman, and -'

'Perhaps you will, Jem. You don't mind if I call you Jem, do you?'

'Not at all. What should I call you?'

'You must address me as Miss Morelli, of course. I think that you have still not grasped the situation. Mr Headman is a very busy man. He has many interests. He never lets anyone see him. Occasionally he will ask to see someone. He delegates that authority to his assistants. On matters of property, finance, share dealings and so on his assistants are accountants, brokers, business managers. In matters touching his private life, I am his assistant. Mr Headman might ask to see you, if I recommend it. Is that clear?'

'No. But I'll play along, I guess. Can we move things along a little?'

'By all means. As you have heard, Darren has been making enquiries about you, and checking your belongings. The results are positive. Next we have to consider you personally. Stand up, Jem. That's right. Now: I think you're rather overdressed, don't you? Start taking your clothes off, my dear.v

Scented oils filled the wood-panelled room with a heady mixture of jasmine and patchouli. The Asian girl hummed softly as she continued her ineffectual but very relaxing massage. Lucy surrendered to the gentle caresses but fought off her inclination to doze: she was determined to review everything she had so far discovered about the Private House.

It had all been very easy; almost too easy, Lucy thought. She had telephoned yesterday. Yes, there were immediate vacancies. The club's facilities were extensive, and could provide a tailor-made regime for each member: anything from a weekend's peace and quiet to a month-long intensive fitness and dieting course. Fees were high, but not extortionate.

The place was less grand than Lucy had expected. She had driven through winding tree-shaded country lanes to reach the entrance, a vast pair of wrought-iron gates set in a high stone wall; but the Private House didn't live up to the promise of its gateway. The main building was a Jacobean manor-house, very charming but much smaller than Lucy had anticipated. It was surrounded by more modern buildings and a few acres of attractive formal gardens. Beyond the encircling wall lay the panorama of parkland and copses that Lucy had glimpsed while driving, and which she had assumed were the grounds of the club; now she realised that, even if the land had once been the estate of the Jacobean country house, it must have been sold off long ago. The Private House seemed to be no more than it claimed to be: an expensive, classy, health and fitness club. Turn left for car park; all major credit cards accepted; please do not leave valuables in the changing rooms; special menu for slimmers.

And yet, Lucy reflected as she tried to ignore the insistent fingers playing on her vertebrae as if they were piano keys, there are peculiarities. Not enough rooms, for instance: she'd already counted fifteen guests, and there were only about fifteen bedrooms; did the staff sleep in a dormitory in an outbuilding? Or were they from nearby villages? Come to think of it, there were no nearby villages. And the staff behaved oddly, too. They were very friendly with the guests - almost off-hand, in fact - but addressed each other only in the most formal speech. And they all wore uniforms that were outrageous replicas of those worn by nurses and domestic staff a hundred years ago.

If you want information, Lucy decided, you have to ask questions. She propped herself on an elbow and looked up at the Asian girl. Large dark eyes met hers. 'What's your name?' Lucy asked. 'Mine's Lucy.'

'Asmita,' the girl replied, with a devastating smile.

Lucy felt a familiar tingle of interest. There really is something about young women in uniform, she thought, as she let her gaze take ip the crisp white button-through dress that clung tightly to every curve of the girl's brown body. Tell me, Asmita,' she began, 'do you come from these parts?'

'From round here?' Asmita giggled. 'Oh no. From the Midlands. I'm not really a masseuse, you know. I'm just,' she giggled, 'moonlighting, I suppose. It's good to get away sometimes.'

'I see. What about the other staff? Are they part-timers too?'

'Some of them. Some are here all the time. But we all love our work. Do you like this?' Asmita had started to rub oil into the backs of Lucy's thighs, stroking her fingers higher and higher up Lucy's legs with movements that were far too gentle to have any effect on muscle tone but which were playing havoc with Lucy's nerve endings.

it's quite nice,' Lucy said in a level voice, but she allowed her head to sink back on to the folded towel.

Asmita's hands stopped moving; they had reached the tops of Lucy's thighs. Then Lucy felt the hands gliding from her hips to the small of her back, skirting her bottom. One hand stayed resting on her coccyx; the other skimmed her right buttock, lifting the tiny invisible hairs. Lucy heard her heart beating; she remembered to breathe.

'Now I'll massage you here,' Asmita said lightly, 'if you ask me to.'

'All right,' Lucy said in a voice that sounded unnecessarily loud. 'You can do that.'

The Asian girl giggled. 'No, no,' she said, 'you don't understand. I'll only stroke your bottom if you ask me to. You have to ask me nicely, or I won't do it.'

Lucy swallowed. This wasn't the sort of situation she was used to. Asmita's warm fingers were making little movements at the perimeter of her arse-cheeks, and Lucy found that she couldn't resist the urge to wriggle slightly, at the same time parting her thighs as unnoticeably as she could. She took a deep breath.

'Asmita,' she said with a slight tremor, 'would you please massage my bottom?'

'With pleasure, Lucy,' Asmita replied, moving her hands in diminishing circles that ended with her fingertips tickling the smooth sensitive areas on the lower inner slope of each buttock. 'Perhaps, in a few minutes,' she added after a while, 'you would like to ask me to smack your bottom?'

'Mmmm, yes,' was all that Lucy could say.

'And after that, if you ask me very nicely and remember to say please, perhaps, I'll do the same things for your titties?'

Lucy sighed. In for a penny, in for a pound, she thought. Perhaps I'll find out some more about this place. And anyway, this feels heavenly. 'Yes, please, Asmita,' she said. 'Please smack my bottom.' She spread her legs apart and lifted her arse off the bench. 'Do anything you want, but please don't stop doing it.'

When Darren returned with tea on a tray, Jem was posing in her underwear. The semi-transparent bra barely covered her small but well-rounded breasts and the matching briefs hid only her triangle of dark red curls. The lace that trimmed both garments and her narrow suspender belt added a subtle touch she thought, and her fortuitous choice of white undies perfectly complemented the black of Miss Morelli's brief garments. Jem was standing as Miss Morelli had directed, with one leg bent and her arms raised, her hands tousling her auburn curls.

She pouted at the muscle-bound boy. The tea-tray trembled.

'Well, Darren,' Miss Morelli said, 'what do you think?'

'Very nice, Miss Morelli. Should I put this down?'

'Yes, yes, of course. Stupid boy. On the table. That's right. Now back to business. I want your opinion, Darren.'

'She's a bit of all right, Miss Morelli, she really is. A bit on the small side, I suppose, if she weren't in them heels, but not dumpy, not at all. Nice slim legs, beautiful bum, tits aren't very big but they're a lovely-shaped couple of handfuls, if you see what I mean.'

'Yes, Darren, thank you. Very graphic. And what about her face? Her hair?'

'Beautiful hair, Mis$ Morelli. I think Mr Headman would go for that. And he'd like her boat race, too. She looks sort of cocky - cheeky, I suppose. It's a good face -small and round.'

'Heart-shaped,' Jem broke in, 'is the usual description. Are you both through dissecting me?'

'No,' Miss Morelli said bluntly. 'Turn round. Is that a tattoo on your hip?'

'Only a little one,' Jem said, 'and it doesn't say anything naughty. Not unless you know what the letters stand for.'

'I'm not really interested, Jem. My only concern is whether Mr Headman will object to it. I don't think he will. You'll do, I think, in terms of appearance. Now we'll do some practical exercises. Come here; kneel on the floor in front of me.'

Jem opened her mouth to protest, but then she remembered that she would never meet Terence Headman unless she satisfied his tall, supercilious assistant. Anyway, she thought, as she sank to her knees and found herself gazing at the triangle of lace that covered Miss Morelli's prominent mount of Venus, this might be interesting.

'Put your hands behind your back, Jem,' Miss Morelli said, stepping forward so that her crotch was only centimetres from Jem's face and her thighs remained slightly parted. 'That's right. And you must remember to say "Yes, Miss Morelli" each time I tell you to do something.'

'Yes, Miss Morelli,' Jem said, breathing in the heady mixture of spicy perfume and body scents that emanated from the junction of the two long tanned legs before her.

'Darren,' Miss Morelli ordered, 'go and stand behind Jem. That's it. And now I want you to play with those titties you like so much. One in each hand. Keep your arms behind your back, Jem dear. I don't want you interfering with Darren's games. That's a very lovely little bra, isn't it, Darren? But surely you can play more roughly than that? Give those breasts a proper working-over, Darren. Keep those nipples erect!'

Jem bit her lip. Darren's thick fingers were kneading her breasts, returning incessantly to rub and pinch her upright nipples through the flimsy fabric of the bra. It was not an altogether unpleasant sensation, but it made concentration difficult.

'Now, Jem,' Miss Morelli said, her voice a little hoarse, i want you to remove this G-string I'm wearing. Without using your hands, of course.'

Jem moaned, and tried vainly to shake herself free of Darren's relentless fingers. She knew she could move her hands, but they remained behind her back as though tied together. 'Yes, Miss Morelli,' she remembered to say, and leant forward, her forehead brushing the satin skin of Miss Morelli's flat belly and her lips searching for the strip of elasticated lace that held up the black triangle.

Miss Morelli smelt wild and exotic. Her skin had a warm, earthy odour; the perfume that rose from her tight-ly-curled black pubic hair was heavy and sophisticated. As Jem's lips pulled down the tiny garment and her nose slid deeply into the slowly revealed bush of black curls, she became more and more aware of the tangy smell of womanly sex that underlay all the other odours. There's no point in hurrying this, Jem thought, shuddering slightly as Darren squeezed both of her breasts simultaneously; she pulled the thin waistband away from Miss Morelli's pelvis, released it suddenly with a snap that made the tall woman flinch, and proceeded to plant a series of little kisses in the warm furrows between Miss Morelli's crotch and thighs.

She felt Miss Morelli's hand on her head, playing with her hair. 'Very good, Jem,' Miss Morelli said in an uncharacteristically gentle voice. 'You show initiative. But really, my dear, you should attend to the main business. I think I can undress myself from here. Both of you, stop what you're doing.'

Darren's hands were removed from Jem's mauled breasts. She watched as Miss Morelli slid the G-string down her long legs and stepped out of the black circles of lace. Jem felt a pang of disappointment as the tall woman stepped backward, removing her enticing body from the vicinity of her eager lips.

Miss Morelli arranged herself on the chaise longue with one golden sandal on the floor and the other on the seat, and rested one crimson-nailed hand between her widely-parted thighs. 'Now I'm going to watch,' she said. 'Let's see how hot you can make me, shall we? Jem darling, stay where you are, but turn to one side a little. And Darren, come and stand in front of her. Perfect!'

Jem found herself nose to crotch with the muscular lad. The bulge in his shorts had grown to an alarming size, and he was having some difficulty keeping still. The same procedure, Jem,' Miss Morelli called out, 'but this time it's freestyle. Let's see what you can do with a big boy's equipment.'

Jem raised her head, grasped the waistband of Darren's shorts between her teeth, and pulled down. An arc of skin, paler than the suntanned stomach, was revealed. Jem shuffled sideways and repeated the procedure. Darren, anxious to be helpful, began to turn round in small increments so that Jem was not obliged to circumnavigate him on her knees. Soon the shorts were half-way down Darren's hips. His pale, hard-muscled buttocks were protruding cheekily above the waistband, and Jem had not resisted the temptation to kiss and nibble them at every opportunity, drawing embarrassed shivers and whimpers from the boy.

Now Jem was faced with a problem. She was unable to drag the shorts any further down Darren's legs: at the front the waistband remained hooked over the boy's hard protuberance, and yanking at the stubborn garment with her teeth only caused Darren to writhe in pleasurable discomfort. She mastered the urge to unclasp her hands, and glanced towards the chaise longue. Miss Morelli lifted a languid eyebrow and moved her hand from her crotch as if to demonstrate that Jem's efforts had so far failed to arouse her.

Jem returned to her task. The front of Darren's shorts, supported by his burgeoning pole, had become pulled away from his groin. Kneeling as tall as she could, Jem peered down into the gap between flesh and nylon and saw, in the darkness, the thick set of the youth's penis emerging from a mass of blond hairs. So much for the expensive make-up job, she thought, and pushed her face in to the chink. Her left cheek pressed against the hard smoothness of the concave stomach; her right cheek was abraded by the waistband of the shorts. Her nostrils were assailed by the mingled odours of talcum powder and male sex. She pushed on, using twists and turns of her head to widen the gap between groin and shorts, until her lips made contact with the pulsating rigidity of Darren's prick. Then, almost lifting the youth from his feet as she stretched the waistband to its limit, she jerked her head away from his body until the shorts were clear of the end of his imprisoned member. The elastic waistband snapped back around the tops of his thighs, capturing his testicles in its firm embrace. With commendable restraint, Darren merely uttered a low groan of pain; his unfettered penis, apparently unaffected by this assault, stood proudly to attention only a few inches from Jem's face.

'Bravo!' Miss Morelli commented, a little ironically. 'Well done, Jem. Now what?'

The next bit's easy, Jem said to herself; I've had more than enough practice with Rudi during the last few weeks. And, regardless of previous instructions, she raised her hands to yank down Darren's shorts and clasp his tight buttocks. With deliberate care she pulled his thick truncheon inch by inch into her mouth, simultaneously insinuating a finger into the crinkled orifice of his bottom.

Who's a big boy, then, she thought, as Darren's prick touched the back of her throat before her lips had encountered even a stray hair of his pubic bush. And who's got an easy-access arsehole, too? I wonder who's been up there on a regular basis? Terence Headman? Or is the Morelli woman a dildo freak?

She pulled away from him until only the velvet plum was in her mouth and only the tip of her finger was encircled by his anus; she lapped with her tongue at the underside of his helmet, and vibrated her fingertip. She felt his body jerk, and realised that he wouldn't be able to stand that sort of treatment for long, so she pulled him deeply into her mouth again, even more slowly than before, and pushed two fingers into his arse.

He's going to come soon, Jem thought; I wonder what Miss Morelli would consider a suitable finale? I can fix my make-up, but I really don't want spunk in my hair. Then she noticed the odour of Miss Morelli's heavy perfume, and glanced to one side to find that the long-limbed woman was kneeling next to her.

'Very good indeed, Jem,' Miss Morelli said in a conspiratorial whisper. 'He seems to be enjoying this. Please carry on; I don't think he's quite ready for his climax. He has very sensitive testicles, but as you seem to have your hands and mouth rather full, I'll deal with this tyalls. You just keep sucking, my dear.'

Leaving two fingers firmly in Darren's arse, Jim slid her lips to the end of his pole and gently licked and kissed the little slit at the tip. In this way she was able to watch Miss Morelli's hand close around the youth's bulging, wrinkled sac, and appreciate the sudden muscular spasm that accompanied his desperate groan.

'He loves this,' Miss Morelli said, in a voice that suggested command rather than mere comment; she started to flick her fingers against the bottom of his scrotum, almost as if she were chucking a baby's chin. Jem wriggled her fingers inside the youth's anal passage, and circled his helmet with her tongue while she watched the increasingly violent movements of Miss Morelli's fingers, which were now slapping upwards with regular sharp smacks that made Darren's balls bounce all over the place, eliciting loud cries of distress. 'Now,' Miss Morelli shouted, 'now, Jem, suck him off!'

Jem closed her lips around the shaft, pressed the helmet against the roof of her mouth, gave flickering licks to the flanged edge of the plum, and then sucked. Darren gave a long, ragged wail, and during it Jem realised that her fingers were pushing in and out of his arse at exactly the same rate and with much the same enthusiasm as Miss Morelli's fingers were smacking against his balls. And then a flood of semen burst into her throat, and then another, and another, so close together that she had difficulty swallowing them. She began to pull away, but Darren pre-empted her. With a cry that was almost a sob, he turned and fled from the room.

Jem was left on her knees, swallowing to dilute the salty taste of semen that filled her mouth. Beside her, Miss Morelli was kneeling too, with one hand still between her wide-spread thighs.

'Oh dear,' Miss Morelli said, turning to look at Jem with bright eyes, 'Darren is such a naughty boy. I'll have to punish him for running away like that.'

'I expect he'll enjoy it,' Jem said.

'Oh yes, I'm sure he will. And so will I. I've certainly enjoyed your performance. Look.' Miss Morelli lifted her hand and, surprisingly coyly, moved her legs together. Jem saw that her fingers were wet from tip to palm; she inhaled the strong smell of female secretions. Tm very pleased with you, Jem. I only wish I could keep you here. But I'm sure Mr Headman will ask to see you. I'll give you a glowing report. Now then: would you like to suck my fingers clean?

Jem licked her lips. 'Yes, Miss Morelli.'

'There's a good little girl. Do you like the taste?'

Jem wasn't crazy about being called a little girl, but her nipples were taut against the lace of her bra, her mouth was full of the mingled tastes of male and female sex, and she could feel the creased gusset of her tiny knickers sticking wetly to her vulva. She tried to say, 'Yes, Miss Morelli,' but she found that she didn't want to release the woman's fingers from her lips.

But the fingers were snatched away as Miss Morelli stood up. Jem found herself transfixed by the sight of two long legs, encased in black lace and perched on golden, high-heeled sandals. She was aware of Miss Morelli's naked sex only inches away from her face. 'Oh dear,' Miss Morelli said in a soft voice that made Jem's insides lurch. She looked up.

'What adorably big eyes you have,' Miss Morelli continued. 'But looking innocent won't help you. Talking with your mouth full is terribly uncouth. You'll have to be punished, I suppose.' She leant forward and stroked Jem's cheek. 'You'd like me to smack you, wouldn't you, dear?'

Jem swallowed. She pictured Miss Morelli's manicured fingers slapping Darren's testicles. 'Yes, Miss Morelli,' she said, and she wasn't sure whether she was saying the words because she wanted to meet Headman or because she wanted the sensation of those fingers slapping against the sticky heat between her legs.

'Stand up, then. Off with your knickers. Turn round. Legs apart. Lean forward.' There was a long pause, and then Jem felt a fingertip sliding along the curve of her right buttock. 'Very good,' Miss Morelli whispered. 'Oh, yes. Very good. Mr Headman will be delighted to see you, I'm sure. What a pity that I can give you only a soupcon, as it were, of what's to come. Never mind. I'm sure we'll both enjoy this.' Miss Morelli settled herself on the chaise longue and placed a small cushion on her crossed legs. 'Come and lie across my knees.'

Feeling a little numb, as if she were a spectator rather than a participant, Jem turned. 'Should I take off my stockings?' was all she could think of to say.

'No, don't bother with that. In any case, Mr Headman insists that in these circumstances stockings are more decorative. And they define the target area. No, no, you silly girl. The other side. I'm not left-handed.'

This can't be happening, Jem thought as she climbed awkwardly on to the couch. I must look really stupid. I'm just draping myself over this stuck-up bitch's lap and I'm going to let her spank me.

She closed her eyes. She could feel the texture of the tapestry upholstery against her elbows, her knees and, by moving forward slightly, her nipples. Her stomach was pressed against the velvet cushion. Her left thigh was touching Miss Morelli's skin, and was brushed by Miss Morelli's black lace top. She had been in this position before, of course, when playing games with boyfriends. But this was different: this was with a stranger, and a stranger who was a woman, too. This was about power, not sex. And yet in a strange way that made it all much sexier.

'Legs apart, girl.' Miss Morelli's hand suddenly slapped the back of Jem's left thigh. 'Let's have a good display.'

Jem found herself inching her knees across the upholstery. She knew that she was revealing her most intimate parts, but she couldn't help herself. Miss Morelli's fingernails stroked up and down the widening cleft between Jem's buttocks, and circled her anus. Jem could feel her labia separating, and she knew that Miss Morelli couldn't fail to notice the shiny wetness that she could tell was almost dripping from her vulva. She wanted Miss Morelli to touch her there. She wanted Miss Morelli to smack her there. She wanted the pain, and she wanted an orgasm with it.

In a moment of clarity, Jem realised that she was on the brink of discovering something new and important about her sexuality. Something that, from the sound of him, Terence Headman would find very much to his taste. And something that could endanger her mission: if she was to succeed, she would have to remain distanced from Headman's sexual games. In that moment she vowed to suppress the newly discovered thrill of offering her body for punishment. If she could fool Headman into thinking she liked this sort of thing, she could twist him round her little finger. But if he were to find out she really liked it, she'd never be able to escape from him.

So, Jem promised herself, no more fun from spanking. At least, not after this time.

She arched her back downward, pushing her breasts into the tapestry and lifting her hips up from the cushion on Miss Morelli's thighs. She felt her bottom and her sex opening like a flower. 'Yes, Miss Morelli,' she said firmly.

Miss Morelli moved her left arm under Jem's raised stomach and placed her hand at the top of Jem's right thigh. Without further ado she started spanking Jem's bottom with hard, regular smacks that resounded loudly in the still room.

Miss Morelli was quick and methodical. She spanked in threes: three sharp smacks to the left buttock, three sharp smacks to the right buttock, and then a short pause during which the fingers of her left hand would stroke the line of Jem's sex-lips, or gently probe the area where Jem's clitoris Was vibrating with the qeed for release. And then more spanking, two sets of three smacks, concentrating on a slightly different area of Jem's buttocks. And then more touching. And so it went on.

Jem surrendered to the sensations, pushing her bottom up to meet Miss Morelli's stinging right hand and then writhing her hips helplessly as Miss Morelli's other hand teased her nearer and nearer to the edge of ecstasy. Each sharp slap, the sound ringing across the room, was a reminder of her submissive position, and also stoked the burning sensation that was spreading from her buttocks to inflame her vulva, her clitoris, and deep inside her loins.

Occasionally, resting between smacks, Miss Morelli would make an offhand remark such as 'Yes, the whole of your bottom is nicely red now,' or 'My goodness, you are sopping wet inside here, aren't you?' And Jem would momentarily surface from her maelstrom of sensations and picture herself from Miss Morelli's viewpoint: her buttocks glowing and blotched with a red flush, jiggling with each smack, her sex gaping and wet and demanding to be touched. And then another series of smacks would descend, and Jem would buck and writhe and be overwhelmed by warm waves of pleasure.

At last, Miss Morelli stopped. Jem, breathing deeply, kept her thighs wide apart and her bottom pushed up. She wanted more. She wanted to come. Her clitoris was throbbing relentlessly. She wanted to touch it herself, but she knew she must not, without permission.

Miss Morelli's hand was on her bottom again, stroking the burning skin. 'I could go with this all day,' she said, 'but I've got better things to do. I have to punish Darren, remember. Mustn't exhaust myself on you.'

Jem moaned, and dipped her back even further.

'Yes, dear,' Miss Morelli said, 'you've got a lovely arse. And you're excessively wet down here, aren't you? Would you like me to smack you here? She placed her long fingers along Jem's lips; her middle finger nudged Jem's clitoris. 'While I play with this little button, perhaps?'

'Yes. Yes please, Miss Morelli.'

'No chance, sweetheart.' Miss Morelli pushed Jem off her lap and stood up. 'You'll have to finish the job yourself. I think you'll do very well for Mr Headman. Don't call us. We'll let you know. But I should cancel all your appointments from this afternoon onwards.' One of her gold, patent-leather sandals landed an insulting kick between Jem's buttocks, and she walked away.

Jem rolled over and gasped as her bottom rasped against the carpet. She didn't care who might be watching: she pressed her hands between her thighs and in a few seconds brought herself to a shuddering climax.

Well, I guess I'm in, she told herself. Headman's got to agree to see me after that experience. And what a weird experience! Kind of fun, definitely. But from now on, I've got to keep my mind on the job.

It had not taken long for Julia to re-adjust.

The chauffeur had started whipping her as soon as she had positioned herself, like a suspect waiting to be frisked, against the side of the car. Her legs were wide apart and her shins were touching the running board of the old limousine. Her elbows were resting on the roof of the cabin, and she had leant forward to lay her head on her crossed hands. The black paintwork radiated heat. The position of Julia's body was provocative: she had adopted it almost out of habit. She had found herself remembering the customs of the Private House. She knew that when one found oneself naked from the waist down in the presence of another person with a riding crop, one did one's best to please the other person. It came naturally.

The chauffeur had said nothing as he whipped Julia. The strokes had been painful, each one making Julia gasp and tense her muscles. There was never quite enough time after each stroke for the burning sensation to die away before the next stroke landed. The chauffeur had concentrated on Julia's buttocks, usually alternating between them but occasionally striking one of her thighs, or her shoulders, to prevent her becoming accustomed to the punishment.

Between her muffled cries of pain Julia had realised that the chauffeur was restraining the force of his blows. Her writhing bottom, she had thought, must be glowing with red lines, but there would be no weals. She had felt perspiration breaking out all over her body, and she had been aware of another wetness gathering at the apex of her widely parted legs.

When the chauffeur had stopped, Julia had remained leaning against the side of the car. Her buttocks had felt hot and prickly. She hadn't been able to resist the urge to roll her hips as if in an erotic dance. She had wanted more - more of anything, just as long as someone paid attention in some way to her sensitised buttocks and her hot, moist, yearning sex.

She had been able to hear traffic passing on the road they'd just left. She had known that at any moment another vehicle might pull off the highway and stop in the same clearing as the Rolls Royce. The thought had only made her wetter.

Julia had been spread-eagled against the side of the car for ten minutes before the chauffeur had re-appeared. He had said nothing as he had looped lengths of rope round each of Julia's wrists and each of her stocking-clad ankles. From time to time his gloved hand had touched her, abruptly and then gently: a smack and then a caress to her right buttock; a thrust and then an inquisitive circling within her outer labia.

Suddenly he had picked her up and laid her across the bonnet of the car. The smell of the engine had been momentarily overwhelming; she had felt its heat pushing against her stomach.

Her left wrist and left ankle had been tied to the car's massive headlamps; her right wrist and ankle were tied to the lower hinges of the front doors. She had been unable to make any purchase on the gleaming coachwork, but the ropes had been pulled tight and she was completely immobilised. Her thighs were pressed against one side of the engine housing, her ribs and stomach against the other. Her long dark hair almost reached the leafy ground. Her bottom, now the highest part of her body, was lifted clear of the bonnet. Julia was very uncomfortable.

When the chauffeur had started to whip her again, the blows had been a little harder, and much more concentrated. He had aimed all the strokes at a circular area containing Julia's anus, the lower and inner slopes of her buttocks, her vulva, and the insides of the tops of her thighs. Each searing point of her pain had been momentarily enough to drive from Julia's mind the discomfort of her situation: her bound limbs and her straining muscles. And when the chauffeur had started to masturbate her between each stroke of the crop, Julia had found herself unable to concentrate on any of the sensations that were pursuing each other round and round like a pack of demented hounds. The heat of the sun above and the car engine below; the opening out as a leather-clad finger brushed her clitoris; the breathtaking burst of fire as yet another whip-stroke landed on her hot flesh; the vertiginous sensation as she automatically tried to flail her legs but couldn't move them an inch; these and a dozen other thoughts had circled faster and faster in Julia's mind. She had heard something panting like an animal, and then realised it was her. The panting had changed into long, drawn-out sobs.

The whipping, the heat, the bondage, the shame, the finger was touching again, touching her just there -

And Julia had climaxed, suddenly, slumping against the black metal and heaving great ragged breaths. Her tears had dripped on to the forest floor just behind the car's massive white-walled tyres.

'Clear evidence of copious weeping,' the chauffeur had then said. 'What a pity my instructions explicitly forbid anything more.'

'A good job well done,' Julia had managed to say between sniffs and deep breaths and inexplicable laughter. 'Would you release me now, please?'

'Certainly, Madam. Welcome back to the Private House.'

And even as the chauffeur had been untying the ropes, Julia had known she had been right to return. Laid out before her was another country: a wild, unpredictable place, exotic and mysterious, and yet a landscape in which she felt completely at home.

After that, she enjoyed every minute. The Private House seemed unchanged since her last visit; she recognised some of the other staff. Her room had oak wainscotting and furnishings of brown and gold fabrics; from the east-facing window she saw an avenue of chestnuts that disappeared into a belt of woodland beyond which, she realised, was hidden the health club that had been for her, as for so many others, the first experience of the Private House. At the edge of the panorama, not far from her window, she could see just the easternmost tower of the old castle, ivy-covered and mysterious, ominous and yet picturesque. Her little room already felt like home, and she was so delighted that she hugged the buxom maid who had escorted her there. Then, remembering where she was, she laughed, and changed the hug into a passionate embrace; she pulled the giggling girl by the nipples towards the four-poster bed.

'What's your name, you hussy?' Julia said, sitting astride the maid and unbuttoning the girl's blouse.

'Maxine, Miss,' the girl said. She wriggled, but only sufficiently to help Julia free her large and milk-white breasts, ill do everything I can to make your stay enjoyable, Miss. I'm so happy to have such a pretty mistress.'

Julia folded aside the maid's blouse and shifted her weight further up the girl's body. Maxine's arms were trapped under Julia's legs, and the maid's grinning face was between Julia's knees. Maxine's plump breasts were quivering between Julia's thighs. Julia smiled, and stroked the trapped mounds, circling the palms of her hands over Maxine's hardening nipples.

'Do you like to have your breasts played with, Maxine?'

'Oh, yes, Miss. I love it.'

'I think we're going to get on very well,' Julia said. She pinched the maid's nipples. 'And your breasts are completely at my mercy. I should think a mistress can do anything she likes with her maid's breasts, shouldn't you?'

'Yes, please, Miss,' Maxine whispered. She glanced away from Julia's face for the first time, and suddenly looked bashful. 'Can I say, Miss -?'

'What is it, Maxine?'

i like my titties to be hurt, just a little.' Her cheeks were red and her brown eyes were shining, if it's by a mistress I like.'

Julia grasped the maid's left breast and squeezed it, and then thoughtfully pinched the puckered flesh all round the nipple. 'And you like me, don't you, Maxine?'

The girl closed her eyes and tossed her ringleted hair from side to side, i adore you, Miss,' she gasped. 'Don't stop.'

Half an hour later the maid said that it was time for Julia to prepare herself to report for duty, i seem to be undressed already, Maxine,' Julia said, 'but do please stay and help me on with my things.'

With much tickling and kissing, Julia first dressed Maxine. The maid wore the standard uniform that Julia remembered: a black voile blouse with white collar and cuffs, and a short flared skirt of stiff black satin, both worn over a black waist-length corset with open bra cups and long suspenders to hold up black fishnet stockings. Pointed-toed ankle boots and a head-dress of white lace completed the outfit.

It's quite wrong for her, Julia thought. I'd look marvellous as a French maid, I've got the right sort of looks. But she's lovely anyway.

She turned Maxine to face away from her, buried her face in the girl's mass of deep brown hair, and reached forward to cup the huge and heavy breasts that jiggled so delightfully beneath their thin covering of voile.

'Don't be starting all that again,' the maid said. 'We've still to dress you in your finery. Although I don't know that a maid's uniform wouldn't suit you best of all.'

'I'll be your maid, Maxine. Would you like that?'

'Don't tempt me, Miss. Let's get you dressed.'

It was only as Maxine was pulling tight the laces of Julia's boots that Julia's fears about the Private House started to resurface. She inspected her reflection in the Wood-framed full-length mirror and wondered what her role would be. She hadA been looking forward to a few Weeks of continuous sexual activity, but she knew that the courtesans were usually clothed in gloriously-coloured silks and satins; she didn't understand her new uniform at all.

The black lace added a touch of refinement, she thought, but it was only a touch: the full-length gloves consisted only of black lace, but the material was used elsewhere merely as a decorative frill. The tunic was of soft black leather, as were the thigh-length boots, the rather uncomfortable choker, and the wide belt that constricted her waist as tightly as any corset. The entire ensemble isn't even very sexy, she complained to herself; the tunic can be buttoned all the way up to my neck, it's got this ridiculous tall stiff collar, and it almost covers my bottom. If it weren't for the cutaways at the thighs no one would be able to see any of my naughty bits.

She ran her fingers along the choker, and swore. The pointed studs were really quite sharp. And she was not at all happy about the sturdy metal rings that were inset all round both the choker and the belt.

'Maxine,' she said, 'I've got a nasty feeling about this uniform. It doesn't look as though it's designed for having fun, does it? And I'm sure I've seen it somewhere before.'

'Well of course you've seen it before, you big silly. You've seen it here. And you're right to say it's not for having fun. That's the uniform that the Security wears. It looks like you're in the private army of the Private House this time.'

The Private House is a specific place, Jem - or, to be more accurate, it is several specific places. But it is also an institution and a frame of mind, and so in a sense it is everywhere. Mr Headman has invited you to the Private House as his special guest, and I don't think I can adequately emphasise that such an invitation is an unusual honour. But be warned; if you accept, and go to the Private House, you will find it very difficult to leave, and you will certainly not be permitted to make public anything that you find there.'

Such were the terms of Miss Morelli's offer. Jem had accepted, of course, and had kept her reservations to herself. I'm a reporter, she had protested inwardly, or at least I'm pretending to be one, and Mike McKenzie's depending on me to save Executive Environments by publicising something scandalous about Terence Headman. Mixed with Jem's exultation at her success in gaining access to Headman's inner sanctum were other emotions: intrigue and excitement about the mysterious Private House, to the extent that she had to admit to herself that she would have accepted the invitation even if she had had no ulterior motives. She had the disquieting feeling that the more she seemed to be closing in on Headman, the more their places were really reversed.

Jem had plenty of time to think and no opportunity to ask questions. Naked but for a fur-lined one-piece flying suit, she had been whisked in a limousine from Headman's office to his city heliport, where a small two-seater helicopter had been waiting for her. The pilot, wearing an expensive pin-striped business suit and an incongruous crash helmet, had said nothing as Jem clambered into the cockpit and had glanced at her only once, when handing her a crash helmet similar to his. He had said nothing since conversation was in any case impossible, because the all-encompassing helmets blocked out every sound except for the dull chatter of the rotor blades.

The helicopter had sped westward, towards the setting sun. Soon the glass towers of the city were replaced by the neat lines of suburban roofs, densely-packed at first but then no more than brick-red tendrils lying across green fields; and at last there was nothing unrolling beneath the helicopter but a rural carpet of woodlands, farms and villages.

Jem had pulled open the Velcro strap at her left wrist before she remembered that her watch, along with her clothes and all her equipment, was locked in a strongbox in the helicopter's tiny hold; she wondered when she would see it again. She wondered how long she'd been airborne. It Wouldn't help to know, she realised; she didn't know how fast the helicopter flew, and in any case the pilot had been following a zig-zag course that Jem suspected was designed to disorient her and to avoid recognisable landmarks such as motorways and large towns.

The helicopter was descending gradually, heading towards a dark green landscape of motley woods and parkland. Something crackled electronically next to Jem's ears - a radio built into the crash helmet, she realised, just as the pilot's deep voice boomed from the speakers.

'Welcome to the Private House, Jem. We're approaching the edge of the estate. Better take off that silly jumpsuit you're wearing - not the right sort of get-up at all.'

Jem was getting used to undressing on demand. She unbuckled her safety belt, tore apart the strips of Velcro, and wriggled out of the flying suit. Naked but for the crash helmet and a pair of sandals, she strapped herself into her seat, crossed her legs, and turned to look at the pilot. Her gaze met eyes as blue as hers. His face looked weather-beaten, and his thin lips were set in a half-smile that appeared habitual.

'You're Terence Headman,' Jem exclaimed, the words blurting from her lips as soon as the idea had sprung into her mind.

'As my guest, Jem, you have certain privileges,' said the amused voice in her ears, 'but at the Private House I am Mr Headman at the very least, and usually addressed simply as "Master". Is that understood?'

'Sure. I mean, yes, Master. So is that the Private House?'

The helicopter was swooping over the moss-encrusted slates of a Jacobean country house surrounded by a walled garden.

'That is one aspect of the Private House, certainly. Don't cross your arms; I want to be able to see your breasts. That's better. That property is the health club known as the Private House; it occupies one corner of the estate. I believe it was once a gate-house.

'So all of this is still your spread, er, Master?'

indeed it is. It extends almost as far as you can see in all directions, and it includes woods, pasture, a few farms, various other buildings and, of course, the House itself. You can see the rooftops over that avenue of oaks.'

'Are we going to land there?'

'No, the airfield is further west. Jem, you must learn to sit properly. You are a delightfully attractive young woman, and clearly very talented, but I expect more than just a pretty face and a ready wit. You are here at my pleasure, Jem, and I expect you to take the trouble to look sexually provocative at all times. There is no turning back now. Understood?'

'Yes, your Mastership.'

'Very well then. Back straight; head up; hands together at the back of your neck. Chest out; tummy in; legs apart - more than that - and feet pointing down with toes touching the floor, so that your thighs are clear of the seat. That's much better. Now stay like that until we land. And no more talking!'

The landing-strip was lined with aircraft and vehicles. Along one side of the tarmac, ranged in front of a complex of modern buildings, were several Land Rovers, a Porsche, various estate cars, two Cessna light aeroplanes, and commercial vehicles in a range of sizes; on the other, symbolically separated from the up-to-date machines and nearer to the site of the House, was a working museum of antique cars and lorries, including a 1930s Bentley sports car, a vintage Rolls-Royce, and a number of trucks that would have been obsolete in the Second World War.

Jem was helped from the helicopter by a young man in chauffeur's livery who removed the crash helmet from her head. With some difficulty, because of the swirling winds caused by the still-spinning rotor, he wrapped a long black cloak around her, and led her into the glass-fronted reception hall and the waiting arms of Terence Headman.

Jem, feeling suddenly very small and helpless, looked up into Headman's ice-blue eyes. He smells nice, she thought, and he's got strong arms and a very tasteful silk tie and black hair which is going a little grey at his temples which are attractively high and very white teeth . ..

'Jem,' Headman said, 'kiss me.'

Jem lifted her head anci pressed her open mouth against his lips. His tongue touched hers just as his left hand moulded itself round her right breast; she pressed her body against his, and shivered as his thumb flicked back and forth across her nipple. He raised his head and spoke to the chauffeur above Jem's tousled curls.

'You received the fax? And the video transmission of Jem's audition?'

For a fleeting moment Jem wanted to protest, but Headman hugged her to his chest while using the hand that he had insinuated inside the cloak to caress her back and buttocks. The idea was for me to get him on tape, she reflected, not vice versa; but she found it difficult to maintain a sense of disappointment. Headman lifted her chin, kissed her lightly, put his arm around her shoulders, and led her along a passage into another building.

Here, at last, was something like a real office. Young men in tail-coats looked out of place in front of computer terminals; young women festooned with chains and leather thongs answered continuously-ringing telephones. Through the smoked-glass windows Jem saw the contents of articulated trucks being unloaded into cavernous warehouses. A short woman with tightly curled red hair put down her telephone and stepped forward to meet Headman. She was dressed like a St Trinian's schoolgirl, with a skirt short enough to reveal that she was wearing no knickers, but given the general state of undress in the room, she looked almost respectable.

'Master,' she said, 'it's good to see you again.'

it's good to be back, Rhoda. The city's getting less and less bearable. But soon we'll be able to handle almost everything from here. And I've brought back a prize: this is Jem.'

'I'm very pleased to meet you, Jem. She's lovely, Master; prettier in the flesh even than on video. Wherever did you find her?'

'You know my methods, Rhoda, but in this case I must admit that Jem found me. Is everything running smoothly here?'

'Of course, Master.' Jem was sure she detected a note of flustered exasperation in Rhoda's voice. 'We're moving out of construction, and showing a good profit on every transaction. We're keeping the personal handles, of course, in case we want to move back in. The office services operation is almost complete; we've still to mop up one or two of the companies that were doing well against the trend. Robert and his team have started on life-style retailing: it's going through a bad patch, and there are several big players who would benefit from our particular brand of commercial investment.'

That sounds reasonable, Rhoda - although I haven't seen a proposal paper from Robert. He's getting almost too keen. Remind me to have a word with him. And I'm not happy about office services; I wanted that finished by now. I want a schedule of the current position first thing tomorrow morning.'

'Of course, Master.'

'Don't sulk, Rhoda. You've done well. Jem, give Rhoda a cuddle to make her feel better.'

Jem stepped uncertainly towards the plump redhead. She and Rhoda were the same height, and as their eyes met they both grinned suddenly. Rhoda slipped her arms inside Jem's cloak and clasped Jem around the waist, one hand sliding unerringly in the furrow between Jem's buttocks and delving into the moist hollow between her thighs. Jem gasped, and her mouth sought Rhoda's as the redhead almost lifted her off her feet. Headman's voice broke in.

'That's enough, Rhoda. You've got your own staff to have fun with. As for you, Jem: you're incorrigible. Rhoda, have the wardrobe department found something for Jem?'

'Yes, Mr Headman,' said Rhoda, giving Jem a final kiss on the cheek and a pinch on the bottom before thrusting her back into her Master's arms. 'Everything's ready for her in room 109 of the hospitality suite.'

'Then I'll take Jem through myself. We both need to relax and change. Would you tell John that I'll need the Rolls in about an hour?'

'Handcuffs.'

'Yes, Chief.'

'Chain.'

'Yes, Chief.'

'Holster.'

'Yes, Chief.'

'Air pistol.'

'Yes, Chief. Chief, I don't know how to -'

'I know, Julia, I know. That's what your training's all about. Marksmanship's included as well as unarmed combat and all the rest. Hypodermic darts.'

'Yes, Chief.'

'Buzzer.'

'Yes, Chief. Chief, what is this buzzer?'

'Very useful, your buzzer is. Delivers an electric charge - adjustable from a little tingle right up to a jolt that'll knock a horse flat. Comes in very handy for impromptu interrogations, although I'm told some of the lads and lasses use their buzzers on the lowest setting for purposes that are, shall we say, therapeutic. Flicker.'

'What, Chief?'

'Your flicker. Your flexible friend. That swishy number made of plaited leather. No, don't stick it in your belt; put the loop round your waist and carry it at the ready. Perk of the job, isn't it, dishing out little flicks to all and sundry.'

'Is it?'

'Course it is. You're in the elite now, Julia my darling. The Security Corps reports direct to the Master, through me. You can use your flicker on anyone you meet.'

'Can I now?' Julia said, experimentally slicing the air with the thin whip. 'Well, I suppose there has to be some compensation. I don't think I'm cut out for Security, Chief. There must be younger people who'd enjoy it more than I will.'

'No doubt; and I don't want them in my force.' Chief Anderson sat down heavily in his swivel chair and watched Julia as she disconsolately took her equipment from his desk and clipped each item to the correct hook on her belt. 'You're about right, as far as I'm concerned. Not too eager, a mature head on your shoulders, and coming up to the age when you could do with the exercise.'

'My body's in good shape,' Julia protested.

i can see that. Now's the time to make sure it stays that way. And Security training'll teach you all the physical jerks you'll need, you mark my words.'

'So is that all I'm going to do, Chief? Just training?'

Training and drill in the mornings; in the afternoons I've got some real work for you. Undercover work.'

That certainly sounds more interesting. Is that why I haven't seen many Security people when I've been here before? Because they work incognito?'

Tartly that's it; and partly because a lot of our work's out on the estate, patrolling the grounds; and partly because we can see without being seen, thanks to the surveillance kit; and partly because Security often operates beyond the estate - although that's always in plain clothes, of course.'

When I was here before, Julia thought, Security wasn't much more than a rumour. There were obviously wheels within wheels: entire layers of the organisation of the Private House of which she had been unaware. Rumour had whispered that the Security Corps remained within the crumbling walls of the old castle, but here she was in Chief Anderson's office; and beyond the door was the Rotunda, the circular cellar of the Round Tower, beneath the very centre of the House, packed with computer terminals and video screens and efficient-looking Security personnel.

'So what's this special job, Chief? Tell me about it.'

Anderson pressed a button on his desk console. After a few seconds, there was a knock on the door. 'Enter!' he shouted.

A young woman with coffee-coloured skin and long black hair stepped into the room. She smiled at Julia and then looked questioningly at Anderson. He nodded, and the girl walked up to the side of his desk, put her hand behind her back, and pulled open the overlap of her sari. She bent forward, allowing the sari to hang on either side of her rounded bottom, and reached across the desk to grip its far side with her outstretched hands.

This is Asmita,' Chi£f Anderson said, standing up and placing his left hand on the small of her back. 'She's on duty in the club, pretending to be a masseuse or some such nonsense. As you can see, she's been here before. She knows all about the flicker, don't you, Asmita? How many would you like today?'

The Asian girl's face was turned towards Julia, who saw her purse her lips in thought. 'Five please,' she said at last, 'but only if they're not too hard. I don't want any marks you see.'

'Get your arse up, then,' Anderson said, fondling the bulge that was threatening to burst through the thin layer of gauze at his crotch. That's the best thing about the flicker, he added, it stings, but it doesn't mark. Much better than the riding crops we used to have. Now hold still, darling.'

Asmita's light brown bum-cheeks were large and round, bisected by a cleft that was so dark it was nearly black. Almost unconsciously Julia moved a few paces to the side, so that she could see the whole expanse of the twin globes, and she was slightly disconcerted to see Asmita had turned her head to watch her. Anderson's flicker whistled, and landed with a loud crack across the tops of Asmita's thighs. The girl flinched, and lifted her bottom higher into the air. The dark red stripe that appeared on the nut-brown skin was broken where it crossed the black grotto within which Asmita's hidden split could just be discerned.

That's right, girl,' Anderson muttered, urging Asmita's bottom upwards with little taps of his flicker, 'you keep your arse up or you know what you'll get.' He emphasised his point with an upward flick into the dark cleft, whereupon Asmita, on tiptoe now, merely grinned more broadly and waggled her hips.

Julia was enthralled. She had watched - and participated in - plenty of punishment games during her previous visit to the Private House, and she realised that she had not lost the taste for them during her long absence. Now the mere symbols - the bent body, the taut muscles of calf and thigh, the rounded, outthrust buttocks, and the raised whip -were enough to make her randy. Conscious of Asmita's eyes on her, she slowly parted her legs and pushed two fingers into her hot, wet channel. The flicker swished again.

Asmita yelped. A second line appeared, parallel to the first and a couple of inches higher. Anderson wiped his brow. His face was flushed. That's set the parameters,' he panted, 'now the final three have to be equidistant and between the first two. And sharpish, too, before they start to fade. I always like to set myself a challenge, Julia, and that's a fact.'

Anderson accomplished his self-imposed task with an accuracy that hinted at long years of practice. He sank into his chair while Julia helped Asmita up, all the time caressing the smooth globes of flesh and anointing the hot stripes with the juices from her own body. The Asian girl tossed her hair and laughed as she disentangled herself from Julia's embrace. 'Chief,' she said, 'do you want me to talk about this customer or not?'

'What?' Anderson said with a start. 'Oh, yes. Of course. Tell your story again, my dear, for Julia's benefit.'

'I think you tell me to repeat my story for the benefit of your flicker,' Asmita replied, 'but OK. Here it is.

'I'm working in the Health Club at the moment; it's a bore, but someone has to do it I suppose. Anyway, there were some new customers today, and one of them has been asking a lot of questions. She's taken a liking to me, and so the Chief thinks that I can find out who she really is, and what she wants.'

'And, Asmita, you'll report back to Julia here. I want the two of you to work together. I'll get you a posting to the Club, Julia, so you can get to know her too. She's calling herself Lucy Larson, although she's got no identification with her - and that's fishy by itself. We've got her on video of course.'

Anderson pressed another button on his desk, and one of the many screens that lined the walls burst into colourful life. On the screen was a bedroom; and in it a tall young woman with golden blonde hair, an open, fresh face, and lithe suntanned body was taking her clothes off. She discarded her blouse, and was now wearing only white briefs and a white bra. It was clear that she was slim and fit, and Julia was disappointed that she didn't release her heavy breasts or reveal the golden curls between her legs. Instead, the young blonde glanced suspiciously about her-, as if she knew that she was being watched, and began to search the room, opening every drawer, moving everything moveable, inspecting every cranny.

'She didn't find the cameras, of course,' Anderson said, 'but I'd love to know what sort of customer sets about ransacking an empty bedroom as soon as she arrives at a health club.'

'A paranoiac,' Julia suggested.

'Or a spy,' Anderson said. 'And I want to know which she is. Right then, you two - you've got your instructions. Julia, my sweet, I think you'd better pretend to be a fellow customer. So change back into your ordinary clobber, go round the front way to the Club, get yourself booked in, and start chatting up this Lucy Larson. Now I've got work to do: the Master's on his way. Both of you report back here first thing tomorrow. And I'll be expecting some ideas.'

'Or else we get a flicker, I suppose?' Julia asked.

'I think we'll get that anyway,' Asmita said as they left, 'although with two Security flickers and three people we can at least ring the changes a little, can't we?'

The hospitality suite was very hospitable, Jem decided. Room 109 contained everything she could have asked for, except the answers to any of her questions. She had wallowed in the circular bath, and had then turned on the jacuzzi to restore her vitality. She had had a glass of the Dom Perignon, and had eaten with it a little of the salade Nigoise and warm bread. She had plundered the dressing table and had smothered herself in scented talc and Magie Noir perfume spray before carefully applying make-up to the same high standard as that which had been ruined by her foray into Darren's shorts.

. She left the curtains open and watched the last red arc of the sun slide below the horizon before she switched on the discreet lights that surrounded the full-length mirror. She looked at her naked reflection. I feel beautiful, she said to herself, stretching and pirouetting. They'll be watching me, that's for sure, but who cares? So far, I'm having a whale of a time. Now let's go see what they want me to dress up in.

It was a costume of wine-red satin. The top consisted of little more than a pair of wide padded shoulders; at its back the yoke divided into two strips of gathered material which crossed each other and then curved down Jem's back and ribcage to meet again just below her navel, where they buttoned up to the waistband of a short skirt. At the front similar wide strips of satin descended from the shoulders, narrowed as they parted, covering and separating Jem's tits, and then left her stomach bare as they curved down to the small of her back, coming together at the top of the cleavage between her buttocks where they too buttoned to the skirt waistband. From front to back the skirt's waistband sloped downward: its highest point was Jem's belly-button, and it ran diagonally across her hips to its lowest point, resting on the upper slopes of her bum. The skirt's hemline mirrored this slope: at the front it was merely a short skirt, the softly-pleated satin reaching the midpoint of Jem's thighs; but the hemline rose diagonally across the sides of Jem's hips so that there were only a few inches of material draped across the upper half of Jem's pert bottom.

Jem studied herself in the mirror. All very well, she thought, but as soon as I lift my arms, or stretch ... There you go, the skirt lifts half-way up to my neck and the whole effect is ruined. This can't be right. What else have they stashed in this box of goodies?

She pulled at the drifts of white tissue paper in which the costume had been wrapped, and almost failed to notice the two short lengths of ribbon. They were soft and elasticated, wine-red to match the dress; each had a small hook, like those found on bras and suspender belts, at each end.

Where there are hooks, Jem reasoned, there must be eyes for them to hook into. She ran her fingers along the inside of the skirt waistband urftil she found the four corresponding fastenings. There were two at the back, close together, and two at the front that were wide apart, almost at the sides of the skirt. She hooked the ribbons on to the hooks inside the back of the waistband; the two red strips protruded, an inch apart, only a little below the ridiculously short skirt.

I know where they're supposed to go, Jem thought, but they don't look long enough to me. She leant forward, reached between her legs with both hands, and gripped the hanging ends of the ribbons. Then she pulled hard. With some difficulty she managed to drag the taut strips up to the inside of the waistband at her hips and to clip the hooks into the fastenings. Then she lifted the skirt and looked in the mirror.

The ribbons didn't exactly hurt; but they weren't exactly comfortable, either. Seen from the front they formed a wide V that enclosed Jem's tangle of red-brown curls and seen from the back . .. Seen from the back, Jem thought, I'm on display in this outfit. If I'm leaning backwards this skirt just about covers me; at all other times, I'm a walking invitation.

The two ribbons converged, but did not touch, as they entered the cleft of Jem's peach-like arse. The strips of tense elastic held apart the round cheeks, exposing and framing the puckered pink hole between them and, below it, the split swelling and its rich covering of hair.

Jem stretched and turned, watching her reflection in the mirror. The ribbons served their purpose: the skirt remained in its position, resting on Jem's hips and arse, whichever way she moved, and the strain was taken by the slight stretchiness of the satin material that criss-crossed her torso. And whenever she moved, she felt the taut ribbons between her legs and buttocks, and the soft satin sliding across her breasts. As long as I'm wearing this number, she thought, it's going to be difficult to wrap my mind around anything but sex.

In the bottom of the tissue-filled box Jem found a pair of wine-red shoes with wedge heels and satin bows at the heels; and three more satin ribbons with ready-tied bows, which she fastened round her wrists and her throat. I look like a chorus girl from an Eddie Cantor movie, she thought, except that even chorus girls were allowed to wear knickers.

Behind her, the door opened.

Terence Headman was no longer wearing a pin-striped suit. He no longer looked like a city businessman. He was dressed in the uniform he had created for his role as Com-mander-in-Chief of the Security Corps, and therefore his costume resembled the one Julia had changed into only a few hours earlier. He had no lace gloves, but gauntlets of black leather that matched his boots and tunic. And unlike Julia's, his outfit included gold-braided epaulettes and a black codpiece of extraordinary dimensions. Hanging on a loop round his right wrist was a length of plaited leather, and he was carrying a cloak over his arm.

'Why, Master,' Jem said, 'what a big cricket box you have.'

'All the better for impressing the staff,' Headman replied with his usual half-smile. 'You look as stunning as I anticipated, Jem. Turn round and bend over. Legs apart, hands on knees.'

Jem bent forward, but lifted her head to watch him in the mirror as he approached. His icy eyes surveyed her body; his fists clenched and unclenched as he walked, highlighting the muscles in his bare arms. Jem was more aware than ever of the tight strips that were pulling apart her buttocks. She flinched as a gloved finger touched the lips of her sex, and started to move into her, pushing the lips aside to reveal the moist interior.

This is an exceptionally eloquent costume, Jem,' Headman said thoughtfully. 'What, do you imagine, is it saying to me?'

The finger was wriggling forward; it was almost at her clitoris. She could not help the movement of her hips. 'I guess - Ah! - I guess it's saying, Fuck me, Master.'

T think it probably is,' Headman said, sliding his finger backwards between Jem's labia and up to the stretched hole of her anus. 'What else might it say, Jem?'

Jem took a deep breath. 'Fuck my arsehole, maybe,' she suggested.

That's also very likely,' Headman went on, resting his gloved palm on the roundness of Jem's right buttock 'What else?'

'What's left? Whip me, Master? Is that it?'

'I expect so, Jem. I expect we'll try all three, later on.'

'But not necessarily in that order,' Jem said, i'd like to get the whipping over with before I start having fun. If that's OK with you, Master. Can I stand up now?'

'Yes, it's time to go to the House. This cloak is for you.'

'Thanks, Master. What happens at the House?'

'The usual welcome-home party, I imagine. I like to celebrate on my first evening home. There will be a banquet, followed by various entertainments, considerable overindulgence in champagne, and then a general sexual melee, I should think. You will sit beside me on the top table, of course.'

'Sounds like a good time.'

'I think perhaps that for once I won't want to stay to the end. I want to respond to your earlier suggestions, my dear; and I don't want to share you with others, as yet. Shall we go?'

'By all means, Master. Hey - how'd your hand get in there?'

'A design feature of your cloak, Jem. The slit seems to be in exactly the right place, wouldn't you say?'

Headman's right glove, and his whip, were in his left hand; his right was inside Jem's cloak, and much of it was inside Jem. 'You know, Jem,' he said, 'you really are quite special.'

Jem said nothing, and squeezed her muscles around his fingers and thumb. But she was thinking: Soon you'll find out just how special, Terry baby.

Day 4: Wednesday

Never again. I must never again pop amyl nitrate while drinking champagne, particularly after a six-course meal. This resolution was the one fixed point in Jem's whirling thoughts as she struggled to open her eyes.

Why did I have to stay to the end of the banquet, she asked herself plaintively. Because I wanted to drink Headman under the table, she told herself sternly as her consciousness reasserted itself. And it had worked: I kept him interested all evening, but by half-past one this morning the only bedroom activity he could manage was to fall asleep.

Jem snuggled under the quilted eiderdown and tried to remember everything that had happened the previous evening. The banquet had been held in the Great Hall, an appropriate name for the vast vaulted room that occupied most of the ground floor of the Round Tower. Headman, with his right hand still nestling between Jem's thighs, had entered the hall like an emperor with a captive queen. The doors had been thrown open to a fanfare of trumpets, and the procession had marched into the already crowded room.

First had come a double line of naked young men, each one holding aloft a flaming torch with a right arm as stiff and upright as his tumescent cock; then a Security Corps squad, black leather uniforms highly polished and glinting in the torchlight. Behind them came a team of slaves, six slender women with long blonde hair, thigh-high boots of red leather, and naked except for the red harnesses strapped across their torsos; they had been pulling the open coach in which Headman and Jem had been standing. A deafening roar had exploded from the crowd in the hall as the coach had crossed the threshold; Headman had acknowledged the greeting with an inclination of his head and a private smile. Jem had almost forgotten about the delicious sensations that his fingers had been causing under her cloak as she had gazed in awe at the magnificence of the thronged hall.

Headman had lifted his gloved left hand to demand silence, and had made a short speech, at the end of which he had introduced Jem as his latest acquisition. His left hand had unfastened Jem's cloak and had swept it from her shoulders, whereupon a gasp of appreciation had arisen from the crowd. Only when the hubbub had faded had he slowly pulled Jem towards him, revealing to the spectators Jem's exposed arse and the digits of his right hand embedded inside her; as his lips had met hers, a thunderous cheer had erupted and echoed from the stone vault.

Headman had lifted Jem into his arms and had carried her from the coach, and they had made their way across the flagstones towards the raised platform on which stood the Master's table. They had made slow progress: Headman had stopped at each of the lower tables to chat to his staff and to display Jem. Some of the revellers, overcome either with affection for their Master or with the wine that had already been freely flowing, had offered their bodies to Headman; he had addressed a passing remark to one particularly striking beauty with waist-length black hair, and she, at a loss for a reply, had torn open her bodice and begged him to use his whip on her mountainous white breasts. One of the waiters, a youth with his sexual equipment displayed on the wooden tray that was tied around his hips, had thrown himself at Headman's feet and had asked very courteously if he might suck the Master's cock. Headman had availed himself of some of these offers, and meanwhile other guests had been availing themselves of Jem.

She had lost count of the number of embraces she was pulled into; the countless hungry mouths that had sought her lips, the countless hands, some rough and some gentle, that had roamed across her body, pinched her nipples, slapped her bottom, and fumbled at the wetness between her legs. She had surrendered to every caress, her mind reeling with the constant stream of compliments and lewd suggestions whispered into her ears, her body responding with small, trembling orgasms as the Master's minions vied to touch his latest consort.

At last they had reached the dais, and Jem had lowered her tingling sex on to the velvet cushions of the seat that had been reserved for her alongside Headman's ornate throne. At last she had had a chance to survey her surroundings, and she had found herself gazing down at a sea of semi-naked revellers. It had seemed as though every inhabitant of the Private House had gathered for the party. Hundreds of men and women, clad in colourful, exaggerated, revealing costumes, had been seated at long tables; many more, wearing even fewer clothes, had been scurrying between the tables with trays of food and wine, or standing to attention as human torch-bearers at the bases of the stone columns, or waiting in the side-aisles to make their appearance during the entertainments.

For the first few hours, while the main courses of dinner had been served, a sense of decorum had been maintained. The waiters and waitresses, certainly, had been treated as fair game from the very start of the banquet, and the dinners had missed no opportunity to grab and caress the breasts, bottoms and penises that the waiting staff could not help but offer whenever they had approached a table to ladle soup or pour champagne. The diners themselves, however, had taken their lead from the top table, and had restrained the urge to indulge their passions to the full.

The entrance of the entertainers had proved to be the turning point. Jem, who by this time had moved to sit on Headman's lap and had been busy manipulating the prodigious length of his tool while nibbling a strawberry that he held between his teeth, had suddenly noticed a lull in the cacophony. Turning, she had watched the entertainers, cloaked in scarlet, as they had stepped in silent procession to the clear space in the centre of the hall. In the gallery musicians began to play, quietly at first but with a pulsating beat. And the first of the entertainers had started to disrobe.

The striptease had been artfully contrived; the tall creature who had removed every item of clothing, except for a bow tie, black boots, and a red G-string, was the master of ceremonies, and Jem had been unable to tell which sex he or she belonged to. Some of the other entertainers had been easier to classify as they had slowly revealed their bodies at the start of each act: one of the men, a short, curly-haired satyr, had had an organ of massively priapic proportions; two of the women, apparently identical twins, had proudly revealed quivering breasts the size of footballs supported by shelf-like corsets that narrowed to impossibly thin waists. Most of the entertainers had simply been beautiful: lithe, muscular young people who had performed sexual gymnastics of increasingly bewildering complexity.

Audience participation had been encouraged: both guests and servants had been drawn into the entertainers' antics. There had been several games: the master of ceremonies had urged guests with agile tongues to attempt to excite the clitoris of a haughty-looking Amazon he called The Ice Queen, and a queue of men and women had come to kneel before her throne and bury their faces between her spread thighs. In another competition, waitresses had been lined up and instructed to remain still while a team of clowns inserted vibrating dildos into their vaginas; the winner had been the waitress whose tray had rattled least, and her prizes had been the dildo and a seat at the top table.

The acts had become more and more convoluted. As the waiters had cleared the tables, and the guests had begun to improvise their own tableaux of interlocking bodies, the master of ceremonies had announced a lion-taming act. Six flame-haired gymnasts, their bodies painted with leopard's spots, had been put through their sexual paces as the music rose to a crescendo.

The orgy had paused when the music had suddenly ceased. And the master of ceremonies had announced the climactic act of the evening: a human sacrifice. He had asked the audience for a volunteer: he wanted a young woman, he had said, who would be flogged into insensibility and then ritually stabbed. And then he had looked straight towards Jem.

Safe now in her bed, Jem still shuddered as she remembered the chill that had gripped her heart at that moment. Have they discovered me, she had thought wildly. Do they know I'm a spy? Are they really going to execute me?

But the master of ceremonies had merely been looking towards the Master for approval to continue; having received a nod from Headman, his eyes had started to rove across the audience. There had been volunteers: women had shrieked, torn off the remains of their gaudy gowns, and scrambled forwards. The master of ceremonies had ignored them. He - Jem was sure now that he was a man - had stalked among the silent guests, searching out the shrinking violets, the youngest, prettiest women with downcast eyes and shivering limbs. He had wanted, it seemed, only a truly unwilling victim. He had stopped in front of a cowering beauty; and had grasped a handful of her long blonde curls.

She had started to protest only when two muscular youths had started to chain her to the wooden frame that had been wheeled into the centre of the hall. By the time she was spreadeagled, her feet barely touching the floor and her arms stretched above her head, her sobs had been the only sounds that could be heard in the electric silence. The executioner, a huge man with muscles that rippled beneath his oiled ebony skin, had then made his entrance. His face had been concealed behind a black mask, and in his hand he had carried a snake of black leather.

For ten minutes, while the blonde writhed desperately in her chains, the executioner demonstrated his skill with the whip. He had cracked it back and forth above his head, each report as deafening as a gunshot and each echoed by a yelp from his prospective victim. He had used the whip as a lasso, and had plucked bottles from the hands of in-ebriated revellers. He hkd flicked the whip with such accuracy that he had extinguished cigarettes with its tip.

Each demonstration had drawn cheers and applause from the audience, and the clamour had quietened only when the masked giant had at last positioned himself at the side of the wooden frame. He had waited until the entire audience had remembered his deadly intention; he had waited until, once again, the only sounds in the hall had been the sobs and pleas of the blonde captive. Then he had raised the whip and struck.

The girl had screamed; several people in the audience had screamed too. But as far as Jem had been able to see, the girl's body had not been marked. As the whip had whistled again, and again, and the blonde had flinched and yelped at each stroke, and yet no angry stripes had appeared on her, Jem had begun to suspect that the whole thing was a charade. Some of the audience, too, had started to catcall and whistle.

And then Jem had seen it: a deep pink blush had started to suffuse the blonde's undulating buttocks. The big black man had been employing all of his considerable skill merely to skim and flick those rounded, tempting, swivelling targets. The girl had stopped yelling, and each stroke had begun to elicit a gasp of shock instead of a cry of pain. With sweat streaming down his torso, the masked man had shifted his position, delivering a series of upward cuts that had grazed the undersides of the girl's breasts. And then he had moved again, to stand behind her, and he had continued the upward strokes, each of which had flicked between her widely spread legs so that the tip of the whip had just touched the insides of her thighs, and the undersides of her buttocks, and the soft flesh of her sex. The hall had been silent but for the barely audible swish of black leather and the girl's regular moans. The executioner had been killing her with kindness, and the raucous crescendo of gasps that had started to issue from her throat had seemed to indicate that she had been near to orgasm. At that point the master of ceremonies had intervened.

The flogging is satisfactory,' he had announced. 4A round of applause, please, for the masked executioner .. • Thank you, thank you, ladies and gentlemen. And now, the ritual stabbing. As you will see, the executioner has a formidable dagger. Shall he plunge it into the body of our sacrificial victim? Yes? Or perhaps ...' and here he had paused, and opened his arms to indicate the top table,'... perhaps you, Master, would care to deliver the coup de graceT


And as Terence Headman had started to rise from his throne, Jem had realised that unless she acted immediately, she might lose whatever slight influence she had gained over him. She had tightened her grip on his upright manhood. 'This dagger's mine,' she had whispered as she bit his ear, 'and you can do all of that to me, later.'

Headman had hesitated, but Jem had not stopped fondling the engorged bulb at the top of his stem; he had laughed quietly, and had made a gesture to indicate that the executioner had his permission to continue. As the giant, urged on by the cheers of the crowd, had stabbed his dagger of black flesh between the blonde's reddened arse-cheeks, Jem had matched his strokes with the movements of her hands, and had whispered into the Master's ear a vivid description of how she would spread her legs and stick out her bottom for him and for him alone.

The strategy had worked. From that moment there had been no doubt, if there had been any previously, that Headman desired to do with Jem every single one of the sexual exercises that they had watched during the banquet. In fact the problem had turned out to be preventing him from carrying her off immediately to his chamber. Jem had reasoned that she would have to ration herself: Headman must not be allowed to slake his lust for her, in case he then abandoned her, thus preventing her from carrying out her undercover operation. And so Jem had prevaricated, insisting that she wanted to stay until the banquet ended, Pointing out that Headman had a duty to stay too, suggesting that they should have just one more little drink, and giving many little kisses and squeezes to his ever-erect Prick.

Towards the end of evening, long after midnight, when ttiost of the revellers had disappeared under the tables in an indiscriminate jumble of sexual activity, a waiter ap-peared beside Headman's throne. Jem, on her knees between Headman's legs, had looked up: the young man, his face flushed and his nipples bright red from the tweakings they had received, had pushed his pelvis forward. His hands had been tied behind his back and, like many of the waiters, the tray that he had been carrying had been secured to the front of his thighs by straps that ran over his shoulders, round his waist, and up the cleavage of his bottom. His penis, half erect and glistening wetly from the recent attentions of one of the guests, had lain twitching on the hairy sac of his scrotum, which in turn had been resting on the surface of the tray. Surrounding his manhood Jem had seen an array of coloured liqueurs in small glasses, and a bowl containing transparent phials of liquid. Jem had reached up to fondle his left buttock, and had pulled back her head to release Headman's organ from her mouth. 'Master,' she had said, as seductively as she could, 'this will feel even better if we both try a little amyl.' And before he had had time to protest she had squirmed on to his lap, and had kissed him, and had broken an ampoule under their noses.

And after that, Jem thought, I really don't remember very much. But we didn't do anything except fall asleep, which means that Headman hasn't had me yet, and so, I hope, he still wants me, and therefore, I think, everything's going according to plan.

She threw back the covers and looked at her room for the first time. In shape it was a quarter-circle, with windows in the curved wall. The Round Tower, Jem thought; it seems to be where Headman hangs out, and I guess this room's part of it too. The walls are made of stone blocks; can this be part of a medieval castle? Is all of the House as old as this? Only one way to find out, Jem told herself, and jumped, naked, out of bed.

She crossed an expanse of Persian carpet to inspect her face in the dressing table mirror. She didn't like what she saw, but the dressing table contained an arsenal of cosmetics, and she set about repointing the cracks in the facade. Through the arches of the window she could see, stretching away to right and left, the rooftops of the two main wings of the House; they looked old, but more recent than the stonework of the tower. Between them, in the distance, were the manicured lawns and flower beds of a formal garden, crisscrossed with gravel paths and dotted with summerhouses, fantastic pavilions, pergolas and banks of shrubs. Brightly-dressed figures meandered along the paths in the hazy sunshine.

Jem set off on another expedition across the chamber, and reached a door. She opened it and peered out into a deserted corridor. That was no good; she'd been hoping for a bathroom. She went to the other side of the room, and tried the only other door: this one led into a bathroom. It was a thin room, and much smaller than the bedchamber; only about as large as a normal bathroom, in fact.

When she returned to the bedchamber, the room was no longer deserted. A maid with downcast eyes and clasped hands was standing in the middle of the carpet. Jem could tell she was a maid by her uniform: the white mob-cap that failed to contain her light brown hair, and the white apron that she wore over her short black skirt. She looked up as Jem approached, and gave a hesitant smile and a quick curtsey.

'Good morning, Ma'am,' she said. 'I'm Jenny. Is there anything I can do for you? Breakfast?'

'Orange juice,' Jem replied decisively. 'And coffee. Maybe a piece of toast. And some clothes? I want to get out and look around.'

'There are clothes in the wardrobe, Ma'am. I can find others if they're not suitable. Will you take breakfast here in your room? Or shall I help you to dress first?'

'I can handle getting dressed. Just bring me the breakfast. And fast, OK?'

'Yes, Ma'am,' Jenny said, and fled from the room.

Jem opened the door of the vast rococo cupboard to reveal an array of coloured silks and satins. Most of the garments were underwear, and Jem selected a bra that consisted of little more than two triangles of apricot silk, a hatching suspender belt* and pale cream stockings. There ^ere few clothes that were suitable for exploring a country estate, but Jem found a pair of black ankle-boots with almost sensible heels, and a black leather jacket that was long enough just to cover her stocking-tops. She laced up the boots and draped the jacket over her shoulders. There was a knock on the door.

'Enter!' Jem called, and arranged herself comfortably on one of the tapestry-covered settees. Jenny, carrying a tray, pushed open the door and stood uncertainly on the threshold, scanning the room for a table. Jem watched the maid's half-open lips and her wide dark eyes darting back and forth; she looked like a lost puppy. Jem spoke as if to a wayward pet.

'Here, girl! Put that on the floor, just here. Now kneel next to me. That's right. Now pour me some juice and coffee.'

Jem sipped her orange juice and looked down at the maid. 'Jenny!' she said, and the girl jumped. 'What are you wearing under that uniform?'

'Nothing, Ma'am. Is that all right?'

'We'll see. Get undressed! Did I tell you to stand? Stay where you are. I can see well enough.'

Jenny pulled the cap from her head and shook her wavy brown hair so that it fell to her shoulders. There's nothing obviously sexual about this, Jem thought as the maid unbuttoned her blouse to reveal small high-nippled breasts; the thrill is in having the power to make her do it - to make her kneel and expose herself while I sit and enjoy my breakfast. I've never felt anything quite like this before; this place of Headman's must be getting to me. Executive Environments? It seems a lifetime away. Just an unimportant part of a large operation; an annoying little company doing well against the trend; small fry that can't hope to evade Headman's net for very much longer. Does Headman really care what happens to Mike McKenzie? Do I?

The girl was naked. She had a small, slim, pale-skinned body, with very rounded buttocks. Jem bit into a slice of toast. 'Come here,' she said, 'and kneel in front of me. No, the other way. Facing the door. I want to see your arse. Keep your legs apart and lean forward.'

Now this is getting sexy, Jem thought as she spread her own legs, nudging Jenny's ankles further apart with the tips of her ankle boots. The maid's sex-pouch was almost hairless, and the puckered skin of her deep anus was dark brown. 'Now, Jenny: put your right hand between your legs,' Jem said steadily. The girl lowered her head until her hair was brushing the carpet. Jem saw a timid hand appear between Jenny's slim thighs to cover the split flesh. She drained her coffee cup.

'Don't hide it, Jenny. I want to see. Open yourself, girl! Show me your cunt. That's better. And now put your fingers inside . . . Very good. Play with yourself, Jenny. Make yourself wet. This is more interesting than breakfast television, that's for sure.'

As she watched the maid's fingers move in and out of the increasingly moist slot, Jem found her own hand straying into her lap. Her fingertips came to rest at the apex of her slit, pressing very gently on the area above the hood of her clitoris. She shivered.

'Your left hand, Jenny,' she ordered, 'put it behind your back ... And now slide it between your buttocks. And put your thumb up your arsehole. Quickly!'

The maid groaned as her thumb disappeared into the dark opening. Jem rose from the settee and stood astride Jenny's back, clenching the girl's ribcage between her knees. She leant and seized the girl's left nipple between finger and thumb. 'You're a well-trained servant,' Jem whispered, twisting the nipple savagely as she spoke. 'I'm going out in a moment, and I want you to bring yourself off before I leave. So keep those fingers moving, OK?'

Jem stood back to watch the maid's performance and to listen to the growing harshness of her breathing and then turned and went into the bathroom.

When Jem emerged, Jenny was lying on the carpet in a foetal position. Her head was thrown back, her eyes were closed, and her lips were parted, moist, and moving slightly. Both hands were still trapped between her thighs. Jem zipped up the leather jacket and left the room.

As needles of hot water drummed against her skin and the cubicle became filled with warm steam, Julia found that she was able to think about something other than the muscular ache that seemed to extend from her neck to her toes. And the first thought that floated into her mind was the rueful realisation that being slim is not at all the same thing as being fit.

She felt half-dead. The warming-up exercises had left her exhausted, and then there had been circuit training, and weights, and a cross-country run. And the morning was still only half-way through. She would have to endure two hours of unarmed combat before she could dress herself again in her Security leathers and report to Chief Anderson. Compared to a sweaty track suit and muddy plimsoles, even the tight black Security uniform seemed comfortable, and a session with the Chief and his flicker would be infinitely preferable to charging across cow-fields followed by Instructor Peterson bellowing orders from his Land Rover.

Julia shook water from her eyes and turned off the tap. As she towelled her tired limbs, she thought that she could already detect a firmness, a definition of the muscles that had not been noticeable the day before. She felt suddenly proud of herself, and reinvigorated. The prospect of bending over Chief Anderson's desk and responding to the flicks of his flicker and the thrusts of his member was now quite definitely more attractive than worrying.

Trainee squad!' It was Instructor Peterson's roar. 'Get yourselves out of those showers and report for unarmed combat now! Instructor Goltz is waiting for you in the gym! It's the building at the base of the Sallyport Tower. Get moving!'

Julia wrapped her towel about her body and joined the half-dozen other weary trainees who were scurrying out of the shower block and into the inner bailey of the old castle. I hate to admit it, Julia said to herself, but I think I'm beginning to enjoy this.

The receptionist, a middle-aged man in a uniform that looked like a Hollywood costume for the part of Jeeves, was very polite, but really was unable to say where the masseuse Asmita might be found this morning. Would Madam like him to procure the services of an alternative masseuse?

Lucy, equally polite, declined the offer: she had already spotted Asmita's name and room number written in the register behind the reception counter. She ambled across the hall, turned past a vast parlour palm, looked back to make sure that she couldn't be seen, and pelted up the stairs.

The room was at the end of the first floor landing. Lucy didn't bother to slow down: her shoulder hit the venerable panelling with a power born of years of police training and drug busts. The door, which had not been locked, flew open, and Lucy landed on her hands and knees on the carpet.

She looked up to meet the amazed stare of a naked man. He was sitting astride both a long, narrow table and the head of the woman strapped to the table top. His hands were covering her breasts, and his buttocks were obscuring her face, but Lucy instantly recognised Asmita's lissome brown body.

'You filthy bastard!' she growled and launched herself at him.

The man had no time to move. Lucy's left fist sank into his midriff; her right arm locked around his neck. His spectacles flew across the room and he managed only to gasp a few feeble protests as he fell to the floor. Lucy landed on him with all her weight, pinioned his arms behind his back, and began to push his face into the deep pile of the Axmin-ster.

Filled with rage and with the familiarity of police training, Lucy had almost suffocated her victim before she heard Asmita's anguished appeals. She stood up, delivered a final kick to the man's ribs, and turned to rescue her adored masseuse.

'Lucy,' Asmita said with a broad smile, 'what on earth do you think you're doing?'

Lucy put her hands on her hips, recovering her breath as she gazed down at the prone body of her friend. Asmita was secured to the table with leather straps across her ankles, her thighs, her waist and forearms, and her shoulders; only her head could move. 'Rescuing you, of course,' Lucy panted at last.

'Close the door,' Asmita said.

Lucy started to cross the room, and then turned back; she realised that Asmita wasn't responding as she'd expected a damsel saved from distress to respond.

'Go on!' Asmita urged. 'Close the door before someone comes.'

Lucy shrugged and closed the door. 'This bloke -' she started.

'It's all right. He's a customer. He likes to tie me up when we do sixty-nine. That's all right, isn't it?'

'Is it?' Lucy was dumbfounded. 'I mean, well, yes, if you say so. I mean, no, it isn't. What do you mean, a customer? He pays you? Is that what this Private House thing is a cover for - just a knocking shop?'

Asmita sighed and shook her head. The man, having dragged himself across the carpet to retrieve his glasses, was now huddled in a corner of the room and staring fearfully at the blonde Amazon. Lucy had forgotten him. Her anger had dissipated, and she found that the sight of the Asian girl's imprisoned limbs was stirring feelings that distracted her train of investigative thought.

'What is this place, Asmita?' Lucy said, stroking the girl's long dark hair and her soft brown throat. 'Tell me the secret of the Private House. This isn't just a health and fitness club, is it?'

Asmita sighed again, i can't tell you, Lucy. Really, I can't. I don't want to, but even if I did ... Anyway, what about you? There's more to you than meets the eye, I think. I've never come across a customer here who knows how to flatten someone the way you just did. That looked very professional.' She flashed the mischievous grin that never failed to melt Lucy's heart.

'I'd better stop you talking,' Lucy whispered, and lowered her mouth on to Asmita's smiling lips. 'I can kiss you all morning, and you can't do a thing to stop me.'

That's - mmm - very - ohh - very nice,' Asmita gasped in the spaces between Lucy's determined kisses, 'but -mmm, Lucy, stop a minute! - I want more than this. Kiss me with your other lips, Lucy, please. That will keep my mouth occupied, won't it? I'd love to lick you. Get undressed and sit on my face.'

'What?'

'Sit on my face, you silly. Look, I'm tied up. There's nothing I can do to stop you.'

Almost without thinking Lucy reached behind her back and unzipped her skirt. She saw Asmita's dark eyes widen as she felt her breasts push outwards; the Asian girl's lips parted as Lucy's skirt slid down to reveal her long golden legs and white, bikini-style knickers.

'Hurry up, Lucy. I want to kiss and lick all the bits under those knickers. Take them off now.'

Lucy had ridden the faces of a few of her past conquests: she remembered with particular pleasure a spectacularly pretty special constable who had been so desperate to join the regular force that in order to gain Lucy's recommendation she had submitted to Lucy's every whim, every day for six weeks. She had a wide mouth and large eyes in a round, freckled face. Lucy loved to gaze into those eyes as she lowered herself on to the girl's trembling lips; the silent pleading of the girl's eyes gave Lucy as much pleasure as the thought of her juices filling the girl's mouth and smearing all over her freckles. Riding the girl's face became part of Lucy's morning routine; the girl was not permitted to wash until just before lunch, and Lucy found every opportunity to comment publicly about her sloppy make-up.

Those were happy days, Lucy thought. But I never once found a girl who begged me to tie her up and sit on her face.

She was down to her bra and knickers. She leant over Asmita to remove her bra, teasing the girl by jiggling her nipples only millimetres above Asmita's questing tongue. And then she turned round and slowly pulled down the brief white knickers, letting her perfect buttocks sway towards Asmita's prone face as she bent down to step out of the scrap of cotton.

'Do you like the view?' Lucy said. 'Well, now you're go-ing to taste it.' She straddled the table. Asmita's head was between her knees as she surveyed the girl's pinioned brown body. Asmita was staring straight up at the pink pudenda surrounded by golden curls.

'Beg for it,' Lucy said.

Asmita giggled, and stopped suddenly when she saw Lucy's frown. 'Please. I want to taste.'

Lucy lowered herself slowly on to Asmita's face. Hours spent in the gym paid off as she effortlessly halted her descent just before her vulva touched Asmita's lips. She could feel the girl's warm breath on her delicate membranes, and then something - she realised immediately it was Asmita's tongue - probed hesitantly between her labia. Her self-control broke and she allowed herself to drop the remaining couple of centimetres, squashing her open labia against Asmita's lips. Careless of the Asian girl's comfort she clenched her thighs and rocked back and forth.

All thoughts of investigating the Private House had, for the moment, fled; her mind was occupied with the sensations of Asmita's snub little nose nestling into the cleft between her arse-cheeks, and Asmita's tongue darting in and out of her lower mouth. Lucy shivered, and ran her hands up her stomach to cup the hard mounds of her tits. She tossed her head, and suddenly caught sight of the naked man sitting in the corner. His eyes were bright and owlish behind his spectacles, and his hands were gripping his vertical member. Lucy frowned, but Asmita's tongue had parted her inner lips, and Lucy suddenly didn't care who was watching. She rolled her arse and then leant forward to press her clitoris against Asmita's pearly lower teeth. The Asian girl produced a muffled moan.

'What's that, Asmita my sweet?' Lucy said, her fingers rolling the girl's large, dark aureoles from side to side. 'You'd like me to squeeze your nipples? Of course I will. Harder than that? Oh yes, with pleasure, my darling .. • Just don't stop licking . . . Yes . . . Just there ... I think I'm going to come . . .'

When Lucy opened her eyes, the man had gone. Reluctantly, she lifted herself from Asmita's face. She knelt beside the table and started to undo the strap around the girl's shoulders, all the time tenderly licking her salty juice from the smiling features she so dearly loved, i'd like to ride your face all day,' she whispered, 'but then you'd never be able to answer any questions. This is the strangest health club I've ever been to. You must tell me what's going on here, my little brown darling.'

Asmita raised her freed arms and hugged Lucy, flattening the blonde's soft breasts against her own smaller cones. 'I can't tell you anything about the Private House, Lucy. Really I can't. But I will tell you one small secret. I'll whisper it: there is someone else here who is perhaps on your side.'

'What do you mean? Who?'

'Another guest. She arrived this morning. Like you, she seems, I don't know, a bit different from the usual guests. And she's asking a lot of questions.'

Lucy's thoughts whirled. Who could this be? Another police officer? Was there an official investigation going on? Was that why the Chief Inspector had tried to persuade her not to come here? Or was this a private detective? Whoever she was, this woman might be an ally. 'What's her name, Asmita dearest?'

'I don't know. But you'll like her. She's very pretty! Maybe I shouldn't have told you.'

'Never fear, my little dark angel. She couldn't replace you. But what does she look like?'

'She's very slim, with dark eyes and dark curly hair. She looks like a sort of petite gypsy. About your age, I suppose. You'll be able to spot her. She's the only new guest who's arrived today.'

'Thank you, Asmita. You're wonderful. Will you get into trouble for telling me about her?'

The Asian girl glanced from side to side, as if there might be eavesdroppers behind the furniture. 'Oh no,' she said, 'I don't think so.' And she gave a secretive smile.

The oak-panelled corridors were almost deserted. Jem glanced through the few open doorways, and occasionally disturbed servants at their chores: folding linen, polishing furniture, carrying trays of drinks. Each maid bobbed a curtsey, and each manservant bowed. Seems I'm a VIP, Jem said to herself; and then she saw a face she recognised.

The previous evening, at the banquet, Jem had noticed a hawk-nosed, patrician-looking gentleman sitting a few seats distant from her at the high table. Then he had been wearing the frockcoat and lace cuffs of a Restoration dandy, and with an aloof manner he had required several of the waiters and waitresses to service his rampant desires; now he wore nothing but a dirty apron, and he kept his gaze downcast as Jem strode towards him. He cringed as Jem halted in front of him, and he answered her questions in a quiet and respectful voice.

'Yes, Ma'am, I was at table with you last night. Yesterday a nobleman, today a servant. That's how it is in the Private House. How are the mighty fallen, one might say. And who am I to question the Master's whim?'

'What did you do to incur the Master's displeasure?' Jem asked, realising as she did so that she was beginning to ape the archaic language that the servants, in particular, seemed to use.

'Nothing, Ma'am, of which I am aware. But I had enjoyed the privileges of a guest for many months. Perhaps it was time for a change.'

'Does everyone change places, then, from time to time?'

'Everyone except the Master, Ma'am. I used to be the Chief Systems Engineer; I installed the new .stock control and accounting software at the control complex.' A note of pride had crept into his voice.

'The buildings on the far side of the airstrip? The warehouses and offices?'

'Exactly so, Ma'am. Forgive me for speaking of such things in the House. And now - now I'm in charge of polishing the silverware-.' A worried frown creased his forehead. have no complaint, Ma'am; I mean no disrespect.'

'Don't worry, chum. I get more of a buzz from software than silverware myself. But you mean I could get you into trouble, talking to you about this stuff?'

The man scanned the ceiling beams with his deep-set eyes. 'Not here, Ma'am: I know the location of all the microphones that were on the system when I did some work on the Security computer, and the nearest is in yonder candelabrum. I don't think any more have been planted since then. So unless you intend to report me to Security .. .'

'Not right now.'

'Thank you, Ma'am. It has already been a trying morning. Several of my former rivals, having been informed of my diminished state, have already summoned me to their rooms and have exacted their particular forms of revenge.' He turned away from Jem. His naked back was streaked with lash-marks; his buttocks were fiery red; and a thick metal shaft, held in place by three tight chains, protruded from between his arse-cheeks.

He turned back and gave Jem a twisted smile. 'My services have already been called on several times this morning, Ma'am, but if there is anything I can do for you ...' He gestured towards the front of his apron, which was beginning to rise upward. 'As you can see, it is difficult to resist the charms of so beautiful a Mistress.'

'What's your name, chum?'

'Sebastian, Ma'am.'

i like you, Sebastian. Let's talk again - if you can show me another place with a microphone deficiency.'

'I'll be happy to oblige. Ma'am. Might I suggest . . .'

'Suggest away, Sebastian.'

The servant's voice dropped to a murmur. 'I suggest, Jem of the sea-blue eyes, that we'd have fun fucking each other senseless even if we weren't in this crazy establishment, but,' he resumed his deferential tone, 'on a more practical note, if you want to see the estate you'll need a vehicle. The Master's fleet is parked in the north courtyard, between the west wing and the old castle wall. Through the door on the right at the end of the corridor, Ma'am.'

'Why, thank you, Sebastian - for both of those lovely suggestions.' Jem stretched up to place a kiss on his nose, and marched off to find a' car.

It was only when she reached the courtyard that Jem began to appreciate the size and antiquity of the Private House. The cobbled yard was as wide as a football pitch, but nonetheless gloomy because buildings surrounded it on three sides. Jem zipped up her leather jacket. Behind her the west wing of the House rose in a confusion of galleries and gables that indicated the many styles and stages of building that the House had undergone over the centuries; from the westernmost corner of the edifice a high brick wall encrusted with outbuildings stretched away for about a hundred metres. To Jem's right the courtyard narrowed almost to a point; but where the apex of the angle should have been there was instead a section of curved wall with a heavy door set into it. Looking up, Jem saw that the curved wall was a small part of the massive circumference of the Round Tower.

She gazed in awe at the huge cylinder of stone. It dominated the courtyard; it was twice as tall as the rooftops of the west wing of the House. It was the biggest castle tower Jem had ever seen.

Half-way up the sheer column she saw mullioned windows like the one in her bedchamber. My room is on the other side, she thought, but it must be on the same level as those windows, because from my room I can see southwards across the rooftops of the House. How many floors are there below mine? The Great Hall takes up most of one level, immediately below mine; then what? A ground floor, maybe a crypt, too? And above my floor: another two storeys, and then the battlements? I guess that's Headman's private quarters. He sure lives in one hell of a phallic symbol!

Opposite Jem, more sheds and single-storey structures clung to a decrepit wall that ran westwards from the Round Tower and ended, about fifty metres away, at a smaller, ruined tower. Jem realised that she was looking at part of the curtain wall of a medieval fortress.

The ruined tower marked the end of the courtyard: beyond it a tarmac track humped over a small bridge and ran parallel to the tall brick wall, forking into two roads as it ran out of the wall's shadow and into the sunshine.

Well, I'd like to know what goes on within the old castle walls, Jem thought; but I'll save it for later. For now, let's go cruising in one of these buggies.

The courtyard was a museum of ancient motor vehicles. Jem finally chose a little black roadster with wire wheels and a soft top: an MG TC, looking only a little less immaculate than when it had been first driven in 1946. Jem turned the ignition key, pulled out the choke and twisted the starter; to her surprise, the engine caught first time, and with a grin she hauled on the wooden steering wheel and pointed the long bonnet towards the sunlight at the end of the courtyard.

Now this is what I call motoring, Jem yelled into the wind as the little car bounced over the bridge that crossed a sluggish stream; the roar of the engine, the breeze in my hair, and the cool roughness of well-used leather upholstery pressing against my bare bottom.

The car sped out into summer sunshine, and Jem braked and turned left at the fork in the road. To her left, the high brick wall continued southwards; she guessed that it enclosed the formal gardens she had seen from her window. Between the wall and the road a wilderness garden sloped down to a distant shimmering lake. To Jem's right was dense woodland.

Within seconds Jem had reached another fork in the road. The MG screeched to a stop. The left-hand track zig-zagged downhill, southwards to the far side of the lake and the meadows beyond it; the right-hand track went westwards, into the woods, along the ridge that overlooked the low-lying farmlands, and towards two isolated towers. Jem spent a few minutes trying to memorise the lay-out of the panorama, and marvelling at the extent of Headman's estate; then she turned right.

With no plan in mind other than to look around Headman's domain, Jem drove towards the first building she saw: she glimpsed chimneys through the tree-tops, and swung the car up the gravelled track that ran between the trees. A

In a clearing in the woods, the track widened into a square courtyard enclosed on three sides by brick buildings. Jem parked the MG between an Austin Seven and a lime-green coach from the 1950s.

The two side buildings were long and low, with regularly, spaced sash windows; they were connected by a larger, two storey structure in the same style but with three open doorways in the facade and a belfry on the roof. The buildings reminded Jem of something, an old-fashioned hospital, perhaps, but when she walked towards the central structure she saw the signs engraved on the stone lintels of the doorways, and she knew where she was. Above the central doorway was the word STAFF.; the two smaller doorways were labelled BO YS and GIRLS. Back to schooldays, Jem thought as she skipped up the steps and into the staff entrance.

Floor polish and chalk dust. I didn't even attend a school like this, Jem thought; those smells must be part of the collective unconscious. She crossed the lobby, pushed open the double doors, and peered into a long corridor. Polished parquet, cream-painted walls, dust motes in the sunlight, indistinct and distinct voices, a bluebottle buzzing at one of the windows - it was a perfect replica of a small grammar school. She turned back and noticed the brass plaque on the other door that led from the lobby: NO ADMITTANCE. STAFF ONLY. Jem hated to be told where not to go. She opened the door.

At the top of a flight of stairs Jem opened another door and found herself in a room full of recording equipment. A young man in Security leathers was staring at an array of video screens. As Jem's heels clicked on the floorboards he swivelled his chair to face her. His hands were clenched round a massive erection.

'What the blazes are you doing up here?' he hissed. 'This is a restricted - Oh. I'm sorry. You're, um - You're the Master's . . .'

He was a pretty, dark-haired young man, with a slim body and full red lips. Jem walked up to him and held out her hand. 'Call me Jem,' she said. 'Whatever you're watching, it must be pretty good.'

The man took his right hand from the tip of his penis, hesitated, grinned, and offered it to Jem. 'I'm Dave,' he said, his left hand blatantly caressing his hard shaft as Jem shook his right and then raised it to her lips. 'There's only one lesson today, in Room Six. I'm taping it.'

'Can I watch?' Jem asked.

'Be my guest,' Dave said, 'but there's only one chair.'

'Oh dear. Guess I'll have to sit on your lap.'

Dave leant back and lifted his hands to stroke Jem's buttocks as she lowered herself on to him. She clasped his upright member between her thighs, placing one hand at the back of his neck and other other around the bulbous red helmet that protruded in front of her red-brown pubic curls. He unzipped her jacket and cupped her left breast in his long slim fingers. 'You're gorgeous, Jem,' he said, and lifted his face to meet her kiss.

For several minutes they were still, except for their constantly moving hands and tongues. Jem began to squirm as Dave's fingers roamed across her breasts, alternately caressing and pinching, sending tickles and stabs of pleasure through her body. At last Dave freed his lips from Jem's. 'Let's watch some TV,' he said, shaking his head. 'If we carry on like this ... Well, I have to be very careful not to get spunk on the console.'

Jem laughed. 'OK. Can we have the sound up?'

'Sure.'

Four of the video screens were in operation, showing four views of the same classroom. On the first screen Jem saw the whole room as if she were sitting in the back row of desks: half a dozen male pupils, wearing maroon caps and blazers, were seated at desks near the front of the class, facing away from the camera and towards the dais on which stood a table, a blackboard, and a schoolmistress.

The second screen gave a close-up view of the teachers' dais; and the other two displayed pictures that must have been generated by cameras positioned at the two sides of the room. The teacher was a young, dark-haired woman with luminous, wide browh eyes. She was wearing a mortarboard, a black gown, and white stockings and suspender belt. The pupils were middle-aged men, ridiculous in short trousers and too-tight blazers, with peaked caps perched on heads of greying hair.

They were not a well-behaved class. The teacher's big brown eyes filled with tears as the pupils ignored her ineffectual pleas for silence. Paper aeroplanes swooped past her head; howls and catcalls greeted her every word. Above the cacophony Jem heard shouted suggestions: 'Miss! Miss! Can you show us physical exercises again, Miss?' and 'Miss! I've hurt my willy, Miss! Come and kiss it better, Miss!'

Jem nuzzled Dave's neck as she felt his thumb exploring the valley between her buttocks. Those men ...' she said.

The schoolboys? They're crazy, aren't they?'

'But I know some of them. I mean, I've seen them, I know of them. That one there, the one who's got his prick out, he was on the cover of Marketing just a few weeks ago. He's a director of one of the High Street multiples. I can't remember his name ...'

'Don't worry about it. Everyone here is someone else outside. He seems to be enjoying himself. Even the guests who have to be persuaded to come here soon forget about the outside world. I'll bet you're different outside.'

'Wrong - Ah!' Jem vibrated inside as Dave's thumb penetrated her anus and his fingers slid into her sopping sex. 'Outside, I'm just like this,' she purred.

'Look,' Dave said, nodding towards the screens, 'the Head's turned up.'

A figure in a billowing black gown swept into the classroom. The Headmistress was as old as the pupils, but tall and slender. Her grey hair was pinned in a tight bun and her black corset gleamed; the microphones picked up the swish of her cane in the silence that fell as soon as she stormed through the door.

'Quiet!' she bellowed, unnecessarily. 'Class 4B! Have you taken leave of your senses? I will not tolerate this kind of behaviour!'

The pupils cowered as she scanned the classroom with a malevolent stare. The Headmistress turned to the teacher.

'Miss Howard,' she said through gritted teeth, 'how many times must I tell you to keep your class under control?'

The teacher tossed her head, pursed her lips, and looked down at the floor. She pulled her black gown forward to cover her body.

T will not stand for dumb insolence from my pupils,' the Headmistress hissed, 'and I do not expect so much as to encounter it in my staff. Stand straight, Miss Howard. Hands at your sides. And look at me when I'm speaking to you.' She brought the point of her cane to within a centimetre of the slightly upturned tip of the teacher's nose, and then lowered it slowly down the front of the teacher's body, using it to flick aside the teacher's gown and reveal her slender body, her high breasts, and her neat triangle of dark curls.

'Is this what you consider suitable attire for a professional educator?' the Headmistress said. 'Well?' The end of the cane traced a W beneath Miss Howard's breasts.

'No, Headmistress.'

The cane lifted the left breast, then the right. 'Miss Howard, you are a disgrace to the school. Come to my office at lunchtime. I can see you still need more practical instruction in the matter of discipline.'

The young schoolteacher blushed and hung her head, and the schoolboy who had exposed himself sniggered loudly. The Headmistress fixed him with a murderous glare. 4You!' she barked. 'Yes, you, sonny. The one with exhibitionist tendencies. Stand up. What's your name, boy?'

'Smith, Miss,' said the grey-haired executive, managing a convincing impersonation of a snivelling urchin.

'You're a filthy little child, Smith. What are you?'

'A filthy little child, Miss,' he stammered, his apparent distress belied by the twitching of his engorged member.

'Do you know what happens to filthy little children, Smith?'

'They - they have to be punished, Miss,' Smith ventured, unable to keep a hopeful note out of his voice.

'Indeed they do, Smith. And you will be punished most severely. Come to the fr6nt of the class! Quickly, boy! And take down your shorts!'

Jem started giggling hysterically. Smith, if that was his real name, which Jem doubted, was a portly gent with a silver moustache, and he looked more than a little silly in his ill-fitting maroon school uniform with his trousers round his ankles, his penis wagging as if it had a life of its own, and his face red with excitement.

The Headmistress prodded him with her cane. 'Lift those shirt-tails, Smith. And bend over the table.'

Jem's gaze flicked from screen to screen. One gave her a close-up view of Smith's plump, white bottom, quivering with anticipation; another displayed him from the front, with his arms outstretched across the desk and the two schoolteachers standing behind him.

'The boy seems somewhat over-excited,' the Headmistress commented to Miss Howard in a voice that suggested that the younger teacher was to blame. 'Would you be so kind as to look at the state of his lewd parts.'

'Yes, Headmistress,' the young woman said, and removing her mortar board and gown, she ducked under the table. The screen which showed the entire classroom was now the only one on which Jem could see her: Miss Howard had become a small silhouette, squatting under the table and reaching out for Smith's rigid organ.

'Well?' the Headmistress demanded.

'It's still very hard, Headmistress,' said the meek voice from under the table. 'His testicles are hanging very loose, and his penis seems very big indeed. And it's hot. And it's sort of leaking a bit at the end.'

On another screen, Smith could be seen perspiring and open-mouthed with wordless delight.

'The disgusting wretch!' the Headmistress exclaimed. 'Clean him up, Miss Howard. I can't punish him in this condition/

'Shall I lick where he's leaking?' the small voice said.

'Yes, yes. Of course. Give him a good hard suck if you like. It might be for the best if he spends his filth in your mouth. It might calm him down.'

There were several minutes of silence. Jem could see the young teacher's head moving back and forth under the table and Smith's knuckles whitening as he grasped the table-edge in his growing excitement. From time to time the Headmistress would deliver a half-hearted stroke of the cane to his trembling buttocks, and then she would wander among the other pupils, lashing them at random with her tongue or with the thin wooden rod.

Just when it looked as though Smith was ready to explode, Miss Howard drew away from his engorged equipment and emerged from under the table. 'It's no good, Headmistress,' she said, 'he's being very obstinate. He just won't come.'

'I abhor obstinacy,' the Headmistress intoned. She put all her strength into a blow that landed across the backs of Smith's thighs. 'Keep still, boy! I'll teach you to be obstinate, you disgusting, perverted child! I'm going to thrash your bottom until you spurt your filthy stuff out of that horrible big thing of yours. What do you think of that?'

The question was rhetorical, but Jem could see from Smith's face that he was delighted at the prospect.

'Miss Howard,' the Headmistress said as she removed her gown and flexed the cane and her muscles, 'I think you had better hold him down. Quickly, girl - on the table!'

Miss Howard scrambled on to the table and sat with her stockinged legs dangling over the side. Then, with a surprising show of strength, she pulled Smith's head into her lap and pinioned his wrists behind his back, pushing his face into the mass of dark curls at the junction of her thighs. 'Ready, Miss Howard?' the Headmistress shouted. 'Then hold on tight; and here we go!'

Jem was astonished at the speed and severity of the punishment. She flinched more than Smith did as red lines appeared with remorseless regularity across the vast globes of his buttocks. The only sounds were the fearsome hiss of the cane, the bestial grunt that the Headmistress produced as she concentrated her strength into the final vicious flick of each stroke, and the loud thwack as the cane sliced into the fleshy mounds. When no tiny area of Smith's buttocks had escaped the cane, and purple weals were beginning to appear across the bright red expanses of flesh, the Headmistress stopped. She took a deep breath and rubbed the muscles of her arm. 'Miss Howard,' she said, 'would you look below and tell me whether this boy has disgraced himself yet?'

Miss Howard leant forward, crushing Smith's face still more deeply into her crotch. 'I'm sorry, Headmistress, I don't think anything's happened. His thing's still big and hard.'

The Headmistress appeared to be on the verge of apoplexy. 'Incorrigible wretch!' she yelled. 'Do you see, Miss Howard, how wilful and stubborn a little boy can be? Stand up, both of you. You, Miss Howard, are partly to blame for this. Spare the rod and spoil the child, Miss Howard. I have no doubt your own upbringing was too lenient. And as for you, Smith,' she grabbed his upthrust-ing organ and pulled him towards her, 'don't think I'll let things rest here. You're full of disobedience, boy, but I'll beat it out of you if it takes all day!'

Smith couldn't have looked happier, but he did his best to appear dejected. 'I can't come, Miss,' he mumbled, 'my bottom hurts too much.'

'You will come, my boy, you mark my words. And if you think your bottom's sore now, you've got another think coming. Miss Howard, I'll need your help again. Would you lie on the table - with your legs apart, you silly girl!'

With a resigned expression the young teacher stretched herself across the table. Smith, encouraged by the Headmistress's slaps, scrambled between Miss Howard's open legs, and the young teacher sighed and looked away as Smith lowered his paunch on to her body. She wriggled her hips, and closed her eyes as his prick found her opening and slid into her slick interior. She lifted her legs and crossed her ankles at the small of his back and the Headmistress, now with unobscured access to the whole of Smith's lower regions, flexed her cane and took up a position behind the coupled pair.

Smith remained motionless until the first blow fell; then he jerked his body and thrust into Miss Howard. As he pulled out of her, the Headmistress's arm was descending with her second stroke. Another line of fire appeared across the dull pink globes of flesh, and Smith thrust forward again.

Seen on the video screen, his face was distorted with pain and lust, the regular lashes producing barely a flicker of emotion across his face which was already as red as his arse and twisted into a rictus of frenzied glee. Jem was enthralled, her hand slowing almost to a standstill as she petted the gaping little mouth at the tip of Dave's thigh-held stalk. How much more of this can Smith take? she wondered, and at that moment he halted in mid-thrust, and his mouth opened as if in surprise.

This is it, Headmistress,' Miss Howard shouted. 'I think he's almost ready!' And the Headmistress redoubled her efforts, no longer paying any attention to maintaining the rhythm of her strokes nor to the tresses of hair escaping from her bun. She lashed fast and mercilessly, concentrating on the tops of his thighs and throwing in short vertical strokes that landed at random between his buttocks, on the insides of his thighs, or even across his swinging scrotal sac. Smith's frantic movements echoed the swishing of the cane as he pistoned in and out of Miss Howard with renewed vigour, and at last, with a wild howl of pain and blessed relief, and with a great shudder that shook his large frame and the table, he shot his spurts of seed into Miss Howard, and collapsed on top of her.

'Ow!' Jem's hand flew to her tweaked nipple. 'What was that for?'

'Concentrate on me, please, not the TV,' Dave said. 'You can watch that over and over again, if you want. Shall I make you a copy of the edited highlights?'

'No thanks. Just do that again, only more gently. That's better. Do they know they're being filmed?'

'It's hard to tell. The ones who have been here before know, of course; some of the others must guess. But what can they do? If they're here, in the Private House, they're already in too deep to get out. In for a penny, in for a pound: they might as we|l lie back and enjoy being captured on videotape. The field operatives know which guests are newcomers, of course.'

'Field operatives?'

'Ye gods, you're persistent.'

Tell me or I'll stop playing with your lovely big knob.'

'You win. Emma and Clarice are field operatives - Miss Howard and the Headmistress. They organise the routines; I just film the show, and I'm on hand to jump in if anything goes wrong.'

'You're certainly on hand today, Dave. How much more of this treatment can John Thomas take?'

'I don't know, Jem. Perhaps you'd better give him a big sloppy kiss.'

'What a wicked idea. Are you sure you wouldn't like me to spank your bare bottom, you naughty boy?'

'Quite sure, thanks. And we're going to have to kiss and say goodbye, anyway. I have to adjust all the gear for shooting a history lesson in Room Nine. Come on: get up, Jem, I have to move.'

Jem kissed him, stood up, and made for the door. 'So long,' she said, 'I guess I'd better continue my tour of the estate. See you around!'

'I hope so,' Dave said. 'If you want to know the time, ask a Security man.'

Security, thought Jem as she descended the stairs and walked back to the MG. Where would I find the Security headquarters? Inside the walls of the old castle, that's where. Let's go and take a look.

She pointed the little roadster back towards the House, but instead of turning towards the courtyard she continued along the track that led north alongside the stream and towards the mound on which stood the battered remains of the castle's square keep. At the base of the mound the road turned sharply to the right, and the MG stopped at a gap in the castle's curtain wall. A wooden barrier extended across the gap, but the Security sentry recognised Jem, lifted the barrier, and waved her on, into a vast hexagonal yard full of huts, vehicles, and leather-clad Security personnel. She was inside the walls of the oldest part of the Private House.

* * *

Julia sat on the wooden bar and plucked at her sweat-soaked garments. She was alone in the gymnasium, which was one of several in the sports complex that sprawled at the base of the old castle's Sallyport Tower. In the distance she could hear the shrieks and laughter of her fellow trainees in the showers, and from elsewhere the erratic ricochets of a ball game.

Unarmed combat training had been surprisingly enjoyable, she reflected. Instructor Goltz was a hard task-mistress whose plimsole-slap was as vicious as her tongue, but she had taken a lot of trouble to explain and demonstrate the techniques to Julia, and Julia had found that she had rapidly picked up the rudiments of judo throws and the disarming of attackers. Although she was the newest recruit, and was smaller, slimmer and older than most of the rest of the class, she had found that by the end of the session she had been throwing her opponents more often than they had been throwing her. Instructor Goltz had commented on her progress, and in the last few minutes it had been Geoffrey, a skinny lad with a slight stammer, rather than Julia who had been the victim in the game of chase and kick that, the other trainees told Julia, was a regular feature of Goltz's class.

Goltz had told her to stay in the gym for some individual tuition; and Julia had been rather pleased with herself until several of the trainees had whispered comments like 'tough luck' as they had escaped to the safety of the showers. Now, as she cast her eyes round the bleak and clinical walls, she wondered what the Instructor had in store for her; and then she spotted a figure standing in the viewing gallery.

How long's she been up there? Julia wondered. That's not a Security uniform ... I know! It's the Master's new consort. She looks terrific. I wish I could get out of here. I don't know what Goltz is up to, but with that woman watching .. . It's going to be so humiliating! Oh God, she's definitely seen me; she's waving.

Half-heartedly, Julia returned the greeting. The auburn-haired beauty in the gallery grinned. Julia turned away. Instructor Goltz crashed through the swing doors.

Goltz was a big woman, tall and athletic and full of energy. She fixed Julia with a steady stare and advanced slowly towards her on the balls of her feet. In her right fist she continuously flexed the battered plimsole that was never out of her grasp. Julia stood up and stepped hesitantly backwards.

'Don't run away, little one,' Goltz said, smiling broadly. 'We're going to have some more fun. You've still a lot to learn.'

Julia stood still, trying to control her rising panic. Goltz was so much bigger and stronger than her; Goltz could do anything. Julia didn't care to look across to the gallery; she just prayed that the Master's consort had gone and that no one would witness her fear and weakness.

Goltz's helmet of cropped blonde hair advanced relentlessly. The Instructor stopped in front of Julia and stood with her plimsole-flexing hand behind her back. 'Now then, girlie,' she said, 'it's just you and me. And I'm one-handed, see? So come on: attack me!'

Maybe it will be all right, Julia thought. Maybe she just wants to teach me some more moves. And Julia reached for Goltz's collar and swept her right foot towards Goltz's legs.

The Instructor had moved; she had side-stepped and advanced and turned before Julia could begin to regain her balance.

Julia felt herself being lifted into the air as Goltz's hand grabbed the waistband of her track suit trousers and Julia flailed her arms, attempting to stay upright. There was a sound of tearing cotton and Julia was sliding head-first towards the mat, naked from the waist down, leaving her trousers in Goltz's clenched fist.

Julia lay on the floor. There was an ominous silence. She lifted herself to her hands and knees; Goltz's plimsole splatted against her buttocks and sent her sprawling. Tears filled her eyes.

'Come on, girlie,' Goltz said through gritted teeth. 'On your feet! I haven't finished with you yet; not by a long way. Up! And come at me again.'

Julia dragged herself to her feet, turned, and stepped towards the Instructor. Goltz jumped aside, tripped Julia's feet, grabbed her arm as she fell, and twisted her wrist up to the back of her neck, clutching a handful of Julia's black curls in the same fist.

Julia yelped. She staggered as Goltz thrust her forward, bending her over the wooden bar that crossed the gym; once again the plimsole crashed against her bare backside, shaking the bar with the force of the blow.

Goltz's hand released her. She shook tears from her eyes and breathed deeply, hanging limply over the bar. She felt the plimsole probing the crease between her buttocks. 'Lovely bum,' Goltz said. 'I think you need a great deal more training, girlie. Stand up or I'll whack you again.'

You'll whack me anyway, Julia thought, and threw herself backwards towards the sound of Goltz's gloating voice. The back of her head struck something hard. She reeled, and her eyes focused at last on Goltz, standing with her hand to her chin and a dazed expression on her face.

Julia moved backward, warily, a step at a time. The exit was on the far side of the gym, beyond the Instructor. A look of concentrated malice replaced the surprise in Goltz's glittering blue eyes. Julia ran.

Made it! she thought, as her hand touched the door. And then a hand grabbed her shirt and she found herself whirling in a circle that ended in a collision with the wall-bars. She dropped to the floor, and felt herself being dragged to the centre of the gym. She tried to stand, but her legs were kicked from beneath her. An arm went under her torso, and lifted her to her knees. She tried to scurry away, and the plimsole slammed upwards between her legs, lifting her and then propelling her face-down across the floor.

She lay still. She was past hope, but past desperation too: nothing mattered anymore, except to get away, curl up, find somewhere warm. She started to drag herself across the floor.

A foot stood on her spine. 'Oh!' Goltz said, in a friendly voice. 'You'd like some more, would you?' And Julia could only wail helplessly as she felt the arm around her waist lifting her to her knees again. She didn't try to move; she waited for the blow to fall.

But the Instructor didn't strike immediately. There was a long silence, during which Julia could hear only her own racing heartbeat. She remained on her hands and knees, her hair brushing the wooden floor. She wanted to close her legs together, at least, but she didn't dare move. And then she heard the sound of Goltz's training shoes walking slowly in a circle around her.

She looked up as Goltz stopped in front of her and squatted athletically. She saw Goltz's powerful calves and thighs, and couldn't help looking at the junction of Goltz's legs where the taut material of the Instructor's shorts was gathered into the crease of her vulva.

'Keep very still, girlie,' Goltz said. 'You'll get harder whacks if you try to run away.' She spread her thighs wider. 'When I've finished with you, you'll wash me in the showers. And you'll use your tongue when you wash me there. But first,' she said more briskly, and jumped to her feet, 'I think you need a bit more physical education.'

Julia heard Goltz's footsteps move behind her again. She felt her track suit top being pulled, and suddenly it was gathered at her shoulders and she was as good as naked. Something cold - Goltz's plimsole, she realised - touched the small of her back.

'Now then, girlie. Let's have a good look at the target area. Dip your back. Come on, exercise those vertebrae. Dip your back and push the target out. That's the way.'

Under different circumstances, Julia thought, there was nothing she liked better than to show off her long legs, her slim buttocks, her ripe, bushy sex and her dark, deep anus. These were, she felt, her best features. And although she feared and loathed Goltz, and was sure that Goltz was about to belabour her most intimate parts with that awful, springy, stinging, rubber plimsole, she could feel the familiar tingle of desire stirring between her parted legs.

The plimsole tapped the inside of her right thigh. 'Get those thighs wide open,' Goltz said. 'Get some tension in those muscles. You're not here for a rest, girlie. You're here to learn.' The plimsole touched the centre of her left buttock, and then of her right. 'First lesson: how to keep quite still while the target area is getting nicely coloured up.' And Julia heard a whistle as Goltz lifted the plimsole into the air.

The plimsole didn't hit her. Instead, she felt the shock of something landing on the gymnasium floor, and heard a voice shout 'That's enough!' She lifted her head to see the Master's consort standing, hands on hips, below the gallery.

Instructor Goltz was advancing towards her. 'Get out!' Goltz said. 'This is a private training session.'

The leather-jacketed redhead didn't move; she just smiled. 'Do you know who I am?' she asked.

'No, sweetheart,' Goltz replied, 'and I don't care. You could be the Queen of Sheba but if you don't get out of here now I'll give you a lesson too. Understand?'

Julia managed to sit up. The Master's consort was looking decidedly less confident as Goltz strode towards her, fists swinging. She raised her hands as if preparing a karate strike, and Goltz laughed softly. The redhead started to circle the room towards Julia. Goltz pursued her steadily.

Julia felt hands grasping her under the arms. She moaned. 'Stand up, for God's sake,' whispered a voice in her ear. 'This woman can make mincemeat of me, but if you can clobber her while she's not looking, we might both get away.'

Julia staggered to her feet to find Instructor Goltz only an arm's length away, staring at the auburn intruder. 'I know you now, sweetheart,' Goltz said. 'You're the Master's new tart. He won't save you if you tangle with me. He appointed me personally. I'm a volunteer, not like most of the scum in this place. Get out now or I'll bruise your bottom for you.'

The Master's consort backed away. 'I'm not going without her,' she said, 'and if you lay a finger on me Terence will flay you alive.' And in the moment of shocked silence that followed her use of the Master's real name, the leather-jacketed young woman hurled herself at Goltz in a whirlwind of pointed toes and clawed hands. The Instructor took a step back - and Julia had only to extend her foot and pull the back of Goltz's shirt. The tall woman toppled backwards like a felled tree, and Julia twisted her as she fell, using all the remaining strength of her two arms to force the Instructor's right hand up towards the back of her neck. Julia collapsed across the woman's back, pinning her to the floor and, as if in a symbolic gesture of defeat, the Instructor's hand relinquished its grip on the plimsole. With an expression of distaste, the Master's consort lifted her leather jacket and sat with her naked hindquarters imprisoning the Instructor's head.

Julia felt gentle fingers stroking her hair, and looked up into smiling blue eyes. Tm very grateful,' she said, 'you really shouldn't have put yourself out for me -'

'Cut that out. You're damned lucky I happened to be here. I'm Jem, by the way. Pleased to meet you.'

'Hello. I'm Julia. Security trainee. This is my first day.'

'Some introduction! What shall we do with Miss Universe here?'

'I don't know. If we stand up, she'll kill us.'

'We'll immobilise her. I'm sure glad I decided to wear nylons today. She'll be a whole lot less trouble with her hands tied behind her back.'

Jem elicited a grunt of pain as she altered her position to sit astride the Instructor's neck. She ran her hand across the small patch of spikey blonde hair that was visible between her legs. 'Never fucked a hairstyle before,' she said as she rolled down her stockings. 'It's tricky, but kind of nice. Now let's get those hands trussed together.'

With her hands pinioned beyond her back, Instructor Goltz seemed to have lost her enthusiasm for unarmed combat. She lay still when Jem and Julia stood up, each keeping one foot on the prone body.

Julia found herself facing a blue-eyed, lighter-complexioned mirror image. The Master's consort was only a fraction shorter than her, and had the same slim build, pert breasts and bottom, and long lustrous hair, but her skin was golden and lightly freckled, her eyes sparkled with mischief, and she had the most kissable bee-stung lips that Julia had ever seen. She understood why the Master had selected Jem to be his concubine; she also suddenly realised that Jem was returning her gaze. They smiled at each other, and Jem's glance strayed to the battered plimsole that lay abandoned on the floor. 'Revenge is sweet,' she said.

Jem's other stocking and several skipping ropes were pressed into service to secure Instructor Goltz to the bar. The big blonde had struggled and kicked, and Julia and Jem were exhausted when they stood back to admire their work. Goltz was bent double over the bar; coils of rope secured wrist to ankle and elbow to knee, while other ropes ran round each muscular thigh, beneath the bar, and were drawn tight around her waist. Jem's stockings were now tied around Goltz's ankles, which were secured to the ends of an upturned bench. The Instructor could hardly move a single one of her well-developed muscles; and her firm, round, widely-parted buttocks, and their blonde-haired underhang, were prominently displayed.

Julia stood back, admired the prospect for a moment, picked up Goltz's discarded plimsole, and positioned herself to the left of Goltz's upthrust buttocks. She stroked the twitching globes with the toe of the plimsole. 'I imagine you're not often on the receiving end of this implement,' she said, inserting the toe into the pink cleft and twisting it. 'Shall we see how much you enjoy it?' She drew back her arm.

The sound of rubber striking flesh echoed like a gunshot in the gymnasium. Goltz grunted. Julia watched a plimsole-shaped patch of redness appear in the centre of the right buttock. She lifted her arm again and struck the left buttock. A similar patch appeared there, while the red mark on the right buttock faded to a pink that was barely discernible on the pale skin.

'It rather looks as though you can take quite a lot of this kind of instruction, Instructor,' Julia said, and began the punishment in earnest, a hardly pausing between strokes. Goltz gasped from time to time, and let out a curt yelp when Julia started to concentrate on the tops of her thighs and the inner underhang of her buttocks, but was otherwise stubbornly silent.

After a few moments Julia began to tire of beating her tormentor. Goltz's buttocks were bright pink, and the pattern of the plimsole's rubber sole was clearly visible on the glowing flesh. Julia began to think that Jem, who had positioned herself between Goltz's legs and had concentrated on titillating the Instructor's innermost recesses, was providing a more humiliating punishment for the sadistic blonde.

'Jem,' Julia suggested, 'shall we stop now? I'm exhausted.'

'Whatever you say, Jules. You know, this little hole is very definitely beginning to feel wet. But you're right; this could take all night, and what's the point?'

So, after one final whack of the plimsole that set the bar shuddering and echoed from the gymnasium walls, Julia stood back, dropped the plimsole and turned - to be greeted by cheers and handclaps.

'Jem!' she called. 'Look! The gallery's full of people. All the other trainees are there, and some of the Instructors!'

'Don't worry,' Jem replied, 'it looks like they're on your side. Something tells me the blonde fuzzhead wasn't popular in these parts.' Jem picked up the plimsole, waved it at the crowd, and placed it on the small of the Instructor's back. Then she took Julia by the arm and led her out of the gym. 'They'll either untie her, or play with her some more, I guess. For now, you need a shower and some gentle loving care.'

'That sounds wonderful, Jem. You're awfully good to me.'

'Why don't you spend the rest of the day with me? I'm just poking my nose around the estate.'

'I'd love to, but I'm on duty this afternoon. And what about the Master? Won't he want you to be with him?'

'You're in Security, Julia honey. You ought to know that I can't walk ten yards without appearing on some camera somewhere. If he wants me, he'll find me. For now, I want to massage your poor little bruised butt.'

'That's fine with me, Jem.'

* * *

Absently stirring an insipid infusion of herbs and yearning for a proper cup of tea, Lucy watched the other guests entering the dining-room.

She spotted the newcomer immediately: a petite, black-haired woman, exactly as Asmita had described, carrying a plate of salad and scanning the room for an empty table. Lucy caught her eye, and waved. After a moment's hesitation, the woman walked delicately towards her.

'Hello there,' Lucy said. 'You're new here, aren't you? Me too. Take a seat. My name's Lucy.'

'Pleased to meet you. I'm Julia,' said the black-haired beauty. She winced as she lowered herself on to the chair.

'Tough massage this morning?' Lucy asked.

'Pardon?'

'You look a little stiff. And whacked, too, if you don't mind me saying so.' Lucy thought she detected a flicker of a smile on Julia's lips.

'That sums it up perfectly,' Julia said. 'Are you enjoying it here?'

'It's OK.' Lucy considered her strategy. How much should she reveal about her suspicions? 'The facilities are excellent, aren't they?'

'It seems so,' Julia replied. 'And the house is so old and interesting.'

'Very interesting. In fact, I find the place a little strange.'

Julia's dark eyes flashed a look of intense interest. 'So do I,' she said. 'Did you have an appointment with the doctor when you arrived here?'

'No,' Lucy replied, genuinely surprised. 'Why did you want to see the doctor?'

'I didn't. That's just the point. It was arranged for me. And the doctor - it was a woman, thank goodness - gave me a very thorough examination, if you know what I mean. Especially down there.'

'And what did she say? Do you need treatment?'

Julia laughed quietly. 'She said I wasn't getting enough sex. Can you believe that? I wAas speechless. And another thing-'

Lucy had become rapt in contemplation of Julia's small white teeth and crimson lips. 'Oh, sorry. Yes, what else?'

'Well, don't you think there's something funny about the staff? It's not just the old-fashioned uniforms. They're so formal with each other, but I'm sure they're - Well, they seem very intimate, too. Do you know what I mean?'

'Precisely,' Lucy said. 'I've noticed it too.'

'I'm sure there's something funny going on.' A delightful frown appeared on Julia's brow. 'And do you know, I'm determined to get to the bottom of it!' Her fingertips, for emphasis, rested momentarily on Lucy's forearm.

Lucy surrendered to the shiver that ran from her arm into the depths of her insides. And I'm determined, she thought, to get to the bottom of you. She covered Julia's hand with hers; the dark-haired woman smiled uncertainly and looked quizzically at her, but didn't pull away.

'I agree,' Lucy said. 'Shall we join forces and do some investigating?'

'Sounds exciting,' Julia replied. 'What shall we do first?'

'We can't talk here. Too many staff about. And anyway, you're walking wounded.'

'I am frightfully sore,' Julia said with wide eyes. 'What do you suggest?'

Lucy had no intention of recommending Asmita's services; she suspected the little Asian girl of having designs on the new guest anyway. 'None of the staff here know anything about massage,' she said. 'Let's go to my room, and I'll see what I can do for you.'

'You're very kind. Are you sure it's not too much trouble?'

'On the contrary, Julia. It will be a pleasure.'

Julia was lying tummy-down on the bedspread, her arms wrapped around the pillow which was covered by the soft fan of her long black hair.

Lucy gazed down at her, stroked her hair, and leant to place the gentlest of kisses on the lobe of her ear. Julia smiled, sighed, and closed her eyes. Lucy pulled her T shirt over her head, stepped out of her jeans, and waited. She wanted Julia to see her golden body, her welcoming big breasts, and the golden curls between her lithe thighs. Julia opened her one visible eye, and smiled again. 'You've taken your clothes off,' she giggled.

'All the better to make you feel better. I should unbutton your dress, don't you think?'

'Mmmm. Please do.'

Lucy sat on the bed, her hip touching Julia's bare arm. Slowly and carefully, folding aside the material after each button, she exposed a widening V of Julia's back. Julia's skin was perfect, she thought; lighter than Asmita's, but more tanned than her own could ever be.

She stopped unbuttoning when she reached the slope of Julia's arse; she could no longer resist kissing that flawless bronzed skin, and she brushed aside the black curls to press her lips against the back of Julia's warm and spice-scented neck. Julia murmured. Lucy slid her lips downward, kissing each vertebrae, until her mouth was exploring the entrance of the dark valley that ran between Julia's buttocks. Her fingers recommenced their work on the buttons.

'You're not wearing any knickers,' Lucy said, her voice indistinct as she placed kisses on the firm rounded hillocks that she was revealing centimetre by centimetre. 'There are bruises all over your poor little botty.'

'Kiss them better,' Julia murmured, moving her legs apart as Lucy unfastened the final button. 'I told you the doctor was weird.'

Lucy stood up, walked to the foot of the bed, and knelt between Julia's overhanging feet. She wanted to hear more about Julia's experiences of the Private House Health Club, but the vision before her drove all other thoughts from her mind: the two half-spheres of Julia's arse were separated by an inky chasm that invited investigation, a cave of such dark, secret depths that it had to contain hidden treasures. Below it, as swollen and dark as an over-ripened fruit splitting open with the pressure of the sweet juices within, Julia's sex-pouch pressed against the bedspread and filled the wide space between her thighs.

Lucy restrained her passion. After all, she had known Julia for only half an hour. Perhaps her well-spoken new friend was simply naive and trusting, and expected no more than a kiss and a cuddle. The thought only added to the turmoil in Lucy's loins.

She placed her hand on the back of Julia's thigh. Julia sighed, and shifted her position; her dark fruit lifted a little from the bed, and split open a little more widely. Lucy's hand moved forward, her fingers brushing across the smooth curve of Julia's right cheek and coming to rest in the topmost part of the furrow between her buttocks. Lucy rested her other hand between Julia's thighs. Her fingers moved and momentarily touched the fringe of black curls; she retracted them and then touched again. Julia murmured wordlessly.

'Should I kiss you here?' Lucy said, her heart in her mouth.

'Oh,' Julia said, sleepily, 'that's rather naughty, isn't it?'

'Is it?' said Lucy, her fingertips tracing the edges of Julia's parted lower lips.

'I don't know,' Julia said in a small voice. 'That does feel nice. But I'm not, you know, that way inclined. Not since I was at school . ..'

'Don't worry. I won't hurt you. It's going to be lovely.' And Lucy leant forward, her breath catching as her nipples rubbed against the bedcover, and her breasts squashed against her ribs, and her senses filled with the musky odour of Julia's sex.

Slowly, slowly does it, Lucy told herself; I mustn't startle her. I want to taste her now, immediately, but we'll do this in easy stages.

As lightly as she could, she rested her hands on the twin globes, allowing her thumbs to follow caressingly the velvet skin as it curved inwards towards the silk-smooth hollows at the tops of Julia's thighs. She moved her thumbs upward again, pressing into the yielding flesh and widening the central divide. She stopped as she caught her first glimpse of the brown puckered skin, and fought the temptation to plunge her face between the ovate cheeks and touch her tongue to the unfathomed orifice. She averted her face, and pushed her lips into the warm cushion of Julia's left buttock.

Lucy couldn't wait any longer. Her thumbs advanced through soft, tight curls of hair and met at the bursting seam of Julia's sex. They pushed forward, encountering little resistance: Julia groaned and Lucy's thumbs entered a tropical cavern of pulsating wetness. 'You're sopping, you beautiful thing,' she said, lifting her lips from Julia's skin only long enough to whisper the words before trailing her tongue along the dark valley and into the tiny hole she so much desired.

She loved Julia's anus. She loved its musky, bitter smell, its texture of crinkled silk, its little palpitations and contractions as she forced her tongue deeper and deeper into the secret recess. She was dimly aware of her fingers paddling with a life of their own in Julia's subterranean fruit-juice lake, and of the slow writhing of Julia's hips, but her tongue was hunting for paradise in a slick, vibrant tunnel, and she returned to the outside world only when her jaw began to ache.

'I'm sorry,' she said, breathing hard. 'Got a bit carried away ...'

'It's all right,' Julia sing-songed, 'it was absolutely heavenly. Come here and cuddle me.'

Lucy crawled up the bed, her limbs still weak with desire. 'You've got to kiss my tits,' she breathed, 'and suck my nipples hard. Please, please .. . Oh, yes, like that ...'

As Julia's knuckles pressed against the hood of her clitoris and engendered a spasm that shook her from head to toe, Lucy resolved to tell her delicious bedmate every one of her suspicions and discoveries about the mysterious health club. Together, she thought tenderly as Julia's nibbling teeth began to lift her towards another climax, together Julia and I will be invincible.

Jem brought the MG to a halt in the shade of the trees at the edge of the woodland clearing. She re-read the dossier that the Security agent had given her at the castle, checked her make-up in the mifror, stepped out of the car and made for the ornate structure at the centre of the clearing.

It was an oriental temple: an extravagant folly with spiral columns and onion-shaped domes, its rooftops and doorways decorated with gold and turquoise paintwork. Jem pushed aside heavy, brass-studded doors and walked along a gloomy corridor with sky-blue floor tiles that glowed in the shafts of sunlight that dropped through occasional light-wells in the ceiling. She stopped at a door marked Private; knocked, and waited for permission to enter.

It was a quiet, peaceful room. Light filtered through the climbing plants that had colonised the sills of the small, high, triangular windows and illuminated the erotic tapestries that hung on the white walls. Chinese carpets were scattered across the tiled floor, and white leather couches were arranged in a semi-circle facing an antique desk inlaid with lapis lazuli. Behind the desk was the only discordant element: a modern table on which stood a video cassette player and a large television screen. Terence Headman was seated at the desk. Jem strolled across the room towards him.

'Reporting for duty, boss,' she said.

Headman watched her approach. That is not the correct mode of address,' he said, his moustache twitching as he failed to restrain a smile. 'Shall I punish you now or later?'

'Later, your Masterliness. I thought we had chores to do this afternoon.'

'You're right. It's always later with you, Jem.'

'Such are the burdens of responsibility, I guess. And partly it's because I want to keep you interested. I'm enjoying myself too much to let you finish with me just yet.'

'You're having fun here? I'm pleased. I, on the other hand, have been working all morning. Or trying to. But you've bewitched me, Jem. You're quite extraordinary. I couldn't get you out of my mind. So, in the end, I decided to have you with me. I see you've changed your outfit.'

'Aha! So you have been watching me! I thought you wouldn't be able to resist keeping tabs on me. I laddered my stockings, so I thought I'd find something else. Do you like it?'

Jem pirouetted, casting aside the cape that she had been wearing to keep her warm while driving. She was in pow-der-blue and silver. Her red-brown curls were tied back loosely with a blue silk bow; from a square-cut blue yoke across her shoulders fell a short net of fine silver strands through which her nipples peeked as she moved. A skirt of fine silver chains hanging from her waist failed to cover a blue cache-sex which was held in place by a silver chain that ran between her buttocks; each pale blue stocking was held up by a silver chain that ran from beneath the skirt to the outside of each thigh. On her feet were high-heeled laced blue shoes.

'Magnificent, Jem!' Headman seemed genuinely impressed. 'Wherever did you find that costume?'

'You haven't spent all morning spying on me, then,' Jem laughed, swaying her hips as she moved towards him. 'You remember that Rhoda took a fancy to me yesterday? I went over to see her at the airstrip. We did a fashion show for the guys in the clothing warehouse, and this little number came out tops.'

'The Reception Centre is out of bounds, Jem. And you know that. But I have to admire Rhoda's taste. You look almost too lovely to touch.'

'Almost?' Jem said, pressing the front of her thighs against the arm of Headman's chair.

'But not quite, of course,' Headman said, reaching behind Jem to run the back of a fingernail down the chain links that disappeared between her arse-cheeks. Jem leant forward to meet his kiss, pushing her tightly-covered sex against his fingers.

'Now it's my turn to postpone our pleasure,' Headman whispered. 'Duty calls. Are you ready for the interview?'

'Aye, aye, Master. Let it roll.'

Headman removed his hand from between Jem's thighs and pressed a button beneath the desk. Jem spread her legs and sat on the arm of the chair, moving from side to side until her buttocks were suspended in curvaceous freedom on either side of the ariqrest and she could feel the silver chain pressing into her anus. Headman leant back in the chair, cupped her nearer buttock in his hand, and decided to remain in the same position to impress his interviewee. Jem smiled: she understood the little erotic elaborations that Headman appreciated. She put her hands behind her head and pushed forward her silver-netted breasts. The door opened.

A young woman entered the room, bowing her head to the Master. She was short and slim, with bobbed and wavy blonde hair. A crimson mask covered most of her face, revealing only a wide mouth with full, crimson lips. She was wearing a one-piece red catsuit that clung to her figure; ragged holes had been torn in the material to expose her small, high breasts, her fuzz of blonde pubic hair, and the outswelling pears of her buttocks.

In her right hand she carried the end of a length of rope; stumbling behind her, his hands tied together with the other end of the rope, came a naked man. He, too, was slim, but older than the woman. His hair was greying, but he was tanned and carried no excess weight. Jem guessed that he was probably older than he looked. His eyes were covered by a blindfold, but he retained a dignified bearing as the crimson-mouthed blonde led him to one of the leather couches and pulled him on to it alongside her. At a signal from Headman, she removed the man's blindfold and untied his hands.

He blinked, and found himself staring at the masked girl. Her red-nailed hand crept up his thigh, and her lips smiled suddenly as she grasped his wrinkled member.. He smiled in return. 'More games, my dear?' he murmured, leaning forward to kiss her. She shook her head, and flicked her eyes towards the desk, and the man realised that they were not alone.

Jem admired his sang-froid; he didn't bat an eyelid as he turned to face the Master.

'So,' the man said, his voice carrying a trace of a Scottish accent but no hint of concern, 'it's you. I have to say I'm surprised. What is all this in aid of?'

Headman removed his fingers from Jem's bottom and placed both hands flat on the desk. He paused before speaking, and avoided the question. 'I trust you've had a pleasant day, Morton.'

'I would have preferred not to have been kidnapped and blindfolded and held prisoner; but apart from that, things haven't been too bad.'

There was another long pause. Morton and Headman looked at each other, both reluctant to commit themselves and both ignoring the two shamelessly-attired women. Jem was enjoying the subtle moves in the power game between the two men; the masked girl gazed at Morton, her hand moving gently and ceaselessly in his lap.

'The entertainment was to your liking?' Headman asked at last.

'This bonny lass has been very, er, amenable. As were her equally bonny friends. No doubt you have the entire performance on that video machine over there. I'm surprised you think that a film of a bit of hanky-panky will give you any kind of a hold over me. I've survived worse, you know. So don't bother to show me the tape. You're wasting your time.'

Headman nodded once. 'Jem,' he said, 'would you remove the first cassette from the machine and insert the second?' Jem thought she saw a momentary widening of the eyes behind the woman's mask; she stood up with a tinkling of silver chains and changed the videotapes.

'Do you know what I want, Morton?' Headman barked suddenly.

'Money, I imagine. Although I would have thought your property dealings provided you with an adequate income. Have you fallen on hard times, perhaps? Is that why you're reduced to these pitiful blackmail attempts?'

'I want your companies, Morton. Every one of them. Every last share you own.'

Morton laughed. 'This is madness. I'm sitting stark bollock naked in some architectural nightmare in the middle of God knows where, I've been screwed senseless by a bunch of gorgeous girls one of whom is still hard at work on my poor tired private parts, and now this whizz-kid financier wants me to donate everything I've got to him. And all on the strength bf a dirty video.'

'Not donate, Morton,' Headman said. 'I've no wish to drive you into penury. You can keep your properties. And I'll give you a hundred grand for your stockholdings. Seed money: you can start again.'

'A hundred -! My companies are worth millions, man!'

'It seems unreasonable, doesn't it? But you see, I've got more than just a dirty video. I've got your young ward.'

'Flora?' Morton at last looked concerned. What do you mean? Flora's in Italy. Finishing school.'

'No,' Headman said. 'She's on tape. Jem, would you switch on the machine and run the second cassette?'

Jem flicked the switch and resumed her perch on the arm of Headman's chair, which he had swivelled to face the huge screen. Light flooded the room as the television flickered into life.

FLORA DRUMMOND, said the message that appeared on the screen as guitars flowed on the soundtrack, followed by in HO LI DA Y ROMANCE. The music continued as the titles were replaced by an aerial shot of a Mediterranean coastline; the camera panned across villa-strewn cliffs and crowded beaches before zooming in towards a rocky headland. The film cut to a middle-distance shot of a white-walled, red-tiled villa perched on the summit of the crag, and then cut again, to a close-up of the villa's wrought-iron gates and the lawn-sprinkler within.

The guitars faded as the picture changed again to reveal a white-walled, brick-floored courtyard in which a young woman lay sunbathing. Jem stared at the screen: the terracotta pots looked Italian, but the plants they contained would have thrived in almost any climate. Jem suspected that from this scene onwards the film had been shot on location in the grounds of the Private House.

The young woman in close-up: lying face-down on a white towel, long black hair in a pony-tail, naked but for yellow briefs that barely contained rounded buttocks that seemed almost too generous for her otherwise slender frame. She turned over, to face the camera, and opened blue eyes.

Jem heard Morton's stifled exclamation. The poor bastard's recognised her, she thought; I hope he doesn't go through with this.

Headman might have had the same thought. 'Do you want to see any more?' he asked.

'This proves nothing,' Morton said wearily. 'You've been snooping round the villa, that's all, and you've managed to get some, what do you call them, some candid shots of my ward. I expect you'll tell me you've got some compromising film of her. Well, she's an adult now, legally, and her life is her own affair. If she's been fooling around on her holidays, that's her business.'

On the screen, Flora stood up and cupped her small, pink-tipped breasts in her hands. She looked into the camera and smiled. 'I'm so frightfully bored,' she said, her voice clear and actressy on the soundtrack. 'I wish something sexy would happen. Oh look! Here comes Antonio the gardener with his great big garden hose!'

The picture expanded to include a curly-haired bronze-skinned youth in dazzling white trunks that matched his delighted grin. He was dragging a length of green hosepipe and holding the dripping nozzle in front of his bulging crotch. Flora stepped back in mock alarm, and the hose suddenly spurted into life, producing a spray of water that sprinkled her with droplets from neck to feet. She squealed and giggled but remained in the spray as her nipples visibly hardened and her yellow briefs became transparent. The gardener threw the hose aside. 'Very sorry, signorina,' he said, still grinning. 'I make you wet.'

'You certainly do,' Flora gasped. 'You'll have to take my knickers off, you naughty boy, they're soaking!' She caressed her breasts with the palms of her hands as Antonio knelt in front of her and eased her briefs down her legs, pausing at intervals to lick drops of water from the bush of dark hair he had revealed. She stepped out of the wet garment and stood with her legs apart and her hands on the young man's head as his face disappeared between her thighs. There then followed close-up shots of Flora's fist clenched in Antonio's hair, of his face and extended tongue, briefly withdrawn from between her quivering thighs, of his hand squeezing her rotund arse and exploring its dark recesses and of her face flushed and wide-eyed in ecstasy.

The picture dissolved and re-formed to reveal Flora on her knees before Antonio, struggling to lower his trunks over the massive bulge they contained. 'What a big hose you've got!' she exclaimed, with a wink towards the camera, which moved in for a series of loving close-ups of Flora's full lips and wide mouth as she kissed, licked and sucked the thick brown shaft. Jem studied the screen, and decided that she could detect no trace of unwillingness in the girl's expression or behaviour; on the contrary, she seemed to be enjoying her performance, and glanced frequently towards the camera to make sure that her every lick and nibble was being recorded on film. Jem reached down at her side, into Headman's lap, and her fingers met a rising hardness.

On the screen the picture had changed again. Flora was on her back on the towel, writhing and laughing as Antonio tried to tickle her between the legs; whenever she prevented him from doing so, by turning on to her stomach or holding her hands over her sex, he would give a playful slap or pinch to whichever of her breasts or buttocks came within reach. 'Stop it, Antonio!' she shrieked. 'We're going to have to find somewhere to put that big hose of yours, aren't we?'

The youth watched as the young woman lifted her legs into the air, bending her knees so that her thighs were drawn up to her shoulders. Her arse was taut, rounded, and open; her raw split and the puckered hole beneath it were stretched wide, on display. The camera lingered over her body before zooming in to her face.

'Do you want to put your hose in here?' she asked, her blue eyes sparkling. She slowly inserted two fingers into the O of her lips. She withdrew the wetly glistening fingers, then plunged them back into her mouth as far as the knuckles. The camera followed her hand as she moved it from her face, across her breasts, down her ribs, and round her tightly-bent hip.

'Or would you like to put it here?' her voice teased, as the screen showed a close-up of her fingertips sliding up and down the slick lips of her sex. And then her fingers slowly disappeared into the slit, emerged again, went in again more quickly and more deeply, and then began to move in and out at an ever-increasing rate as her amplified voice on the soundtrack gasped and moaned to a crescendo.

'Or perhaps,' her voice whispered after a pause, 'perhaps you'd like to put your hose in here.' And her lubricated fingers slid from her sex-channel and came to rest in the crater of her arsehole.

'Stop! Stop the damned thing, for the love of God!' Morton was almost sobbing. Without waiting for Headman's nudge, Jem jumped up and switched off the television. Morton was sitting slumped on the couch with his head in his hands; the masked girl was next to him, sitting upright and very still. Jem tried to smile encouragement at her, and returned to the arm of Headman's chair.

Morton lifted his head. 'What was the point of that?' he pleaded. 'What have you done to my Flora? And why? She's not much more than a child. Why did you have to involve her? What do you hope to achieve?'

'I want your shareholdings,' Headman said, reaching up to fondle Jem's breasts through the silver net. 'I want you to sell me the lot, for a hundred grand.'

'Why the hell should I?' Morton roared.

Headman turned his gaze to the crimson-lipped blonde, and held out his hand. The girl rose, walked slowly round the desk, and lowered herself on to Headman's lap. Headman kissed her cheek, whispered a few words, and then removed the all-enveloping mask from her face.

'Hello, Roderick,' she said.

Morton stared. When at last he spoke, his voice was a ghostly croak. 'Flora?' he said. 'Your hair ...'

Jem ruffled Flora's blonde locks. 'Dyed,' she said, 'You understand, Mr Morton, that we had to prevent you from recognising her.'

Morton was looking ill. 'Last night . . .' he gasped, and sat motionless with his mouth hanging open.

'I'm sorry, Roderick4,' Flora said, squirming more from embarrassment than from the squeezing of Headman's fingers round her nipples. They made me do it - well, to start with, anyway. But they only want your silly old stocks and shares. And I like it here now. Everyone's nice to me. Even when they're doing horrible things to me, they're being nice really. This is my home now, Roddy, you must understand, please!' Jem wiped a tear from the girl's cheek.

There was a long silence. At last Morton snorted an ironic laugh. 'I'm not a quitter,' he said. 'You've got a dirty video with me in it: use it! I'll say it's a fake. I'll admit it's genuine, if I have to. I don't care. You've got my ward. You've seduced my poor wee Flora to your evil ways. But there's no helping it. She's a grown lass, and she'll have to live with what she's done. As for last night ... I don't see that I have to blame myself for that. I did what I did unknowingly. That's no legal defence, I know, and I'll never forgive myself either. But it won't make me give up my shares, do you hear me? You've lost, Headman!'

Jem looked down at Headman. This, she knew from the briefing paper she had read, was as far as Headman had planned. He had no more cards to play. She guessed that behind his impassive features his mind was searching desperately for one more ace, and that he was failing to find it. She touched his shoulder, and leant to whisper in his ear. 'Look after Flora,' she said. 'She needs a cuddle. Comfort her. Leave Morton to me.'

Jem lowered herself on to the couch and looked at the man sitting beside her. He stared straight ahead, his eyes blank, his fists clenched. Jem pitied him; but she tucked her emotions into the back of her mind, and summoned a calm determination. This has to be finished, she told herself; and I know I can do it. She rested her hand on Morton's.

'Mr Morton,' she said, cramming each word with all the sincerity and concern she could muster, 'you still don't understand. Flora is ours now, I'm sure you see that. But you belong to us too. No one ever leaves the Private House; you can go outside, but you can never leave.'

Morton turned to her, his eyes once again betraying uncertainty. 'What do you mean?'

'You're right: the videos don't compromise you. You're compromised inside. You enjoyed last night; you revelled in everything you did. You'd do it all again if you had the chance. You know you would. And we'll give you the chance. Over and over again. Here, and at your office, and in your home.'

'You'll need more dirt than you've got here, young lady.'

'And we have more, Mr Morton.'

'I'm a strong-willed fellow. I can stand up to anything.'

'Anything, Mr Morton? Even the disclosure, with evidence, that you've sexually abused your ward, placed in your care by the courts for her protection, all through her childhood?'

Morton tried to laugh. 'But that's a lie. Who says so?'

'Look at Flora,' said Jem, turning her gaze towards Headman's swivel chair.

Morton's ward was sitting in Headman's lap, leaning backwards against him, her eyes squeezed shut and her red mouth smiling as the Master nuzzled her neck and worked his fingers between her widely-parted thighs.

'She didn't wear her mask all the time last night,' Jem said, without having the slightest idea whether or not this had been the case. 'While you were, involved elsewhere about her person, shall we say, she showed her face for the benefit of the camera. I think a jury would recognise her.'

Morton shook his head from side to side. Jem steeled herself to continue.

'And do you think she would hesitate to swear that you've been tampering with her ever since she was a little girl? Look at her, Mr Morton. Look at her enjoying what the Master's doing to her.'

Morton pursed his lips. Jem could almost see the images that were going through his mind: the court appearances, the newspaper headlines, the cramped cell of a rule 43 prisoner, the disgust on the faces of family, friends, and colleagues, the resignations from directorships, the expulsions from clubs. 'All right,' he said at last, his voice calm and steady, 'you've got me.'

'I'll make it easy for*you,' Jem said. 'You can set up a trust for Flora. You and the Master will be the trustees.

Transfer everything into the trust. We'll help each other, Mr Morton: we don't want to ruin your companies. Quite the reverse. We own more than you can possibly imagine, and we have the resources to make your companies more successful than you have ever dreamt. Join us!'

Morton nodded, his eyes revealing acceptance of defeat but also a re-awakened interest in the future. Jem offered him her hand; he shook it.

First rule of a successful negotiation, Jem thought, is always to leave the other fellow with the bus fare home.

'Can I ask a favour?' Jem said as she and Headman walked hand in hand through the woods.

'After that performance, Jem? You've given me Roderick Morton. You can have anything you like, within reason.'

'There's a new Security trainee. She's been here before, but she's new to Security. Her name's Julia. And she's very cute. Can she be my bodyguard?'

'Do you need a bodyguard, Jem?'

'Of course not. But I want Julia.'

Then you shall have her, my dear. I'll call Chief Anderson immediately.'

'So she's definitely a spy.' Chief Anderson switched off the video monitors and swivelled in his chair to face Julia and Asmita. 'You've done well, both of you - for a trainee and a field operative. Everything in your reports, and everything we've taped, points the same way: Lucy Larson is not what she seems.'

'And what is she really, Chief?' Julia asked.

'If I knew, I'd tell you. I've got people working on it, but until we can find out her real name we can only guess. She has to be from either the police or one of the intelligence agencies, unless she's a private eye working for someone who's looking for a missing relative. In a way, it doesn't matter which. What matters is that she doesn't find out the truth.'

'But if she goes outside again,' Asmita said, 'and talks about her suspicions ...'

'We'll maintain surveillance,' Anderson said. 'Here and outside. We can deal with trouble if we have to. For the moment, we'll keep her on camera. And we'll rely on you, Asmita, a little longer. Go to her this evening. Keep her occupied.'

'A pleasure, Chief.'

'What about me, Chief?' Julia asked. 'Lucy will become even more suspicious if I'm absent from the Club.'

'That's too bad. I've new orders for you. You're to report to the Master's chambers this evening.'

'The Master!' Julia was surprised, excited, and more than a little nervous. 'What does he want me for? He doesn't know me. I mean, I've never actually met him -'

'Orders is orders, Julia. You don't question a summons from upstairs.'

Three pairs of eyes glanced upwards, as if they could penetrate the stone vault of the Security cellars, the lofty expanse of the Great Hall, the guest apartments above it, and into the Master's sanctum at the summit of the Round Tower.

'So that's it,' Chief Anderson said, rising to his feet and walking to the door. 'But as you're both here, and there's a few minutes before the end of the afternoon shift...' He turned the key in the lock and returned to his desk. 'Wat-kins!' he called into the intercom. I'm not to be disturbed!'

Asmita, smiling mischievously, had already shrugged off her chiffon sari. Anderson picked up the short strip of plaited black leather that lay on his desk. 'Where's your flicker, Julia?' he said. Julia pulled an identical implement from her belt. 'Good girl,' Anderson said. 'Keep it always at the ready. It's time you had some practice with it. Not the desk, Asmita; I want you on my chair. Kneeling on it, you silly girl: face the back and put your knees on the arms of the chair.'

Chief Anderson's executive chair was a sturdy piece of furniture; it remained upright while Asmita mounted it, and its arms were wide enough to support her knees. Anderson instructed the Asian girl to lean forward so that her small, brown-capped breasts were perched on the back of the chair, and then he swivelled the chair so that Julia was presented with the delightful vista of Asmita's outthrust hemispheres, her taut thighs, and the swelling underhang between them.

'Ready, Julia?' Anderson said, unbuttoning the tight gauze covering his groin and releasing his already upright member. 'Remember 'to start gently and build up slowly. When you get into your stride, don't get carried away: try not to leave marks, and ease up on any stroke that looks like it's going to land on her plump little cunt. Ill look after her tits. All right?'

'Absolutely, Chief,' Julia said, and positioned herself slightly to the side of the chair. She rested her flicker across the middle of Asmita's cheeks, and allowed the thin leather cylinder to roll down the brown skin until its tip was resting against the dark slit in the hollow below her bottom.

The Asian girl turned her head and smiled over her shoulder. 'Go on,' she said, 'enjoy yourself.'

'I'll try not to hurt you too much, honestly.'

'That's all right. I like it, as long as you don't mark me. I'm more worried about what the Chiefs going to do to my titties - oh!' Asmita's exclamation was of surprise, not pain: Chief Anderson had leant forward to take one of her large brown nipples into his mouth. He began to suck rhythmically, and Asmita threw back her head.

Julia watched for a few seconds, and then lifted her flicker. She took aim, and brought the leather down in a lazy stroke that landed with a soft slap across the centre of Asmita's right buttock. The girl glanced back, and hollowed her back a little more, inviting Julia to continue.

Julia delivered five more blows to Asmita's right buttock, each a little harder and placed a little lower than the last, so that the final one landed with a loud report along the faint indentation between cheek and thigh. She repeated the pattern on the left cheek, and this time the tip of the flicker also caught the very inside of Asmita's right buttock on each of the first five strokes, and on the sixth it tapped the dark swollen flesh of her sex.

Asmita shuddered, and her buttocks clenched involuntarily. Julia paused, waiting for Asmita to relax completely and revelling in the prickly sensation that had begun to pulse in her loins. Chief Anderson was standing close to Asmita, holding her head against his chest and idly fondling her breasts as he supervised Julia's progress.

Julia stepped forward to run her hand through Asmita's cascade of thick black hair, and then returned to her position while running a fingernail down the dark girl's spine. Her finger came to rest at the point where Asmita's buttocks met to form their tight dark valley, and she left it there until, with a muffled groan of acquiescence, Asmita twisted her knees so that her feet trailed on the outside of the armrests and her arse opened widely. Chief Anderson nodded his approval.

Now Julia stood behind Asmita, experimenting with quick, sharp, criss-cross strokes that landed across the central divide and left small ticks of dull pink on the sensitive skin on either side of the sooty crinkled hole. Anderson, breathing deeply, released Asmita, who lowered her head against the back of the chair and began to move her hips in little back and forth impulses in time with the regular cracks of Julia's leather on her reddened flesh. • Julia was hardly aware of Chief Anderson standing beside her until she felt his fingers grasp her free hand and guide it to the tip of his stiff prick. Without pausing in the rhythm of her blows she started to squeeze it gently, and she threw him a quick smile as she felt his hand lifting the back of her tunic and delving into the moist pit of swirling lust between her thighs.

The breathy gasps of all three participants now filled the room, almost covering the increasingly erratic thwacks of Julia's flicker. Asmita was pushing her hips so far back that her arse-cheeks were like two perfect orbs; her dark sex had split open to reveal pink glistening folds of wet flesh. I know what she wants, Julia thought as she struggled to keep her mind on the job, but I jolly well won't whip her delicious big vagina, no matter how much she begs with it. And she continued to strike all around the gaping mouth until a glowing halo of punished skin surrounded Asmita's proffered sex.

At last she stopped, and almost without thinking, she pulled Chief Anderson forward by his twitching member and inserted the purple tip into Asmita's cleft. Asmita gasped with shock, and Anderson, placing his huge hands on her hips, rammed his bulk against her raw backside. Julia moved behind the chair and, grabbing a handful of Asmita's long hair, pulled the girl's face up. Asmita's eyes were bright with tears, but her face was flushed and her smile was as wide as ever.

'OK?' Julia said softly.

'Fantastic,' Asmita said, beginning to rock up and down as Anderson increased the speed of his thrusts, 'but you're a terrible tease, Julia. Kiss me. And play with my nipples, you'll make me come like that.'

I love this place, Julia thought as she happily complied with Asmita's requests, her tongue meeting Asmita's each time Anderson buried himself in the Asian girl and her fingers tugging at Asmita's soft but wrinkled brown tit-ends. Her trepidation about being called to the Master's chambers vanished from her mind as she felt and heard Asmita and then Anderson reach a climax that threatened to shatter the chair.

Lucy glumly crunched the last corner of her ration of crisp-bread. She had extended her dinner for as long as she could, but with so little to eat it was difficult to find reasons to linger. She was ravenous, and Julia had still not appeared. Other guests, who had arrived even earlier than she, had long since nibbled their way through the assorted salads and departed towards their evening sessions. Evening sessions of what, Lucy wondered: aerobics or fornication? How could she find out? And where was Julia? Had they abducted her? Who were theyl Lucy sighed and folded her napkin into a small triangle. The waiters were beginning to stare at her, she was sure of it. Perhaps she should return to her room. No point in drawing attention to myself, she thought; I've still got two of the apple turnovers I smuggled in yesterday.

With a final glance along each of the portrait-lined corridors that led from the reception hall, none of which contained Julia, Lucy climbed the staircase and made for her room.

Once inside, she checked the long blonde hairs that she had pulled from her head and placed as if at random across the drawers and cupboard doors. Not one had been disturbed. They haven't rumbled me yet, then, she congratulated herself, so I've got nothing to worry about.

She unzipped her light cotton dress, stepped out of it, and stood in bra and panties before the built-in wardrobe mirror. She patted her flat stomach, reflecting that on the Health Club's diet she hardly needed exercise to keep her in shape. But regular habits have a momentum of their own, and she started her warm-up routine, touching her toes, stretching her spine, and flinging her arms backward in time with an imaginary tune.

Warm-up completed, she paused to catch her breath, and caught sight of the golden curves of her breasts rising and falling in their underwired cradles of lace. Who'd be an hourglass, she thought smugly, when you can have a finely-honed wedge-shaped body like mine? Men go crazy for my chest - she filled her lungs and her bulging breasts almost burst from their restraints - but there's not another surplus centimetre of flesh on me. She admired the reflection of her taut ribcage, inswept stomach, slim hips, round buttocks and long, tapering legs and realised with a start that she was wasting exercise time. Leg lifts, she told herself, and lowered herself to the floor.

She failed to hear the door open, and was on her back with her legs pointing straight up at the ceiling when she became aware of the intruder. Slowly, she parted her erect legs and saw her beloved Asian masseuse staring down at her prone body.

'What a lovely sight,' Asmita giggled, her eyes fixed firmly on the taut gusset of Lucy's knickers. 'Hello, Lucy!'

'Asmita!' Lucy said, allowing her legs to fall to the floor. 'I didn't think I'd see you again. I was a bit rough with you when you wouldn't tell me anything about this place.'

'That's all right. I fot-give you. I told you about Julia, anyhow.'

fcYes. Yes, you did. She's a useful lead.' There was an awkward silence. Asmita's cheerfulness seemed almost artificially bright, Lucy thought; perhaps her own guilty conscience was causing her to imagine things. Only a few hours ago she had seduced Julia in this very room; she allowed her eyes to wander to the bed, and blushed when she realised Asmita had been following her gaze. But Asmita couldn't possibly know she'd been unfaithful, could she?

it's too early for bed,' Asmita laughed, and Lucy's worries dissolved. Tt would be fun, of course; but you have to finish your exercises.'

'Finished!' Lucy said, starting to lever herself up from her prone position, but Asmita descended on her in a flurry of silk sari, surrounding her face within a curtain of scented black hair. Lucy could have thrown her off in an instant, but instead she sank back to the floor, gazing up into her lover's deep dark gleaming eyes. 'Oh, my dark angel!' she sighed, and left her lips open to receive Asmita's kiss, surrendering to the hands that wriggled into her bra, eased it up to her neck, and attempted to encompass the freed mounds of her breasts.

'Exercises!' Asmita said between kisses. 'I want to see these titties bouncing up and down. But to start with: let's carry on with stretching your legs.' She twisted round, and as she did so her sari dropped from her body. Lucy pulled the sheer material away from her face to find Asmita sitting on her stomach again, but this time naked and facing towards her feet. The Asian girl glanced over her shoulder. 'Knickers off!' she said. 'Lift up your legs, like before.'

Asmita's fingers were already tugging at the elastic waistband. Lucy straightened her long legs and lifted them steadily into the air, until her toes were pointing straight up to the ceiling. She was rewarded with a closer view of Asmita's delightful bottom, as the girl slid her arse back from Lucy's raised hips and leant forward to pull the knickers up Lucy's vertical thighs. Asmita lifted herself away from Lucy's ribcage to tug the knickers from the tips of Lucy's toes, and Lucy feasted her eyes on the dark swollen sex-lips on which she so dearly wished to feast her tongue. She raised a hand and trailed the backs of her fingers across the forested hillock of black curls.

'Hands off!' Asmita said, slapping away the hand and squashing Lucy's breasts as she sat down again firmly. That's for later: your prize for doing your exercises. Now then: let me see you spread these legs.'

Lucy felt her muscles tremble as she tried to keep her movements smooth and steady. Little by little she moved her legs apart, biting her lip as she resisted the temptation to hurry, determined to allow Asmita only a gradual view of the blonde treasure at the apex of her straining thighs.

There was a tickling between her knees; as the gap between her legs widened, Asmita was leaning forward and lowering her face into the growing V. Lucy could feel the soft fringe of black hair descending between her thighs, and watched hungrily as Asmita's bottom lifted and brought the dark underhang closer and closer to Lucy's face. Lucy pressed her arms against the carpet and raised her head; Asmita stopped moving.

'Not yet,' Asmita said. 'Legs very wide, please, first.' She pecked a kiss on the inside of each of Lucy's thighs. Lucy groaned and let her head fall back to the floor. The muscles in her legs and neck were aching abominably, but she wanted to please her dark-skinned darling; she drew on her experience of years of police training, and summoned the willpower to widen her legs little by little, until the angle between them was greater than ninety degrees, and each foot felt like a lead weight that she could barely support.

'Beautiful,' Asmita breathed. 'Now keep very still.' And she swept aside her long tresses and lowered her face into the yawning angle between Lucy's trembling legs. At the same time she wriggled her hips backwards, capturing Lucy's overflowing breasts between her thighs and bringing her sex, at last, within reach of Lucy's eager lips.

Lucy was in heaven. With the tip of her nose touching the stretched silkiness of Asmita's anus, she could smell only the earthy, bitter-sweet odour that she adored and that was subtly heavier than the tangy aroma of Julia's arse; with her lips covered by the moist prickly softnes of Asmita's sex she could do nothing but let the girl's salty musk drain into her mouth. Asmita's tongue darted about her throbbing clitoris, sending shivers through her insides that grew into explosive tremors only to subside into more shiverings. With each tremor that shook her spine she extended her tongue more deeply into Asmita's hot, wet interior; each time she thrust her tongue upwards, Asmita's cruel hands closed more tightly around the febrile hardness at the tips of her imprisoned breasts.

She had no idea how long she remained in this paradise, nor how many tremors and quakes racked her body; she opened her eyes to find Asmita kneeling beside her.

'Naughty girl,' Asmita said, 'you didn't keep your legs straight. You need more exercises.'

'What? Asmita, my sweetness, I'm shattered. I can't -'

'Press-ups next, I think.'

'Press-ups?'

'Come on, turn over. On your front. That's it. But wait a moment. If you lift your front up - that's right - I can lie in front of you, like this.' Asmita positioned herself face down, lying in the same direction as Lucy with her hips between Lucy's hands and her legs spread wide apart.

'My bra Lucy began, as, although she had lifted her torso to the full extent of her arms, her heavy breasts were almost touching the carpet between Asmita's legs.

it'll be nice,' Asmita said, looking back over her shoulder. 'Every time you lower yourself, your big hard nipples will be crushed against the carpet and you'll be able to push your face right into my rude places.'

Lucy experimented. 'Oh yes,' she said in a muffled voice as her breasts were compressed between her ribs and the prickly velvet of the floor, and her face sank between the soft brown cushions of Asmita's arse. 'But I won't want to lift myself up again, will I?'

'It doesn't matter,' Asmita laughed, 'we've got all evening to do your exercises, haven't we?'

* * *

This is it, Jem said to herself. I won't be able to hold him off tonight. Let's hope I can pull off a virtuoso performance - and tire him out quickly, too.

She was standing beside Terence Headman as he worked at his desk in his study, an octagonal room that occupied the attic of the Round Tower. A shaft of red evening sunlight entered through one of the skylights that pierced the Tower's conical tiled roof. Occasionally Jem heard the pacing of the Security guard who circled the battlements.

Like the rest of the Private House, the Master's study was furnished in antique style. The walls were lined with books, the desks were of oak inlaid with cherry, and the chairs were covered in fine red leather. Even the telephone, a modern push-button device with conferencing and callback and every one of the latest improvements in telecommunications, was disguised within an old-fashioned black bakelite shell. And although Headman referred continually to the glowing, digit-filled computer screen that sat incongruously on the french-polished woodwork, he wrote his notes on fine bond paper with a fat Waterman fountain pen. From time to time he would lift the telephone to demand information about certain transactions or to insist on changes to plans; the red-haired Rhoda, it seemed to Jem, was on the receiving end of most of these calls. But when he wanted to instigate new procedures or to issue important new orders, Jem noticed that he would write them by hand, in his plain, upright script, and would seal the folded paper with red sealing-wax; and he would mark the molten wax with his monogram, a cursive capital M, using either the signet ring on his right hand or one of the identical rings that lay in a tiny ivory tray on the desk.

The computer was not the only improbable element in the antiquated study. The narrow brass bed was not in itself unusual, but the leather straps and metal buckles that hung from its sides gave it a disconcerting appearance, as did the upholstered A-frame that lay propped against it, waiting to be fixed in position. Still more remarkable were the contents of the glass-fronted cabinets behind the bed. In one there was a display of whips, crops, canes and tawses, while the other contained a sparklingly clean array of vibrators, dildos, handcuffs, complexly linked lengths of chain, shiny metal spheres of various sizes, and other objects the function of which Jem could not guess without a closer view.

Headman doesn't look much like a vintage businessman, either, Jem thought. He was wearing only black leather boots over black leggings that extended to his thighs and were tied around his waist; his groin and buttocks were not covered. The hair on his body - a thick covering across his powerful chest that narrowed to a line down his flat stomach and then expanded again into a bush from which his half-erect member sprouted - was dark, but attractively speckled with grey. When Headman was deep in thought Jem would reach out and run her fingers across his torso, smoothing the curls, and Headman would look up at her with his familiar ironic smile. Jem would try to read the expression in the glacier-blue eyes that looked at her from beneath his hooded lids, and would find love and pity mingling with the distaste she felt for the cold and calculating tyrant. What a waste, she would say to herself, sighing as she caressed his neck and his fingers thrust into her, what a pity he's not as wonderful as he looks.

And if Headman looks out of place, Jem thought, I look like a freak. And I smell like an oriental bazaar. Once again she surveyed her body, coated with a film of glistening oil the spicy scent of which almost overpowered her senses. Her hair was coiled on her head and held in place with bejewelled pins; apart from her shoes, with heels so thin and high that she hardly dared move for fear of falling over, her only garment was a red corset that had been laced so tightly she felt she would snap in two. The corset flared out from her hips with a flounce of ruched red silk, emphasising the swelling of her backside and the nakedness of her belly; and it was shaped to fit exactly below her breasts, tilting them slightly upwards. Clips, more insistent than the most ardent lover's fingers, gripped her nipples and were connected by slender chains to a diamond-studded necklace; if she stood straight, with her head held erect, her nipples were pulled upwards in an exaggeration of their normal pert readiness. This isn't comfortable, she thought, even if it is kind of sexy. What's Headman going to want this evening?

Headman flicked a switch and his computer screen faded. 'All work and no play,' he said, swivelling his chair to face Jem, 'makes your Master a very dull fellow. It's time to play, Jem.'

'You have a half-decent chess programme on that machine, Master?'

'No, I haven't. That's not a bad idea. But at this moment, Jem, I'm interested only in mating with my queen.'

'Oh Master! And I thought I was just a pawn in your game!'

Headman smiled his thin-lipped smile. 'I like a courtesan with an accurate idea of her status. Get on the desk, Jem. On your hands and knees. Facing towards me. Quickly!'

By the time Jem had manoeuvred herself into position, Headman had wheeled the front of his chair under the desk and had started to turn two handles at the sides of the seat. Jem watched his face rise in front of her as the seat of his chair moved upwards, like a piano stool, until his thighs were pressed against the underside of the desk's surface. His erect member protruded stiffly between his stomach and the edge of the desk.

'Is this going to be fun for me?' Jem asked.

'Of course not,' Headman said. 'Not yet. Later, perhaps, if you please me. It is the Master's privilege to take pleasure, and the duty of others to provide it. Now lean forward, push your arse up, that's right, and use your mouth. And do it very gently, Jem: I don't want to rush things.'

Jem was in a far from comfortable position, but she had to admit that Headman's prick was not an unpleasant lollipop. It was a long, tapering, elegantly shaped organ; the helmet was the shape and size of a plum, with only a narrow flange at its base, so that it was exactly the right size for Jem to hold in' her mouth and roll her tongue around. She could take the whole shaft into her mouth, and although the tip then reached right to the back of her throat, she found she could still breathe quite easily. For several minutes she toyed with the hot hard flesh, discovering its shape and texture; then she started to draw back occasionally, to rest her mouth and to kiss and lick the wide-cracked tip. Glancing up, she saw Headman becoming more and more relaxed, his breathing deep, his eyes closed, and his fingers tugging gently at the taut chains that ran to her pinched nipples.

Jem returned to her task, sliding her lips down the length of Headman's rigid pole.

The Devil finds work for idle hands, I see.' Headman's voice was stern. Jem stopped her movements, i saw you,' he continued. 'Your hands were being very busy between your legs. I said you were not to take your enjoyment yet, did I not? If you want something to occupy your hands, I'm sure I can find them some suitable employment. Stand up; go and select a dildo from the cabinet.'

Jem stifled a sigh of relief: her subterfuge had not been discovered, and now Headman was unwittingly assisting her. Pretending flustered contrition, she carefully descended from the desk and teetered towards the display of sex toys.

The cabinet contained row upon row of artificial penises of every size, shape, material and colour. There were double dildos with their twin shafts set at various angles to and distances from each other; and single cylinders of metal, latex, and polished wood, some smooth and others realistically sculpted, and some ribbed or covered in rubber nodules. Jem selected a smooth, pointed model made of soft fleshy rubber, and, taking tiny steps, returned to present it to the Master.

That's rather small, isn't it, Jem?' he said, it's scarcely bigger than the real thing.'

Jem gave him a look of wide-eyed innocence. 'But Master, I've only got a little bottom!'

Headman nodded appreciatively. 'Small, but perfectly formed,' he said. 'How very thoughtful of you to choose buggery. Now: back on the desk, as you were before. Insert it as slowly as you can.'

Thank you, Master,' Jem said, genuinely grateful. But before clambering on to the desk she pushed forward her russet-curled mound, and with a flourish, she lubricated the slender tube within the moist channel of her vagina. Her gaze locked with Headman's as she withdrew it again, glistening with her internal juices.

Headman's eyes devoured her as she resumed her position on the desk. Her lips closed around the hard knob of Headman's shaft as she reached behind herself to guide the tip of the dildo to the puckered entrance of her uplifted arse. She started to lap gently at the soft underside of the helmet, her tongue moving in time with her hand as it pushed the slick leathery nub against her tight ring of muscle.

This is getting almost enjoyable, Jem thought as the ring relaxed and then closed around the head of the cylinder; if only this desk weren't so hard and this corset weren't so tight. For Headman's benefit she allowed herself to utter little grunts of pleasure with each fraction of a centimetre that she insinuated the dildo into her anus.

By the time it was fully inserted, Jem had almost begun to believe her own propaganda. Her loins throbbed with a delicious feeling of fullness, and her stretched sphincter sent little jolts of excitement shooting towards her clitoris with every miniscule movement of the dildo. The problem was that Headman seemed no nearer to reaching a climax.

'Very good, Jem,' he drawled. 'Now move it in and out. Faster than that, much faster. Give your arsehole a really fierce fucking, Jem.'

Jem pulled away, released Headman's prick from her tired jaws, and stretched upward, shaking her head. She had forgotten the nipple clamps: the chains rattled and pulled her breasts to and fro, sending stabs of near-pain through them. Headman appeared to find the display entertaining, and Jem forced herself to smile at him.

Til fuck my own bottom with the greatest of pleasure, Master,' she said, eyes glittering, 'but wouldn't you prefer to see it?'

'Perhaps. What do you have in mind?'

'You've had a busy day, Master, why not relax on the couch?' She took his hand in hers, led him to the couch, and laid him on it. 'Come along, let's try it. Now if I start above your head, like this, and crawl over you, along the bed ... Well, what do you know? I've found that ever-ready stiffie of yours, just waiting to be popped back into my mouth. And my little stuffed arse is hanging right over your head, so you can see exactly what I'm doing with it.'

'A courtesan with imagination! This is indeed an excellent arrangement. It requires only one extra element to make it perfect ...' Without moving from his prone position, Headman fumbled beneath the bed and produced a thin, smooth length of cane which he swished through the air experimentally.

As Headman was considerably taller than Jem her hips were above his shoulders rather than his head, and he had an excellent view of her curved arse and the distended ring at its centre even after she had leant forward to apply her tongue to his trembling organ. 'Suck me very gently, Jem,' he admonished her. 'We have a long night ahead of us. I want you to use a slow mouth and an energetic hand. This isn't the ideal position from which to wield a cane, but I'm sure I'll be able to use it to encourage you if your self-sodomising begins to show signs of waning enthusiasm.'

Oh my, Jem thought, this is another fine mess I've gotten myself into. I just have to get out of this, and burn up a little of Headman's fuel, too, if I can.

She pushed her left arm under Headman's silk-clad thighs, as if to push his penis further into her mouth, and set up a regular rhythm with her tongue and her lips and the insides of her cheeks, very gradually increasing the pressure while making only half-hearted efforts with her right hand to move the dildo in and out of her anus.

'What's the matter, Jem?' Headman's voice taunted her. 'Is your arm getting tired?' Jem felt the cane tap against her buttocks. She released her hold on the dildo, and Headman made use of the opportunity to deliver a second, stinging blow; but Jem's hand searched for his, found it, and pulled it to the flanged base of the cylinder lodged between her cheeks.

'Why, thank you, Jem,' Headman said, his voice noticeably less steady. 'How considerate. I'd love to fuck your bottom. But I'll be less gentle than you.'

Headman was as good as his word. Swift in and out thrusts of the dildo alternated with strokes from the cane. When he started to favour upward strokes that flicked into Jem's open sex-slot and knocked against the base of the deeply-embedded dildo, she almost lost her concentration on the action of mouth on prick. But Headman's participation and her relentless sucking were beginning to have their effect, and Headman's hips were moving convulsively as his excitement mounted.

Jem judged that the time was right. She lifted Headman's thighs; moved her right hand to rest against his hairy, upcurving bottom; with her left hand grasped his testicles, and squeezed; pushed the index finger of her right hand into his arse-crack, and on into his warm rubbery anus; and pulled the head of his throbbing prick to the back of her throat, sucking mightily as she did so.

With a brief cry, Headman started to come. The cane flailed wildly as boiling salt fluid flooded Jem's throat.

Jem swallowed, sucked saliva into her mouth, swallowed again, and waited.

'Jem!' Headman's voice was weak.

'Yes, Master?'

'You know that was not what I had intended, Jem.'

'Yes, Master. But it was fun, wasn't it? And I wanted to move on to something else. I guess I just like variety.'

Headman sighed theatrically. 'If I thought there was the slightest point, Jem, I would send you to the dungeons from now until dawn. You'd find more than enough variety there, I warrant you. But there's no point. You're incorrigible. But yes, it was fun. So tell me: what would you like to do next?'

It was almost midnight when Jem, stiff, sore, and naked except for a long cloak of blue velvet, made her way down the wide curving staircase to her own chamber. Her escort was one of the Master's slaves; a timid blonde whom Jem might have described as wraith-like had it not been for the huge beige-capped globes that swelled out from the girl's narrow chest. She had clearly been some weeks in Headman's personal service: her tremulous manner suggested it, but a clearer sign were the gold chains that decorated her body, hanging from pierced ears to pierced nipples, from nipples to wrists and pierced labia, and from wrists to ankles. Jem was too exhausted to appreciate the aesthetic effect, and waved the girl away when they reached the door of Jem's room.

The quarter-circular chamber was in darkness, but Jem made out the slim figure sitting on the bed.

'Jem? Is that you?'

'Julia! Welcome to the Round Tower, sister. Lead me to a hot tub, pronto.'

'But why am I here, Jem? I thought the Master -'

'Because I asked for you, silly. No more questions until I'm lying in hot water, please. Come on into the bathroom.'

Julia remained silent until Jem was up to her neck in a bathful of bubbles. Jem found herself almost falling asleep in the steamy heat, and she forced herself to stay awake.

'Boy, this feels good,' she said, pausing between each word. 'OK, Julia, talk to me.'

'Have you been with the Master?'

'Uh-huh. We've been keeping each other occupied. He's a boy who likes a lot of action in the bedroom.'

'They say he usually has at least two courtesans, and they don't last long. And then of course there are his poor little slaves ...'

'I should be getting danger money. I detect a look of awestruck gratitude when those slaves of his look at me. He won't have the energy to whip them tonight, that's for sure.'

'Oh Jem!' There were tears in Julia's eyes. 'Has he hurt you?'

'Don't worry. I'm not hurt any more than I can take. And I think I have more to come tomorrow.'

'Is there anything I can do?'

'Just be here, Julia dear. Look after me. Sleep with me tonight. And tonight I mean just sleep. Kiss me goodnight, put your arms round me, watch over me. Keep the ghoulies and ghosties away. Will you do that?'

Td love to.' Julia plunged her arms into the bath and hugged Jem to her. Td do anything in the world for you.'

'Thanks. I hope you mean that, Julia. I may hold you to it one day soon. But right now I just feel delicate and vulnerable, and I've a suspicion I'll need to be neither tomorrow.'

'Well you look jolly comfortable in your bath. What's that on your finger?'

Jem put the encircled finger across her lips. 'Hush! It's a ring. A signet ring. I just pulled it from the very deepest recess of my private regions. I purloined it upstairs. Thought it might come in handy. Don't tell a soul!' She continued in her normal tone. 'Enough explaining. It's your turn to explain things to me.'

'What things, Jem?'

'Everything. Your new job in Security. Tell me all about that.'

Jem, with eyes closed, dozed in the water while Julia told her everything she needed to know: the organisation and methods of the Security Corps, Julia's assignment to watch over the suspicious visitor Lucy Larson, the helpful role played by the field operative Asmita, and the locations of the secret tunnels that ran from various parts of the estate to the small corner plot containing the Private House Health Club.

A beatific smile spread slowly across Jem's face as she soaked up the information. A plan was forming in her mind. Tomorrow would start like any other day in the Private House; but it would be a new dawn, if Jem's plan could be made to work.

Day 5: Thursday

Barrel-vaulted passages pierced the five-metre thickness of the Round Tower's outer wall to connect the gallery that ran round the Great Hall to the upper storeys of the West Wing and the old East Wing of the House. These two much-altered edifices, the oldest parts of the House apart from the Round Tower itself and constructed in part in stone from the walls of the old castle, extended from the Round Tower to the south-west and south-east. Over the centuries more structures - another wing, a kitchen block, a stable block, and servants' quarters - had been added to the extremity of the old East Wing, which had been rebuilt as the central axis of the House. A corridor known as the Long Gallery ran along the entire length of its first storey.

It was only a little after dawn when Julia pulled aside the curtain at the end of one of the stone passages to find the Long Gallery flooded with yellow sunlight within which rippled the green refractions of dancing leaves. She stopped to peer through the lozenges of ancient, thick glass, but she hardly saw the stately, shadowed avenue of trees and the distant gilded rooftops of the old gatehouse, now the Health Club, within its walled enclave.

Her mind was teeming with thoughts of the Master's consort. Jem was her saviour, her confidante, her protegee, her friend; they had met only yesterday, but Julia felt they had known each other for years. She had thought she had grown out of schoolgirl crushes; she had never believed in love at first sight. But as the beautiful, dazzling, exhausted child-woman had fallen asleep in her arms, Julia had felt that her heart would burst. She had wept silent tears of overflowing affection, placed soft kisses on Jem's cherry lips, and ran her fingers through the waves of russet hair until she too had fallen into sleep.

She had woken at first light, pulled on a cloak, and left without waking Jem. If she opens those blue eyes, she had thought, I'll never be able to leave her. She had intended to go straight to her own room, above the Long Gallery, where Maxine would be waiting and worrying; but now she wanted solitude and time to think, and she made her way down the central staircase to the other side of the building, and out on to the terrace.

The gravelled courtyard was cold and gloomy in the shadow of the House. Dew sparkled on the wide lawn beyond, and Julia left dark footprints in the grass as she hurried across it to the sunlit boulevard of cobbles that ran from the East Courtyard to the walled cloister and marked the edge of the formal gardens. She rested against the edge of the vast stone bowl of the fountain; Proteus and his sea-nymphs, scintillating under a shower of droplets, contrived a stirringly erotic tableau even without the assistance of the living statues who would be chained to the assembly during the course of the day.

The formal garden had been Julia's favourite haunt on her previous visit to the Private House. She set off aimlessly along one of the avenues of cobblestones, waving absently to a team of gardeners, the first people she had seen awake this morning, as they emerged from the cloister to inspect the box-bordered flower beds. Further from the House there were pools and fountains, rockeries, and arbours, convoluted hedges, copses of slender trees, and even artificial hillocks on which had been constructed wild woodlands and rushing waterfalls. Every place held a memory for Julia, and in particular she remembered every one of the pavilions and follies that blossomed in the shady nooks of the garden.

The architectural whimsies were empty now, but later in the day courtesans, gigQlos and slaves would occupy them and exhibit their bodies for the entertainment of passing strollers.

On her last visit to the House Julia had slipped easily into the luxurious life of a courtesan. She had held court in one of the pavilions - which was it, she asked herself, shielding her eyes as she scanned the edges of the garden. Ah yes; there it was, deep in shadow, built against the east wall. It was a mock-Attic temple with white, fluted pillars. Julia had been dressed in a diaphanous robe of white voile, and she had been chained - very loosely, and for aesthetic appeal rather than for constraint - to the base of a cushion-strewn altar in the shadowy sanctum. A notice posted in the portico had encouraged passers-by to use her, the temple's priestess, on the altar, as the receptacle for their offerings to Aphrodite.

Those had been wonderfully carefree, relaxing days. Julia had received a stream of visitors of both sexes, each of whom would take her, according to his or her own predilections. Julia had found the experiences pleasant in almost every case, and nearly every one of her guests would stay to chat and gossip until another votary entered the temple and the previous visitor might leave, or might stay to watch. The Greek pavilion of Aphrodite had at times become crowded with people, some of whom had brought food and wine, and entire hot afternoons had been passed in the cool shade of Julia's temple: happy gatherings in which simple fare, sparkling conversation and languorous lovemaking had been enjoyed in equal measure.

What a life of ease Julia had led then! And how different this visit seemed. She had been here less than three days, and so far they had been more eventful than a normal fortnight in the outside world, and certainly less relaxing. But Julia had to admit that things were interesting; in fact, she felt more alive than she had for years.

And was she imagining that the House itself had changed, too? In appearance it was as she remembered it; but the safe routine of harsh initiation followed by unquestioning obedience to a life of lazy sexuality seemed to be disturbed. The atmosphere was electric rather than soothing. She would find huddled groups - guests, servants, slaves, courtesans, gigolos, and even Security staff and field operatives - deep in animated conversation rather than chattering idly. There was talk of unjustified punishments, although Julia knew that these were hardly unprecedented; of excessive demands being made on slaves and field operatives; of friction between the staff out at the airstrip; and, as an unspoken undercurrent, the hint that the pressures leading to these incidents came from the Very Top. Julia found it disconcerting but, like everyone else, she tried to concentrate on obedience and sexuality. Besides, she found the gossip exciting - and she had met the marvellous Jem.

Jem had been here as short a time as she had herself; surely Jem's arrival couldn't have anything to do with the air of unrest? No; others had told her of erratic orders that had been issued weeks earlier. And yet Jem's arrival remained significant to Julia; she saw Jem in her mind's eye with red-brown hair glowing like a halo round her wide blue eyes. Jem is a beacon, she thought, a light illuminating the Private House from a new angle .. . The vision faded. Julia wrapped her cloak around her body and returned to the House.

Maxine was lying on the floor at the foot of Julia's bed. Julia closed the door silently and watched her maid sleeping. The girl had thrown off a quilted bedcover and was now almost naked; her thin nightgown had ridden up about her generous hips and barely contained the rising and falling swell of her huge breasts. The tip of a thumb rested between her glistening red lips.

Julia threw her cloak on to the bed and knelt naked next to her maid. With careful fingers she untied the loose ribbons that held together the bodice of the nightgown and folded aside the flimsy cotton, revealing the voluptuous pink-tipped spheres of flesh. She curved her fingers and ran her nails from the undersides of the globes to the aureoles, delighting in the slow lifting of the heavy bulbs and the bright scratch-lines she was creating across their surface. Maxine moaned, and suQked her thumb. Julia continued to toy with the maid's breasts, lifting them and letting them fall, until the fluttering eyelids at last opened wide; and at that moment she smiled, and twisted both nipples between her fingers and thumbs.

'Ow!' Maxine said, her hands flying to her chest; and then, recognising Julia, she drew her hands behind her back and pushed her breasts into the air. 'It's you, Miss. And it's morning. Where have you been?'

Julia needed to use both hands to contain just one of Maxine's soft mounds, and she squeezed them in turn. The maid lifted one side of her body and then the other, and each time she did so the unattended breast flattened and rolled and spilled into her armpit, from which haven Julia would drag it by pulling on the nipple. This game continued until Maxine's nipples were crinkled and as hard as jewels, and her pale skin was red with scratches and slaps.

'You're a wonderfully well-trained servant,' Julia said at last. 'And I can quite understand why all your menfriends want to rub themselves up and down between these gorgeous titties. But tell me, Maxine: how did you come to be here in the Private House?'

'I'm not supposed to tell, am I, Miss? What if Security -oh.'

'Exactly. I'm in Security, so you can tell me. Are you a volunteer?'

'Me, Miss? Not likely! I was conned into coming here. I'd just finished secretarial college, and I thought I'd temp for a while. The agency looked all right, perfectly ordinary place; but I reckon they knew where they were sending me. It was just an office in the city, but they weren't interested in my typing speed, I can tell you. But I was very young: naive, I suppose. I let them take photographs, then they said they'd publish them in one of those girlie mags if I didn't agree to a holiday in the country. And I ended up here.'

'And then you found you were enjoying yourself?'

'You're joking! I hated it. I was a right tearaway, and I wasn't going to let other people tell me what to do. I spent most of my first visit in the dungeon, and even at the end of that I wasn't exactly a model of obedience. Then, right at the end, one of the courtesans saw me and persuaded

Security to let me go and spend a day with her. Classic move, of course, like the cops using a hard man and then a soft man when they're questioning a suspect. But I fell for it, of course. I'd never really enjoyed sex until that day with Carla. And I haven't looked back since.'

'Are you on the permanent staff?'

'Almost. I don't like it outside any more. My Mum thinks I'm working in Dubai. I go back to see her every now and then; sometimes Security give me little jobs to do while I'm outside.' Suddenly the maid remembered her duties. 'But what about you, Miss? Where have you been? Is it time for you to report for training?'

'Don't worry, Maxine,' Julia said, helping her maid to stand, it's early. Plenty of time to get dressed. I've just spent the night in the Round Tower.'

Maxine's eyes widened into circles. 'With the Master! Oh, Miss, are you all right? You're not hurt, are you?'

'Not with the Master, Maxine. With his consort, Jem. She's chosen me to be her bodyguard.'

Maxine squealed and put her hand to her grinning mouth. 'Miss! Oh Miss! You? Her bodyguard? Oh, Miss Julia!'

'What on earth's the matter, Maxine? She's only a courtesan, of sorts, and a new one at that. I mean she's rather special, it's true -'

'Rather special, Miss? I'll say she is! She's amazing. She's so beautiful. Everyone's talking about her, you know.'

'Have you seen her, then?'

'Only from a distance, Miss. But she's got a lovely walk. And she's so slim and small and sexy. A bit like you, Miss, if you don't mind me saying so.'

Maxine blushed and looked away. Julia was terribly flattered, but she suppressed her smile of childish glee and pinched the maid's nipple to punish her over-familiarity. That's enough cheek!' she said. 'What is everyone saying about Jem?'

'Well, Miss, she's been all over the estate, and all in her first day here. They say she's made all the Security instructors look a bunch of right idiots - pardon me, Miss, but that's what they say. The Master's infatuated with her, by all accounts, and she's got him round her little finger. They say he's making mistakes, and that she's sorting out all of his problems for him. And she's got a kind word for everyone, even the slaves.'

'And would you like to meet her, Maxine?'

'Oh, Miss! I'd give anything. I'm so jealous of you, being with her all the time.'

'Not all the time, I'm afraid. But I'll see what I can do.' Julia couldn't bring herself to resent Maxine's unquestioning adulation of the Master's consort, as she had to admit her own feelings were as rapturous. 'But you'll have to be very good, Maxine. I expect impeccable service.'

'I'm always good to you, Miss.'

'Then stay undressed. I'll put my uniform on myself. Get on the bed and play with yourself. And don't take your eyes off me for a moment!'

How unseemly, Julia thought as she emphasised the sway of her hips on her way to the wardrobe, I'm putting on a show for my maid! She opened the door and spread apart her long legs as she bent to retrieve a pair of boots. She glanced back to see Maxine kneeling on the bed, one hand roaming across her breasts, the other between her plump thighs, and her eyes fixed on Julia's round bottom. Julia felt a tickling, seeping moistness in her loins, and decided that she must dress herself this way more often in future. She pushed back the door so that she could watch her reflection in the mirror and also see Maxine's slowly moving body on the bed beyond.

The leather collar seemed less uncomfortable than on the previous day. She fingered the bright metal studs and the rings of steel. She pictured Jem next to her, similarly naked but for a black leather choker; she imagined the two of them linked to each other by a short length of chain that obliged their faces to touch, their lips to meet constantly. Maxine gave a quiet groan of pleasure.

Julia next pulled on the long lace gloves, touching the material to her nipples as she crossed her arms to smooth the gloves against her skin. She turned away from the mirror, presenting her back to Maxine as she stepped into the boots and bent to tug the long leather cylinders round her calves and thighs, taking her time as she tightened the laces. 'Miss Julia, please come here, Miss Julia, please,' Maxine was calling to her, softly, but Julia merely smiled and stroked her hands up the taut black leather, from heels to thighs and across the rounded hillocks of her arse to her waist.

Today the soft leather tunic felt like a second skin. I look bloody marvellous, Julia said to herself as she lifted her long black curls above the lace-trimmed high collar and turned to look at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were contained within the shaped bodice, her bottom was almost completely covered by the tunic's stiff skirt, but the leather was cut away at the front of her thighs to frame her triangle of black hair. The wide belt had three buckles, and as she tightened them one after another she felt her sexuality throbbing more insistently with the increasing constriction of her waist. She was dressed. She gave Maxine a final display of her hindquarters as she reached into the wardrobe for her flicker; then she turned and strode to the bed.

Maxine had collapsed on the quilt, both hands clenched between her moving thighs, her eyes only half open as she watched Julia approach. 'Up!' Julia shouted, pretending to be angry with her voluptuous maid. 'On your knees. And keep playing with yourself!'

Maxine struggled into an upright position. Julia's eyes followed the maid's big breasts as they swayed from side to side. She slapped her flicker against her leather-clad thigh and, having enjoyed the sensation, she did it again, harder. She was definitely starting to have fun in Security, she thought, and pressed the strip of plaited leather into Maxine's trembling mounds.

'Where is your right hand, Maxine?' she said, tapping the girl's right nipple with the tip of the slender whip.

'Here, Miss,' the maid replied with a smile, 'between my legs.'

'And where are your fingers?'

Tve got two up inside me, Miss, and my thumb's just touching my little buttom.'

Julia used the tip of the flicker to push the maid's left nipple into its vast cushion of flesh. 'And your left hand?'

'In my arse, Miss. I've got two fingers up my bum.'

'Good girl, Maxine.' Julia allowed the nipple to spring back into position. She used the flicker on each breast in turn, stroking it upwards, lifting the heavy pendant bulbs of flesh, flicking the nipples and letting the breasts drop again with a bounce against the girl's ribs. 'I'd love to flicker your breasts properly,' she said, 'and watch you come at the same time. But I've got to do some more silly old training. I'll have to leave you here to enjoy yourself without me.'

'Thank you, Miss,' the maid said, red-faced and struggling to overcome the tremors in her voice. 'I'll tidy the room this morning, if that's all right. And Miss - don't forget you said you'd try to arrange for me to meet Miss Jem.'

'I won't forget, Maxine. And if I succeed, you naughty little thing, I'm going to give myself a reward. I'm going to give myself your great big breasts to play with. That's what the Master would call an incentive.'

Lucy had woken to find herself alone in her room. Asmita had gone.

There was still no sign of her at breakfast. Lucy, oblivious to the scandalised glances of the waitresses, was devouring a third grapefruit half when she noticed the man in the Jeeves outfit snaking across the dining-room. He was making for her table. When he reached it, he bowed. Lucy, who had been preparing for a verbal duel, found herself without an opponent. The man was even more obsequious than usual, and had removed all trace of his habitual half-concealed sneer.

'Madam,' he murmured. 'I'm terribly sorry to disturb your meal.'

'Don't worry. You can't really call it a meal anyway, can you?'

The man winced. 'My sincere apologies, madam, if the catering displeases in any way. I am the Under-Manager and of course I'll do my utmost to comply with any dietary requests. But first: there is an urgent missive for you at the reception desk. It arrived by courier; by very special courier, if you take my meaning. Please allow me to escort you.'

Lucy had no idea what the Under-Manager was talking about, but she was interested in important messages. And the Under-Manager seemed to think that this particular message was on a par with a summons to Buckingham Palace. She followed him to the Club's front hallway.

The Under-Manager disappeared into a curtain-covered alcove, and returned with a grey metal strongbox which he placed on the reception desk. He pulled a bunch of keys from his waistcoat, unlocked the box, and opened it with the elan of a quiz-show compere. He withdrew a long envelope, holding it between finger and thumb as if he expected it to burst into flames. He placed it on a silver plate, which he then offered to Lucy.

The envelope was sealed with a blob of red wax, into which had been imprinted a cursive capital M. It meant nothing to Lucy. She ripped open the envelope and turned away from the desk to shield the contents from the Under-Manager's curious gaze. There was a single sheet of paper bearing a brief message.

Trust me. I'm a friend. I will provide the answers to the questions youve been asking. Meet me in the equipment room of the tennis court pavilion at 1.00 pm today. Make sure you are not followed. Walk alongside, and not within, the avenue of silver birches. Burn this note and the envelope that contained it.

Lucy's first thought was that the note must be from Julia; but then, as she re-read the strange instructions, doubts entered her mind. She should have been thrilled - she had a real lead at last - but she kept puzzling over the mystery of the avenue of silver birches. The Under-Manager coughed discreetly, his eyes straying to the paper as he loomed at Lucy's shoulder.

is there anything at all I can do, madam? Only too glad to be of service in any way at all ...'

'Oh, er, no thanks.' Lucy crumpled the note in her hand, i'm just going up to my room. Oh yes! Could you have someone bring up some tennis clothes? Thank you. Oh, and a box of matches, too, please.'

'Only too happy to oblige, madam,' the Under-Manager said. Suddenly I'm a VIP, Lucy thought; this letter must be from someone in high places. I think I'm getting somewhere at last.

i'm glad to see you looking well this morning.' Terence Headman's black cloak covered him from throat to ankles; his blue eyes glittered behind the grotesquely-shaped mask that covered the upper half of his face, not to disguise but rather to add menace to his appearance. Jem had some idea of the sights she was about to witness; and she was torn between excitement and distaste, i had a good night's sleep. I'm ready for anything.' i would expect no less of you, Jem. I see you have found yet another resplendent costume.'

Jem's bra consisted of two cones of red leather, each tipped with a silver spike, held in place by an excessive array of chains that ran round her torso and up to a red leather collar. She wore red lace gloves and stockings, the latter held up by chains clipped to a wide belt; also clipped to the belt were three chains between which was a tiny red leather cache-sex. i thought this would be suitable for a trip to the dungeons,' she said.

They were standing outside the door of Headman's dressing room in the Round Tower, in a corridor dimly lit by arrow-slits filled with stained glass in deep recesses in the walls at each end. Headman opened a concealed door in the base of a statue of a satyr carrying off a nymph, and extracted a portable phone. He dialled a number, replaced the instrument, and declared he was ready to leave.

i'll have to blindfold you, Jem. Only Security personnel are allowed where we're going.'

'You just like to get me helpless,' Jem said with what she hoped was a bewitching smile. 'But OK, just so long as the blindfold matches my outfit.' Inwardly she cursed; she had wanted to find out the route from Headman's eyrie to the Security headquarters.

Two young Security men climbed towards them up the spiral staircase, and Jem allowed them to cover her eyes with a strip of red silk. She couldn't see; Headman pulled her hair free of the blindfold, tightened the knot, squeezed her leather-bound breasts as he kissed her tenderly, and took her arm.

They walked only a few steps before Headman pulled her to a stop. She heard him pressing buttons, and then she heard a click, followed by the swish of a door opening. So that's how to open the sealed door outside Headman's suite, she thought; the only problem is that I don't know the code number.

The little group moved forward. Jem felt a change in temperature - the air beyond the door was a few degrees colder - and then her feet were on uncarpeted stairs that spiralled downwards. Jem was grateful for Headman's hand on her arm, although she could have managed without his other, which gripped the chain between her buttocks.

Jem counted the steps: a hundred and twenty, give or take a few. She assumed that they must by now be under ground.

The floor was level, but still bare. Headman stopped again; there was more button-pressing to open a door. The group moved on.


Jem sensed that they had entered a large space: she could hear people talking nearby and in the distance, voices on radios crackly with static, the hum of electronic equipment and air conditioning. From the fifteenth to the twenty-first century in a hundred and twenty steps, Jem mused; not bad going. Orders were being issued, reports were being received. She was sure they had arrived in some sort of control room. This could be the heart of the Security network, and she couldn't^ see a damned thing! Her escort moved across the vast room, saying nothing except for Headman's single brusque greeting: 'Morning, Chief!'

Anderson, Jem thought. Chief Anderson. Julia's boss. In which case this must be the Rotunda, the Security base beneath the Great Hall. Is the dungeon here, too, in the cellars of the Round Tower?

No, I guess not, she said to herself as they reached the far side of the echoing chamber, because it looks like we're going for a ride. Headman lifted her on to a leather seat, and she felt him and the two guards climb on to seats nearby. There was a jerk, and they started moving forward. An underground train, Jem realised. Not much noise; probably electric. Impossible to estimate speed or distance. Where the hell are we going?

The vehicle stopped. Headman and the guards dismounted. Jem winced as fingers closed round her nipples and pulled fiercely; she had to follow the movement, and found herself falling forward, out of her seat and into Headman's arms. He kissed her again, and then pushed her away. She heard more buttons being pressed, and the slide of metal doors. Headman pulled her forward on to a stone floor, and then through a set of swing doors. She felt her heels sinking into carpet, and blinked as the blindfold was removed. The guards had gone. She was alone with the Master.

i just hope you haven't ruined my make-up,' she siad petulantly as her eyes swept across her surroundings.

The quality of the furniture couldn't disguise the emptiness of the gloomy room. It was a long rectangle, almost a corridor, in which a few armchairs and couches were all facing towards the one long wall that was not made of monumental stone blocks. Instead, this wall consisted of darkened glass. The room was a viewing gallery.

Jem found the place unnerving, but tried to look unconcerned as she deposited herself on a leather-upholstered couch. She watched Headman remove his cloak: he revealed a costume not unlike Jem's, although all in black. Chains ran round his body and met at two rings, at the centre of his chest and back; from the metal rings inset into his wide leather belt hung an assortment of whips and lengths of chain. His boots and gauntlets were of black leather, and his codpiece of fine black gauze was already stretched to transparency by the semi-erection of his twitching member. He sat on a couch behind a console of switches set into a coffee table.

'Remove that silly jockstrap, Jem, and come over here. Sit on the arm of my couch. That's my ever-dutiful concubine. Legs wide apart, you should know that by now. That's better. And now show me those luscious lips of yours ... And open them for me, use your fingers, Jem, I want to see right inside. That's perfect.'

Headman studied Jem's vagina for several minutes. He neither spoke nor touched her. Jem stared at the top of his head. She loathed him; she knew that, but she couldn't help the feelings that his steady gaze seemed to be causing between her legs. She began to think that it was his eyes, and not her own fingers, that were separating the delicate membranes, pinching the plump flesh of her lips, pushing against the soft skin of her inner thighs. She could feel the itch deep inside her; the gradual seepage of fluid collecting into a heavy droplet at the mouth of the gully.

At last Headman moved. He removed one of his gauntlets, and placed a finger on the droplet. Jem shivered. 'What I adore about you, Jem,' he said, without removing his finger, 'is your intransigence. There are countless women here. All of them are at least pretty, or striking in their way. Some are more beautiful than you, you know. Most of them are obedient; unthinkingly obedient. Anyone can be transformed into a slave, Jem, with adequate application of fear and pain and pleasure. It's almost too easy. They obey, but I find I take little pleasure in them. A few retain a remnant of their previous selves; they obey, but they remember that they should not obey, and it causes them great shame. These I find entertaining, if only for a while. They allow themselves to perform the most indecent acts, to have humiliation heaped on them, and all the time they are blaming themselves for transgressing moral codes which have no meaning here. They blush as they are penetrated, as if it was their fault, and the penetration is thus much sweeter. But you, Jem: you're not in either of these categories. You don't need to be trained into obedience, because there's nothing you won't agree to do. You're quite without shame, and so you never feel degraded. And yet there's some resistance in you, something I can't identify. Intransigence, I called it; and yet you've never refused me. There's just something in your bearing that suggests you might refuse me, if it pleased you to do so. You obey, and yet you act as if you could choose not to obey. Is that it, Jem?'

Jem's heart was in her mouth, it's not an act,' she said, and thrust her hips forward to capture Headman's finger in her dripping hole. Would he recognise the truth now that she had admitted it?

Headman chuckled, and wriggled his trapped finger. That reminds me,' he said, i have work to do today. And work, in the dungeon, usually entails the use of my riding crop. And a riding crop is much more effective when wet. I'll retrieve my finger, if I may, and replace it with the sharp end of my crop. And while that's going on, let's see what's happening in the dungeon.'

Headman leant forward and touched a button on the console, then turned to his task of pushing his riding crop, centimetre by centimetre, into Jem. After each push he jiggled the handle of the crop, and each time Jem's shiver of pleasure started more deeply and spread more widely then the last. She almost failed to notice that the lights in the room were fading almost to nothing, while other lights were springing into life beyond the dark glass screen.

Jem pushed her sex together round the thin cylinder of leather, gasping as her labia touched the chill corrugations. That's far enough,' she said. 'Let's soak it for a while, and I'll take a look at this dungeon of yours.'

The dungeon was a vast chamber, its shadowy vaulting supported by massive columns of black stone. Its walls were a maze of walkways, balconies and buttresses; Security guards stood to attention here and there. It was difficult to differentiate the floor from the walls: every corner was a black shadow, and the floor seemed to consist of a jumble of flagstoned platforms connected to each other by ramps and steps. Fires burnt in the deepest pits; on some platforms, and at the shadowy edges of the chamber, iron cages and rows of cells contained huddled and naked prisoners.

The viewing gallery seemed to be about one-third of the way up one of the walls. Near to it, presumably to entertain its occupants, other prisoners had been secured in more interesting constraints. On one platform a young woman with spiky black hair was standing sandwiched between two parallel sheets of curved wood so that she was bent forward at the waist but her back was flexed into an upright position. Holes had been cut in the wooden panels so that her buttocks and breasts protruded.

Nearby a man swathed in chains was seated in a hole in the centre of a circular wooden platform. His bare arse hung from the bottom of the platform, which was itself suspended on chains from a wheel at the apex of a pyramid of scaffolding. Cogs and chains connected the wheel to handles at the base of the scaffolding, and Jem assumed that the entire platform could thereby be raised, lowered and turned like a carousel. Beneath the platform, and beneath the man's exposed buttocks, was another mechanism with a row of artificial penises arranged in order of size. Jem didn't like to imagine how this part of the contraption worked.

Hanging from a gargoyle that jutted from the wall near to the viewing gallery were a man and a woman bound in an embrace. Their ankles were tied behind each other's backs, and their wrists were chained together above their heads. They were sitting on a gigantic uplifted hand, part of a leering statue carved into one of the columns; and each of them was impaled on an upraised finger.

Jem was only a few metres away from them. She could see the beads of sweat on the woman's back, and the open-mouthed expression on the man's face resting on the woman's shoulder. She saw the muscles in his arms bulge as he grasped the chains above them and pulled himself and the woman upwards. But he was unable to pull them high enough to release the stone fingers from his anus and his partner's vagina, and he was obliged to lower both bodies back on to their impalement.

What's happening to me? Jem thought, not for the first time since her arrival in the Private House. She was appalled by the couple's moans of tormented pleasure, audible even through the thick soundproofed glass, but even more disturbed to feel her insides churning with excitement at the sound.

She might have guessed that Headman would not fail to notice the involuntary spasm of her thighs. 'You're obviously excited by my dungeon, Jem,' he said. 'It's certainly one of my favourite haunts. Have you spotted your chosen victim yet?'

'No, I don't see her. Where is she?'

'She's on the clock, Jem. And the clock, as you might expect, is on the wall.'

Jem scanned the nighted walls. Above and beyond the impaled couple, a strange machine stood on a ledge. Bound upright to the machine, with leather straps at each ankle, above each knee, round each wrist, above each elbow, around her neck and below her breasts, was a naked girl. She was dark-skinned, with long black hair, wide hips, a narrow waist, and small breasts with large, dark areolas.

'Tell me, Jem,' Headman said, vibrating the crop upwards, towards the apex of Jem's slippery slit, 'precisely why did you request the punishment of Asmita? She's a mere junior field operative. She works out at the Health Club.'

Jem, trembling, was finding it difficult to think clearly. This was the one question to which she had not been able to dream up a reasonable answer. 'Oh, nothing particular,' she said, i just heard she was pretty, you know ...'

'Don't expect me to believe that. I've had the girl researched. She's a friend of your new "bodyguard", isn't she? I suspect a simple case of feminine jealousy.'

'Oh no,' said Jem, trying to sound unconvincing, 'honestly, Master, it isn't anything like that!'

'I thought so,' Headman said, jiggling his riding crop for emphasis. 'Well, I don't mind. When I'm half-way through dealing with her, I'll tell her that the whole punishment is a present from you.'

'No!' Jem was horrified. 'No, please, Master, you can't do that! I'll do anything -'

'You will do whatever I demand of you, Jem, or you'll find yourself on the clock on the dungeon wall. But Asmita's punishment is your treat; I won't breathe a word to your victim. That suits me: I prefer to chastise the innocent, particularly when they have no idea why they are being punished. We had better have her taken down and prepared.'

Headman reached for the console intercom. Jem placed a hand on his arm. 'And why, Master, is that contraption known as a clock?'

'Because that is exactly what it is. And look: we're in luck. We're just in time for a demonstration.'

The machine on the wall was beginning to move. Jem saw that each of Asmita's plump brown limbs was tied to a separate length of metal. Each leg was strapped into a concave girder that extended from mid-thigh to ankle and then followed a right-angle to support the foot. The girder holding Asmita's left leg started to move in an arc, lifting the leg until it was almost horizontal. Jem was sure that if the girder moved any further, Asmita's leg would become dislocated from her hip; but the girder stopped moving, pointing the leg almost to the 3 on an imaginary clock face.

From the depths of the machine a lever extended into the space between Asmita's legs. Wide strips of leather hung from the end of the lever; and when it jerked upwards, although it did not strike any part of the girl's body, its tail of whips swished against the bottom of her raised thigh and the stretched membrane between her legs. Asmita, unable to move, could acknowledge the blow only with a toss of her head. After nine more strokes, the lever retracted and Asmita's leg was lowered to a vertical position.

'A quarter past ten,' Headman said. Jem had to admit that the clock was an amusing device; she suspected, from what Julia had told her about Asmita, that the Asian girl also found it entertaining.

i guess,' Jem said, 'that at fifteen minutes to the hour the right leg is lifted to point to where the 9 would be?'

'Of course. At half past, the victim is bent forward from the waist, the legs are parted, and the whip is extended rather less. The lashes land on the lower part of the buttocks.'

'And on the hour?'

'The arms are lifted above the head

'- to point to 12 -'

'- and two smaller whips emerge to strike the hour on the victim's breasts.'

'Very ingenious, Master.'

indeed. Accurate, too. The mechanism was made for me in Switzerland. But I will have to have amplification installed if the chimes are as muted as those of your pretty rival. And now we really must bring her down and have her prepared. It's such a shame you're determined to maintain your anonymity, Jem. You could have taken her place on the clock, and shown her how to call out the time.'

Jem did her best to appear disappointed, it's more comfortable here,' she said.

'Your comfort is always secondary to my enjoyment, Jem. But in this case, there's little doubt that I'll enjoy the next hour. I must go and consult Asmita's file. The entertainment will commence shortly. Use this button to call Security if you want refreshments of any kind; this one turns on the sound, like this -' the gallery filled with a murmur of noise from the dungeon - 'but be careful to keep silent: the communication is two-way.'

Jem nodded. Headman leant towards the console. 'Nyman!' he shouted, his voice echoing round the dungeon and within the gallery. 'Bring the operative Asmita down from the clock! Get her ready for punishment!'

Headman pulled Jem's face to his and kissed her fiercely as he withdrew the riding crop from her gaping sex. From its mid-point to its tip the thin leather cylinder was darkly impregnated with her secretion. He pushed Jem away, brought the crop down across the tops of her thighs, and with a clatter of chains, strode from the room.

Jem gritted her teeth and massaged the red lines that had flared across her skin. On one of the dungeon platforms a huge woman with arms and thighs as thick as telegraph poles had emerged from the shadows, cracking a bullwhip. The report echoed like machine-gun fire from the blackened walls. 'You heard the Master!' roared Dungeon Supervisor Nyman with a voice as rough as a chainsaw. 'You up there! Take her to the washroom and get her tidied up!'

Jem, alone but for the amplified hubbub of moans from the prisoners behind the glass screen, pondered whether she should allow the game to continue. But how could she stop it now, without destroying every part of her plan? She was staking everything on one wild scheme; she had no contingency plans. She had dreamt up this dungeon drama as an insurance policy to cement Julia's loyalty and, almost unconsciously, as a sort of test for Headman. But if the Master of the Private House proved to be as unhinged and cruel as Jem was beginning to suspect, to what terrible danger had she exposed Julia's innocent young friend?

Jem was relieved to see that Asmita looked composed, and almost cheerful, as two guards led her to the centre of the dungeon. She looked none the worse for her ordeal on the clock; her long black hair glinted in the light of the fires and torches, and her large dark nipples appeared to be stiffly erect. Perhaps this will be entertaining after all, Jem thought, sliding into a corner of the leather upholstery and caressing the insides of her widely-parted thighs.

Nyman held Asmita's wrists in one of her football-sized fists while the two guards struggled to bring in the square wooden frame that Jem had seen used for the 'sacrifice' during the Master's homecoming banquet. They locked the wheels and then tied Asmita inside the frame so that each of her limbs was stretched towards one of the four corners. Jem's fingers encountered the wetness of her own crotch as she watched Headman place his hand between Asmita's splayed legs. He prodded, pulled and slapped the dark stretched flesh; Asmita merely smiled. She continued to smile as the giantess Nyman started to flick her breasts with a many-tailed whip.

Headman put his fingers to his nose. 'You're enjoying this, aren't you?' he said, almost to himself. 'Most people can be trained to take pleasure in a little pain, if the hurt is associated with sexual stimulation. A primitive Pav-lovian reaction. But you, Asmita my dear, seem to be a natural. You're a volunteer?'

'Yes, Master,' Asmita said proudly, expecting praise.

'I hate volunteers!' Headman seemed to be shaking with sudden rage. Jem was unable to tell whether his anger was feigned, but she had a horrible feeling that it wasn't. 'Volunteers are arrogant, ungovernable and above all untrustworthy,' Headman ranted. 'You act as if you own the place. But only I, the Master, own the Private House! Do you understand?'

'Yes, Master. Of course, Master.' Asmita twisted in her bonds, suddenly confused and frightened. 'I'm sorry, Master. I always try to be dutiful. What have I done to displease?'

'What's that got to do with it?' Headman screamed. 'You're here for punishment, you imbecilic girl, not for trial, or judgement, or correction. This has nothing whatsoever to do with any misdemeanours you may have committed.'

Asmita began to sob. Headman's voice was suddenly calm and cold, and so quiet that Jem could barely hear his words. 'And appeals for clemency are pointless. Save your tears for later; I promise you you'll need them. As you're a volunteer and, according to your file, a volunteer who can stand any amount of beating, we have prepared a very special punishment for you. I expect you think you know everything about suffering, don't you, you treacherous, deceitful volunteer? Well, today you'll find out how wrong you are.' He turned to Nyman. 'Bring me the implements. The full array.'

Jem watched in horrified fascination as Nyman and the two guards wheeled a tall cabinet into the spotlit area where Asmita, struggling in her bonds and looking, Jem had to admit, delightfully apprehensive, was trying to peer over her shoulder.

Headman dismissed the guards and had Nyman wait in the shadows. He paced around Asmita, touching, stroking, pinching and smacking her breasts, legs and buttocks. He stood motionless in front of her for a few moments, caressing her long hair and rearranging it away from her face so that it fell in a curtain of blackness down her back. His pale blue eyes were exactly level with Asmita's glistening dark brown ones. He stared at her with no trace of expression on his face, and then pulled her head towards his. He kissed her, gently at first and then with a semblance of passion. Jem could see that Asmita was responding: the Asian girl pushed forward her chest, and without breaking the kiss Headman brought his hands to her breasts, stroked them, and then squeezed the big brown nipples between his fingers.

Headman stepped back and studied Asmita's face. He walked round the frame, stood behind Asmita and began smacking her buttocks. It was a methodical spanking, hard enough only to make Asmita's bottom quiver. The smacks hardly sounded in the observation gallery, but Jem saw Asmita's eyes close and her mouth open a little as the girl began to ride on the waves of pain and pleasure. Jem felt a pang of envy: she imagined herself spreadeagled in the wooden frame, available for Headman to punish and please at his whim. Her fingers were at her crotch, moving inside her labia. She transferred some of the wetness up to her clitoris, and moved her fingers in a tight circle around it. Headman had stopped spanking Asmita: his hand was between Asmita's legs, stroking and pushing. Jem moved her fingers to the same rhythm. It would be easy to succumb to the Private House, she knew; with only a little training she would be as happy here as Asmita.

But she had a mission. People outside were depending on her. She could explore the pleasures of offering herself for chastisement later, when it was all over. Reluctantly, she moved her hand from the yearning dampness between her legs. A

Asmita seemed to be close to a climax, and Headman was speaking to her, while touching her only briefly and tantalisingly. His words were almost too quiet for Jem to hear.

This is what you love, isn't it?' Headman was saying. 'Sexual pleasure, particularly when brought about through physical punishment. Am I right?'

'Yes, Master,' Asmita whispered.

'And that's where you go wrong, you see. The Private House is concerned with obedience. Obedience to me. My pleasure, not yours. And you will be made to understand that. Would you like to know what the cabinet contains?'

'Yes, Master,' Asmita said again, rather more uncertain-

iy-

'Yes, you will like it,' Headman said. 'In this cupboard lies Nyman's collection. The tools of her trade. Over fifty different whips, canes, tawses, crops and other assorted ticklers. And you're going to get a taste of every single one. You'll enjoy that, I suspect.'

'Yes, Master.' This time Asmita's voice was puzzled.

'Then let us begin. Nyman, open the cabinet. I suggest you take the smallest whip, the smallest tawse and the smallest cane. They won't be much use on this volunteer's backside, but if you stand in front of her you can help me keep her in a state of near-ecstasy. Whip her breasts when I'm changing implements or taking a rest. Cane the front of her thighs if she starts getting too close to an orgasm. And use the tawse at will, but gently, on her soaking wet cunt. I'll concentrate on her ridiculously receptive rear.'

Jem couldn't help playing with herself as she watched, spellbound. She came twice in forty minutes as Headman ran through the gamut of leather and wood artefacts that he extracted one by one from the cabinet.

There were canes, from the thin and very flexible to the stout and knobbly; tawses, long and short, thick and thin, with one, two or three tongues of leather; paddles, flat and curved, with smooth faces and textured faces; whips in a bewildering variety, from single thongs of plaited hide to multiple straps of polished leather.

Headman described each item in loving detail as he extracted it from the cabinet. Jem realised that his eulogies on craftsmanship and fine materials were designed to have a psychological effect on Asmita, as well as to give Nyman plenty of time to administer carefully-aimed lashes with the trio of small but whippy instruments Headman had allowed her. None the less, Jem sensed that Headman was deriving a strange pleasure from handling and talking about his collection of corrective implements. He was obsessive. It was creepy.

Jem was much more interested in watching Asmita. The closed circuit monitors in the observation room allowed her to see the Asian girl from several angles, including a close-up of her face. Jem found her attention flicking back and forth between the window overlooking the entire dungeon and the bank of television screens, and in particular the screen that displayed the expressions that pursued each other across Asmita's pretty face. Jem found the volume controls and turned down Headman's voice. The observation room was filled instead with only the thwack of leather and bamboo on Asmita's flesh, and the girl's gasps and moans of tortured ecstasy.

Each different instrument elicited a different response from Asmita. Nyman's single-tongued whip, which hissed through the air but produced almost no sound as it landed on the slopes of Asmita's breasts, made the girl moan and toss her head and sometimes, incongruously, chuckle throatily. The tawse, no more than a short strap of supple leather, made Asmita thrust her hips forward rhythmically each time it swung up between her thighs and flattened against the curve of her vulva, its tip licking her perineum or the lowest part of one of her buttocks. Jem particularly loved to watch Asmita's face then: the girl's eyes were closed, her lips were slightly parted in a dreamy smile, and each stroke of the tawse made her exhale a whispered gasp of lustful joy. The first of Jem's orgasms took her almost by surprise as she sat stroking her clitoris and gazing at Asmita's face as Nyman whipped her sex.

Headman, making hi$ slow progress through the scores of implements from the cabinet, struck harder blows than Nyman. But he seemed concerned more to demonstrate the various effects than to inflict suffering. He worked his way through a dozen different canes, administering only a few strokes with each; Asmita gave a little cry as each stripe appeared on her buttocks, and at the end of each short caning a secretive smile crossed her face. The last cane Headman used was a bundle of split bamboo, the tips of which reached across the whole of one buttock with each stroke. This was the longest caning, and Headman flogged Asmita's bottom with more than a dozen quick, sharp blows which left her breathless and panting.

Headman stroked her buttocks, and slid his hand down the valley between them until his fingers touched her labia. He announced that Asmita's sex was dripping. Asmita flexed her body, and Jem could see that she was on the point of orgasm. Headman smiled thinly and withdrew his hand.

The whips were next. Once again, Headman spent longer describing the different types of leather used, and the workmanship of the handles, than he did on applying punishment. Asmita writhed under the whips, her bottom jiggling as it was criss-crossed with lines that faded slowly into the darkness of her skin. The last whip was a short, single strand of plaited leather, and Headman instructed Nyman to use her whip across the front of Asmita's breasts while he delivered at least twenty stinging lashes to her buttocks. Asmita's exclamations, an 'Ah!' as each lash landed, merged into a continuous sobbing moan as the whipping continued.

At the end of it she hung in her bonds, her body gleaming with perspiration. Once again Headman touched her, pushing the handle of the whip up into the pit of wetness below her buttocks, and once again Asmita gasped and almost came.

Headman told Nyman to stand down during the next session, which was to be a demonstration of tawses, because, he said, he feared that any more stimulation of Asmita's breasts or pubes would make her reach a climax. He lingered less over the descriptions of the tawses, and spent more time using them: the next five minutes consisted of almost continuous punishment, all of it directed to Asmita's bottom.

Asmita reacted to the tawses by pushing her bottom out, opening it as wide as she could. Her face showed only a sort of concentration, as if she was as intent as Headman that she should experience to the full the slightly different sensations caused by the various lengths and textures of the leather straps.

Asmita didn't make so much as a gasp as the relentless chastisement continued. In the observation room the only sounds were the regular smacks of the tawses and, Jem realised, her own excited breathing. Jem found herself entranced by the sight of Asmita's bottom. It was obscenely displayed, and on one of the close-up monitors Jem could see the square-edged trace left by each blow, the shuddering of the flesh of each buttock in the aftermath of each blow, the tensing of Asmita's anus each time the tip of the tawse landed between the buttocks, and the spreading sheen of wetness on the insides of Asmita's thighs and, as a tawse would sometimes land with a moist slap across Asmita's vulva before continuing to belabour her bottom, across the lower parts of her buttocks.

The Asian girl's skin didn't colour in the way that Jem suspected her own would. Asmita's bottom wasn't fiery red; instead the light brown skin was now a deep bronze colour. The buttocks seemed to be larger and rounder than at the start of the punishment. Jem could imagine the heat radiating from them. There was not a single bruise that Jem could see. Some of the canes and plaited whips had left barely discernible lines, but these traces were disappearing as Headman's tawsing covered and re-covered every inch of the thrusting sphere, darkening and reddening them still further.

After the tawsing, Headman flexed his right arm and declared that he needed a short rest. Jem, too, was glad of a few minutes in which to regain her composure: she had brought herself to a second climax, caressing herself in time with the smacks of Headman's tawses. Asmita seemed the least tired: her eyes were bright, the fact that she was sexually aroused was blatantly obvious, and she was gyrating her hips as if to encourage Headman to continue.

The final instalment of Asmita's chastisement contained just two instruments of correction: one representative example of the various riding crops at Headman's disposal, and Nyman's small tawse.

Headman waited until Nyman had settled into a slow, regular pattern of lashes between Asmita's legs. Then he caressed Asmita's buttocks with the palm of his hand, encouraging her to push her bottom out towards him, and placing an experimental smack here and there, as if assessing the soreness of Asmita's burning skin. He told her that he expected her to reach orgasm while he whipped her with the crop. Jem heard Asmita's breathing become slower and deeper as soon as Headman delivered the first lash.

Asmita's bottom was already the colour of burnt almond; the riding crop, although applied with vigour, left only a white streak that disappeared almost immediately. Asmita gasped loudly at each blow, however; and Jem, who had received a few light lashes from a crop, could imagine the burning sensation that Asmita must have felt each time Headman's crop thwacked into her raw and sensitised bottom.

When Headman stood behind Asmita and started to administer fast, short flicks into the open gap between her buttocks, Asmita's gasps rose in volume. Nyman started to increase the speed of her upward tawsing, and Asmita's voice rose in a crescendo of cries. She was approaching orgasm. She threw back her head as both the crop and the tawse whipped faster and faster, and with a shout she came. Headman stepped back and watched with interest as she shuddered and moaned in the aftermath of her climax.

'Well done, Nyman. That's the demonstration over. Take the volunteer off the whipping frame. And bring something warm for her to wear. She's had an exciting experience. And now,' Headman paused, and looked up at the observation gallery, 'now it's time to announce Asmita's punishment.'

It took a moment for Jem to comprehend Headman's words. They were clear enough. The chastisement that Asmita had just undergone had been merely a demonstration. The punishment was still to come. Jem saw an expression of outraged bewilderment blossom on Asmita's face.

Headman rounded on the Asian girl. 'You stupid volunteer slut,' he raged. 'We both know that there's no point in whipping you. You enjoy it. You'd enjoy any amount of it. Hence the demonstration. I wanted you to appreciate exactly what you'll be missing from now on.'

'Missing?' Asmita sounded dazed. Jem was beginning to understand the nature of the punishment Headman had planned for Asmita. It was more cruel and sadistic than any beating.

Try to comprehend,' Headman shouted at Asmita. 'You have just experienced the last whipping and the last orgasm that you will ever experience in the Private House. Do I make myself clear?'

Asmita shook her head. She opened her mouth, but couldn't speak. A guard wrapped her in a towelling robe. 'Are you going to banish me, Master?' she said at last, in a very small voice.

'Banish you?' Headman pretended to consider the idea. 4No, 1 don't think so. My original plan will be much more enjoyable. And it will encourage obedience in the others. No, you silly girl. You will remain here. But everyone else will be forbidden to touch you. You will become the spectre of the Private House: young, beautiful, filled with desire, desperate for the lash, and completely untouchable. No more sex, no more spanking. For ever.'

Asmita burst into tears at last, and would have fallen to the flagstones if Nyman had not held her up with one strong hand.

Headman continued, lifting his voice above Asmita's wails. 'You'll be able to watch, of course. In fact, I'll insist that you do. You will be present at every session of formal punishment. And - here's a good idea - anyone who wants to be considered for promotion will be obliged to organise and take part in a display of sexual punishment that will be staged entirely for your benefit. This is becoming a very fruitful form of discipline for you, don't you agree?

Asmita was in no state to agree or disagree. She was almost hysterical with grief. Jem marvelled at Headman's grasp of the girl's psychology even as she felt nauseated by his inhuman cruelty. Headman was giving instructions that Asmita should be taken to a cell until her new costume was ready, but Jem was hardly listening.

Asmita, she cried inwardly, I'm so sorry! I didn't know it would be anything like this. But I'll make him pay, Asmita. This morning's work won't be in vain. Terence Headman has been tried and found guilty. He'll wish he'd never met me. He'll wish he'd never been born!

By the time Headman returned to the viewing gallery, Jem had repaired her shattered emotions. She was sipping the coffee and reading the newspaper that she had requested from the Security guards. Headman lifted an eyebrow: he appeared to be surprised that she had not remained absorbed in the activities in the dungeon.

'I hope the entertainment was to your liking?' he said.

'It was all very - moving,' Jem said, hoping to suggest that she had found Asmita's ordeal arousing but was too coy to admit it.

Headman smiled knowingly. There's nothing a woman enjoys as much as watching the suffering of a rival.'

Jem smiled sweetly. 'You're so right,' she said. 'Did you enjoy it too?'

'Of course. A pretty girl in agony, what could be more fun? I only wish it had been you, Jem.'

Here comes the difficult bit, Jem thought. 'I'll take that as a compliment,' she said. 'But my thorough lubrication of your riding crop seems to have been a waste of time.'

Headman's eyes sparkled icily. 'Not necessarily, Jem. It seems that these days I never tire of inflicting pain. Would you care for a thrashing?'

Jem contrived an expression of melting delight. 'What a lovely idea, Master! The perfect finish to an entertaining morning. I'll kneel on the couch, like this, and lean forward across the backrest.'

She parted her legs, hollowed her back, and pushed her bottom upwards to create an irresistible target. She glanced over her shoulder to see Headman stroking the tip of his crop up and down the length of his barely-covered erection. His eyes were fixed on the flawless split peach of her arse. She found herself wanting the pain. 'Whip me hard, please, Master,' she whispered.

Five bulls out of six shots! Julia could hardly believe her eyes, and she jumped to her feet and walked to the target. As Instructor Harrison had said, it was just like sex: a matter of technique and practice. She touched the little feathers that protruded from the darts embedded in the canvas. The air pistol was only a short-range weapon that looked like a child's toy, but at close quarters it was possible to place a dart precisely. Julia gazed at it thoughtfully, replaced it in the holster at her belt, and looked up to see Harrison beckoning to her.

'Good shooting, Julia,' he called as she approached, if that target had been me, I'd be so full of sleepers I wouldn't wake up until next week. Next session we'll try you with moving targets. But right now you're wanted on the phone. Chief Anderson himself.'

Julia took the receiver from his hand, pressing herself against his tunic as his fingers crept round her hip and on to her bushy mound. Anderson's voice was gruff and urgent. 'Julia? Report here at once. That woman Larson has disappeared off the screens. We've lost her.'

Julia, still savouring her new-found sharpshooting skills, nestled her head against Harrison's shoulder. 'What's the problem, Chief?' she said lightly 'Asmita's over at the Club, and -'

'Asmita is not at the Club,' Anderson barked. 'Don't question orders, Julia. Asmita's been taken to the - She's been taken away. Off this case.'

Julia stiffened. Instrijctor Harrison diplomatically removed his questing fingers. 'Asmita?' Julia was bewildered. 'Why, Chief? What's going on?'

'Not my idea, Julia. Orders from the Master himself. That's not our concern. We've lost track of Lucy Larson, that's the immediate problem. Get over here for a briefing immediately. Understood?'

'Yes, Chief.' Julia let Harrison take the receiver from her hand. Asmita's in trouble somewhere, she thought, and I've got to leave her and look for the tiresome Larson creature over at the Health Club.

'Bad news?' Harrison asked.

'I don't know,' Julia said slowly. 'But something's going on.'

In the slatted sunlight, Lucy removed her tennis shoes and tiptoed across the creaking floorboards. It was hot in the pavilion; motes of dust hung in the lifeless air. As she reached the window she dropped to her knees, and then cautiously raised her head to the level of the sill. Beneath the wooden blind was a gap through which she could survey the tennis courts: it was lunchtime, and no one was playing. The spectators' benches and the avenue of silver birches were deserted.

Lucy grinned. She hadn't been followed. This was what she called real detective work; the kind of work she didn't get half enough of in the Force. She glanced at her wrist-watch: 12:56. It was time to find the equipment room, but Lucy found herself drifting into a reverie. It was very warm in the pavilion, and Lucy squatted on her haunches, resting her back against the wall and flapping her tiny pleated skirt. She felt excited, but drowsy. She spread her thighs and placed her fingers against the tight gusset of the white cotton panties: yes, she was wet again. She knew police officers who hated the tension of the job, the stake-outs, the early morning raids, the secret assignations with untrustworthy informants; but Lucy loved every nerve-tingling minute. The silence, the furtiveness, the waiting: to Lucy it was the delicious, lingering foreplay to an explosive climax of action. Her restless fingers gathered the expanse of white cotton that half-covered her suspended buttocks and pulled it into the crack between them. She ran her hands across the exposed taut globes and buried her fingernails in the bunched strip of material, pushing the cloth into the deep tender valley. Then, with little gasps of breath, she teased apart the lips of her sex, pulling on the blonde hairs and rolling back the pink flesh, until the cotton gusset was a bunched and sodden strip almost hidden inside her. Tight, uncomfortable, but very exciting: Lucy felt that her knickers were now just like her favourite situations.

There was something else about this pavilion: it stirred a memory ... Of course! The pavilion at school. It had been a hot, dusty day, like this one, and the room had smelt of wood and sweat and sunlight. Lucy had been playing lacrosse, and had bruised her ankle. Helen, a shy girl who was in Lucy's class but not in her sporty set of friends, had helped Lucy to hobble to the pavilion. Lucy had allowed Helen to stroke her damp brow and to place a get well kiss on the injured ankle; after a long pause filled with sunlight and anxious breathing, she had declined Helen's faltering offer of more kisses.

The two girls had done nothing else. Helen had stammered a few words and had fled, red-faced. But, Lucy realised, in a way that incident had been her First Time: her first tingling enjoyment of yearning, wide eyes, of a face gazing at her in embarrassed longing; the first time she had tasted the sweet pleasure of power over a supplicant suitor.

She stood up, and felt the thin line of her panties bite into her moist crease. She placed the palms of her hands across her jutting breasts, feeling her hard nipples through the material of the sports bra and the tennis shirt. There were three doors at the rear of the pavilion; the middle one bore a sign saying Equipment Room.

The door was padlocked. Almost without thinking, Lucy picked up the nearest suitable tool, a metal croquet hoop, and with one swift movement levered the pad bolt away from the wooden door. She lifted the latch, opened the door and took one step iqto the dark space beyond.

The air was colder. The rear wall of the equipment room was whitewashed brick: the pavilion was built against the perimeter wall of the Health Club's grounds. Lucy's eyes became accustomed to the gloom; she saw rickety cupboards, rolls of netting, stacks of wooden boxes - and a small cloaked figure, standing motionless in a corner. She took another step.

'Your name,' the figure said; a woman's voice.

'Larson - Lucy Larson.' Lucy almost forgot to omit her rank and number. 'Who are you?'

The figure threw back the hood of her cloak. Lucy saw an ethereally pretty face: a pointed chin, rosebud lips, wide cheekbones, startling blue eyes, a halo of long red-brown hair.

'A friend,' the woman said with a smile. 'And an ally, I hope. You broke in here like - a professional, shall we say? I want to trust you. This isn't a trick, but I must know: I think you are not what you seem, and I think that you want to find out the secrets of the Private House. Am I right?'

Lucy knew she had to think quickly. One wrong answer and she might frighten away this beautiful apparition, and lose the only real lead she had so far found. 'Yes,' she said bluntly, 'you're right. But how did you get in here -'

'Hiish! It would take too long to explain. We don't have much time. They'll try to trace me and take me back. They could come at any moment. I heard that you've been asking questions. Do you want to hear what I know about this place?'

Lucy moved towards the cloaked figure, mesmerised by the sparkling eyes and aware of the woman's heavy spicy perfume. She lowered her voice. 'Yes, of course. I want to know everything.'

'Then listen closely.' The woman spoke quickly, with a trace of an American accent. 'The Health Club - the mansion and the grounds, right up to this wall, are only a part of the Private House. The Club's a front, a cover. The House is huge, it butts on to the end of an old castle, and it's in the middle of a vast spread of land on the other side of this wall. Stretches for miles.'

'I saw a park, from the car; and some farmland ...'

That's all part of it. There's a complex organisation, hundreds of staff, unimaginable wealth. And they drag people in. It's impossible to escape. There are armed guards everywhere.'

They kidnap people? And hold them prisoner in this big 'house?'

'You got it.'

'But what for?' Lucy hadn't known what to expect to hear, but she certainly wasn't ready to believe stories of mass kidnapping and a private army. 'Who runs this place? Terrorists? They're holding hostages?'

The woman shook her auburn curls with exasperation. 'No, nothing like that. The whole thing is run by a man who calls himself the Master. I know it sounds crazy! He acts like he's the king of his own little kingdom. The whole thing is set up to serve his sexual requirements. He's a bit weird, if you know what I mean.

Lucy was beginning to wonder whether she was listening to the ramblings of an escapee from a mental hospital. Asmita's hints and behaviour supported the sex angle; perhaps there was a germ of truth in the pretty redhead's story. Maybe she'd been held captive so long that her sense of reality had snapped. 'I know you've probably had unpleasant experiences,' Lucy said, speaking slowly and clearly, 'but can you remember how long you've been held prisoner?'

Two days,' the woman said, and Lucy had to admit that she didn't sound even a little bit confused. 'I'm not losing my mind. You don't believe what I told you about the Master? Take a look at this.'

The woman untied her cloak, turned, and let it drop" to the floor. From her waist to her thighs her skin was crisscrossed with red weals. Lucy overcame the urge to run her fingers across the latticed perfect curves. The woman half-turned, and looked over her shoulder. 'The Master did that, about an hour ago,' she said, with a tremor in her voice that made Lucy feel .weak at the knees. 'Now do you believe me?'

'OK,' Lucy said, is there more?'

'Only this: the Master is some kind of big noise out in the real world, I think. Someone from outside, someone with authority, has got to get inside and collect evidence against him. It's not just the wall and the guards that keep everyone imprisoned; there's also the knowledge that if one of us could escape, and could find anyone to believe the story, the Master has enough power and money to make sure the case could never come to trial. We need the help of a professional evidence-gatherer. Someone like you, perhaps?'

Lucy was lost in thought. Was it possible that Terence Headman knew that his Health Club was being used as a front for an organisation run by a man calling himself the Master? It was unbelievable. But how could he fail to know? Lucy had come to the Health Club on the trail of a handful of missing persons, and she'd unearthed a story about a madhouse - or from a madhouse. She was still suspicious of her auburn informant.

'What do you know about a woman called Julia?' she asked urgently. 'Your height and build, dark hair and eyes?'

'Be careful of her,' replied the woman re-tying the ribbons at the neck of her cloak. 'She's in the Master's Security Corps. I don't know whose side she's on. Ours, I think. But don't tell her anything you know or suspect.'

'I wish I'd known that yesterday,' Lucy said, and then realised that she was falling in with the woman's bizarre story. 'Let's assume I'm interested; how can I get into the Private House?'

The woman laughed. 'By invitation only. You'll get in if the Master thinks you're sexy or useful. Preferably both.'

'So what do I have to do?'

'Let me think. I guess you could try using Julia to carry information. Or disinformation, I should say. You're big, blonde and busty; you'd pass the physical for sure. So spin Julia a line. Tell her you're the wife of some wealthy industrialist; tell her that you're bored and frustrated, that you want excitement and danger. If Julia reports back, that little story should be enough to get you in.'

'And if I can get inside?'

'You're the expert, lady. Gather evidence, and get back out with it, I guess. I'll be there, and I'll help you if I can; But don't even look at me unless I give you the all-clear first, OK?'

'You mean, we have to be alone to talk freely?'

'Alone, and out of microphone range, and away from cameras. I'll tell you when it's safe; otherwise, stay in character and under cover.'

Lucy scanned the walls. 'The pavilion?'

'Don't worry. It's clean.'

'Ah! The avenue of silver birches?'

'Video camera trained right down the middle. You didn't - ?'

'No; I followed your directions.'

'Fine. Well, that's it. They'll be looking for you. You shouldn't have worn the tennis outfit. They'll follow that up. I bet when you get outside you find Julia warming up on the courts. Get out of here - and good luck.'

Lucy made for the door. She turned back. 'What about you?' she said.

'I'll be OK. Leave me here. Get going.'

'I don't even know your name.'

'You'll find out - when you get inside the Private House.'

'Maxine!' Julia's head was spinning. 'For goodness' sake, Maxine, do be quiet, girl! I can't hear myself think.'

It had been another exciting, exhausting day, and Julia couldn't decide whether or not she'd enjoyed it. From the moment she'd woken to find Jem still asleep in her arms, the day had seemed full of omens and portents. Her triumphant morning at the firing range had ended with the news of Asmita's disappearance; her afternoon of incompetent tennis against the invincible Lucy had ended with a humiliating game of sexual forfeits in the dusty pavilion, and Lucy's remarkable assertion that she was the unfulfilled wife of a leading criminal lawyer.

She had returned to her room in the House, with her

face sticky with Lucy's juices and with the imprint of Lucy's tennis racquet on her throbbing bottom, to find Maxine bubbling over with eagerness to know the contents of the letter that had been delivered to Julia's room.

Julia had refused to even look at the letter until she had had a long bath.

'How's the Master's consort today, Miss?' Maxine, patting talcum powder on to Julia's breasts, made yet another attempt to start a conversation.

'I've told you, Maxine, you silly goose. I haven't seen her since first thing this morning.'

They say she's been all over the estate again this afternoon, Miss.'

4Do they. Have your gossip-mongers heard anything about a special punishment session in the dungeon this morning, by any chance?' Anderson's prevarication had made Julia fear the worst.

'I've heard it was pretty nasty, Miss. One of the Master's specials. I don't know who it was he had it in for, though.'

'And Jem was with the Master?' Julia forced herself to ask the question, dreading an affirmative answer.

'Not that I've heard, Miss. Not really her cup of tea, I shouldn't think. She was out and about this afternoon, though. She did a complete tour of the garden, and everyone came out of the temples and summer houses to talk to her, and then she led a whole crowd down to the lake and had everyone rowing about in those little pleasure-boats, you know, and then when John, the Master's chauffeur, appeared in the Rolls to take her back to the Round Tower, she pretended she couldn't hear him. She was in a boat with that bloke Sebastian, who's a servant now, and Rhoda from the airstrip who shouldn't have been there because she was supposed to be on duty, and they were all pretending that they couldn't understand John because he was talking in French, which of course he wasn't, and he was so angry he was hopping up and down on the bank, and everyone was laughing like mad, and even John saw the funny side of it in the end, and when she came ashore she told him to take her to visit the South Farm, so she never did go back to the Round Tower. I'll bet the Master was furious, silly old sod. Oh! Sorry, Miss, I meant no disrespect to the Master, Miss.'

'Don't worry, Maxine. I'm too tired to care. Shall we have a look at that mysterious envelope now?'

'Oh, yes, Miss. I'll fetch it.'

Julia opened the envelope and studied the brief note it contained while Maxine fidgeted in front of her.

'Take off your uniform,' Julia said at last. 'You're going to be a slave, just for this evening. You are required to be naked, except for a collar, shoes and chains round your wrists and ankles. I'm to take you to the Round Tower.'

Julia watched surprise, anxiety and excitement vie for supremacy on the girl's flushed face. 'Is it the Master who wants me, Miss? the maid asked in a tremulous voice.

'Well, of course, Maxine. But I'll come with you. And Jem will be there too.'

'Thank you, Miss. I'm so excited! But will the Master want me to serve him, do you think? What will he do to me?'

Julia unbuttoned the maid's black blouse, and pulled aside the material to caress the white mounds that overflowed the corset's half-cups. 'When he sees these, darling, he'll want to do what all your boyfriends want to do. Although, knowing the Master, I imagine he might decide to tie you up first, or something like that.'

Maxine smiled happily. 'That's all right, then. What about you, Miss?'

'Me? It seems I'm going to be there in my capacity as Jem's bodyguard. I never thought I'd hear myself say it, but I rather hope I won't have to do anything but watch. But tomorrow, Maxine, when I'm feeling a bit less weary, tomorrow I'll claim these beautiful big breasts of yours!'

As it turned out, Julia found that she had very little to do. She knocked at the Master's suite, and the Master himself opened the door. He hardly noticed her, as his bloodshot eyes were instantly fixed on the bounteous charms of Maxine, quivering and wide-eyed in her slave-girl's chains. He grasped her right nipple and led her into the room, leaving Julia to close the door and stand guard just inside it.

Julia didn't notice Jem at first. She was glancing round the room, admiring the tapestries and the ornate carving of the groins of the stone arches, when she noticed a movement above the vast bed that occupied the centre of the room. Suspended from the centre of the ceiling there was a circular chandelier; Jem was tied to the underside of it, spreadeagled within the metal circle like the spokes of a cartwheel. She caught Julia's gaze, grinned, tossed her head, and raised her eyes to the heavens. Julia had to cover her mouth to stifle a giggle.

'Master! Oh, Master!' Jem's musical voice echoed in the vaulting, isn't it about time you let me down from here so I can join in the fun?'

The Master's face was buried between Maxine's luscious breasts, and he seemed not to have heard Jem's question. But Maxine, sprawled against the cushions on the bed, looked up to see her auburn-haired idol hanging from the ceiling.

'Oh! Miss Jem! Whatever are you doing up there?'

The Master covered Maxine's face with his left hand and with the other delivered a series of resounding slaps to the girl's pendulous globes. 'Slaves,' he said, once he had succeeded in bringing tears to her eyes, 'are to be seen, and toyed with, but definitely not to be heard. Don't speak again unless I give you permission. Miss Jem is tied up because it seems that unless I keep her on a leash she has a habit of running off; she is above the bed so that she has a bird's eye view of the entertainment she's not allowed to participate in. No doubt I will relent at some point and bring her down; I suspect that I will require her to flog you while I'm fucking your wondrous cleavage. Now stop snivelling and undress me.'

During the evening Julia stood and watched while the Master organised a succession of games. He lay on his back, staring up at Jem over Maxine's swivelling bottom and squeezing the girl's dangling breasts as she crouched over him and licked his member to its first orgasm of the evening.

While Maxine refilled his glass with brandy and soda he turned the handle, next to the bed, that lowered the chandelier, and released Jem, kissing her passionately before she had time to stretch her limbs. Propped against a pile of cushions, he sipped his drink while Maxine kelt between his outstretched legs, under orders to stimulate his flaccid organ by massaging it with her rose-tipped mounds. Jem, in basque and stockings the colour of peonies, was told to encourage Maxine with occasional use of the Master's riding crop. Maxine obeyed her orders conscientiously, but Julia could see that she spent much of her time looking over her shoulder to smile at Jem, wiggling her plump bottom to invite another swipe. Julia began to feel decidedly left out of the fun.

The Master's second spurt came in the deep valley between Maxine's breasts, his gaze fixed on Jem as she lashed Maxine's bottom in time with the Master's grunts of breath.

As far as Julia could tell the Master's energy was failing now. After another drink, and a brief rest during which he lay with his head on Maxine's chest and with Jem's arms encircling his waist, he seemed content to amuse himself with decorating Maxine's body. He sat on the edge of the bed, and Jem knelt between his legs trying to breathe some life into his exhausted member. Maxine stood in front of him, biting her lip as he experimented with the placing of an array of bejewelled clips, silver clamps and gold chains. When Maxine was festooned with glittering chains, he leaned back to view the effect - and fell asleep.

Jem lifted his legs on to the bed, and covered his body with a blanket. He murmured something about having her flogged, and she kissed his forehead. He began to snore softly.

The three women looked at each other. 'We could kill him now,' Jem whispered, and then grinned. 'Only joking. I'm not sure I could do it, anyway. Let's go to bed.'

'I thought you'd never ask, darling,' Julia said.

'Should I come, too, Miss?' Maxine said. 'Only, I'd like to take these bloody chains off, if that's all right, because my nipples are ever so sore.'

Julia hugged Jem. She felt a wave of affection for her lovely friend and her dear maid. Take them all off, Maxine, and go back to my room. Stay there until I return, but don't wait up for me. I've a lot of things to discuss with Jem.'

'What sort of things?' Jem said, when her lips parted at last from Julia's. They were in Jem's chamber, in bed.

T love being your bodyguard,' Julia said, her mouth nuzzling Jem's crinkled nipples. 'And I especially like guarding these bits of your body. Oh, yes, that's nice. Put another finger in, Jem, my sweet. You're terribly good to me.'

'What have we got to discuss, Jules?' Jem's fingers pushed more deeply into Julia to emphasise each word.

'Don't be jealous, Jem. But I'm rather worried about a colleague. A field operative. Her name's Asmita, and she's such a young thing ...'

'I heard about that. Our glorious Master had her punished it seems. She's being kept in the dungeon.'

'Why, Jem? What's she supposed to have done?'

'You know His Majesty. She's done nothing, as far as I can make out. I don't know what I can do, Jules. I'll try to find out where they're keeping her.'

Julia sucked Jem's left nipple for a moment, trying to order her swirling thoughts. 'There's someone else,' she said at last.

'Julia! And I thought I was the mistress of your heart!'

4Oh, you are, Jem, you truly are, you silly thing. I mean there's someone else I'm worried about. You remember I told you about Lucy Larson, the woman at the Club who was asking too many questions?'

'Sure I remember,' Jem said with a strange smile.

'Well, today she told me that she's the wife of a lawyer: an important lawyer, a fraud specialist, very well-to-do. And she said he's useless in bed, and she's desperate for some nooky, whatever that may mean.'

'She sounds like the Master's kind of lady.'

'But it can't be true, can it, Jem? Or can it? I don't think

I believe a word of it. She doesn't seem to me like the bored wife of a high-flying barrister. Quite frankly, Jem, she's far too common.'

Jem burst out laughing, and then smothered Julia's face with little kisses, i adore you, Jules. Hell, I don't know. My advice is that you should file a report that recommends bringing her in. If she's what she says she is, the Master's gained a valuable asset. If she isn't, well, the Master and Chief Anderson have ways of detecting wolves in sheep's clothing. I guess I'm lucky the Master brought me in through the green channel.'

Later, as Julia went to sleep with her face pressed against Jem's spicy skin, she wondered briefly what her lover had meant by that last remark. Then she reminded herself to file a report about Lucy as soon as she woke up. And then she slept.

a

Day 6: Friday

The room was still in darkness, but there were strips of grey light around the heavy curtains. Lucy fumbled for her watch and squinted at the dial. Late for breakfast again! Her head sank into the pillows and she tried to muster some enthusiasm for getting up.

Neither Asmita nor Julia had been in the Club the previous evening. Lucy had stayed up late, failing to follow the plot of a murder mystery video. She hated to go to bed alone, and waking up alone wasn't much better. And she suddenly realised she wasn't alone.

Black-jacketed figures moved in the shadows near the door. There was a click, a soft hiss that sounded as loud as an explosion in the silent bedroom, and Lucy felt a sharp pain in her thigh.

Her training took over. Adrenalin flowed. She rolled off the bed, putting the divan between her and the intruders. She clenched her fists, ready to spring into a fight. She felt something small and hard attached to her thigh; her legs were heavy, she couldn't move them; her eyes could not focus. The dark figures were closing in, but not as fast as the black clouds of sleep that overwhelmed her.

There was a knock on the door. Jem opened one eye, and reached for Julia, but she was alone in the bed. Jem was glad she didn't have to keep Security hours. She shook her head, stretched her arms, and ruffled her hair. 'Come in!' she called.

Maxine, in her maid's uniform, opened the door. 'Morning, Miss Jem,' she said. Jem grinned; the maid was shy and nervous, but kept glancing at Jem's body.

'Come here and kiss me, Maxine,' Jem said, patting the bed. The maid approached hesitantly, and sat on the edge of the mattress. Jem pulled her closer, gently tugging her dark curls until her soft lips met Jem's urgent kiss. The girl shivered and closed her brown eyes as Jem's tongue entered her mouth and Jem's fingers started to unbutton her blouse.

Jem's hands fondled the diminutive black lace cups of the maid's corset, squeezing and lifting the weight of Maxi-ne's breasts. She placed a trail of kisses along the girl's jawline until she reached her ear. 'Julia's told me what she's going to do with these tits,' she whispered.

Jem expected giggles, or an anxious 'Will it hurt, Miss?'; but Maxine sighed and pushed her nipples against Jem's hands. 'Are you going to watch, Miss Jem?' she sighed.

'Would you like me to?' Jem buried her face in the maid's neck, nibbling her earlobe in time with pinching her nipples.

'Oh - Oh, yes, please, Miss,' Maxine said between little gasps.

Jem pulled away to look at the maid's flushed face. 'Well, I'd love to watch, if Julia'll let me,' she said. 'I guess I could help. I could keep you still; hold your wrists, maybe, and sit on your face to keep you quiet.'

Maxine was speechless with joy. Jem twisted her nipples, and felt a surge of pleasure as the maid's eyes widened still further in response. Tell me, Maxine, where's Jenny?'

'Jenny, Miss?'

'My maid. She should be here, shouldn't she?'

'I couldn't say, Miss - honest!' The girl was patently lying, but Jem reluctantly loosened her grip. 'And I've got instructions from the Master, Miss, for you.'

'Oh dear,' Jem said ironically. 'Let me guess: he demands my presence in his chambers immediately.'

'That's right, Miss. I'm to tell him you're on your way to him, just as soon as I've dressed you.'

'I'll tell you what,' Jem said, licking Maxine's nipples until she thought the mafd might swoon with delight, i'll dress myself, while you fetch some ribbon.'

'Ribbon, Miss?'

'Wide ribbon, Maxine. Black, if possible. As much as you can find. And a pair of scissors.'

She jumped out of bed, leaving Maxine to refasten her blouse and hurry from the room with frequent backward glances at Jem's naked form.

Having showered and applied her make-up, Jem went to the wardrobe and selected another of the costumes that Rhoda had provided. She clipped on a tiny front-fastening bra and a thin suspender belt, both in plain cream silk; then she slipped on a matching pair of French knickers and sheer stockings. She added a necklace of pearls, and earrings with pendant pearl clusters, burgundy ankle boots and matching kid leather gloves. Over the back of a chair she laid a long wine-red cloak.

She was enjoying the sensation of rotating her leather-encased fingertips round her silk-covered nipples when Maxine returned, carrying three rolls of black ribbon and a pair of pinking shears. Jem continued to tease her crinkled tips while Maxine stood uncertainly in the doorway, her eyes fixed enviously on Jem's fingers.

'Miss?' Maxine said. 'Shall I tell the Master you're on your way now, Miss?'

'I don't think so, Maxine. Close the door and get undressed.'

'But, Miss - The Master -'

'Do as you're told, girl. Take your clothes off. But leave on your corset and your stockings.' Jem cupped her silk-clad breasts and lifted them towards the maid, who gulped and hurried to obey.

As Maxine undressed Jem watched, and cut ribbon into assorted lengths. This kid's got a fantastic body, she was thinking as she estimated the amount of ribbons she would need and revelled in the anticipatory tightening of her stomach. A fantastic body, and gorgeous tits, bigger and better even than the athletic-looking Lucy Larson's pointed, thrusting pair. Maxine's body gave no hint of strenuous activity: her breasts were heavy, pendulous, pear-shaped and languorous, made for squeezing and nuzzling. They would be too soft for a riding crop, Jem considered without pausing to be surprised at her own thoughts, but ideal for a thin, whippy cane. Jem pictured the pale globes streaked with the red lines of cane strokes, and then laughed softly, self-deprecatingly, when1 she realised where her train of thought had taken her.

Ts there - Is there something wrong, Miss?' Maxine was standing in the correct position, her hands behind her back and her stockinged legs parted so that there was a hand's breadth between the tops of her chubby white thighs. With her waist clinched by the corset, her bosom and hips flared out to make a perfect hourglass shape, the curves of pale skin accentuated by the blackness of the basque, suspenders and stockings.

'Hell, no, Maxine,' Jem said, 'I'm not laughing at you. Just at me. I'm going crazy. I was thinking I'd like to cane your breasts.'

'Oh, yes please, Miss Jem. Shall I fetch a cane?'

'Not right now, honey. We don't have time. Just tell me if you like to feel those cute nipples pressed up against a cold, hard surface.'

'Of course, Miss,' Maxine replied dutifully.

'Then lie along the coffee table. No, fetch a pillow from the bed. Now hold it across that bushy black triangle of yours, and get yourself across that table.'

Maxine lowered herself on to the table top. Her hand extended beyond one end of it, and her long black hair almost touched the floor; at the other end of the table her dimpled arse was uplifted by the pillow beneath her pelvis. Her breasts, flattened against the polished surface, formed circles of flesh at the sides of her ribcage. Her hands rested on the floor, and her legs extended behind her.

'Are you going to punish me, Miss?'

'Don't tempt me, girl. No, I'm going to tie you up.'

'Why, Miss?'

'You impudent servant!' Jem laughed, delivering to Maxine's left buttock a sharp slap that turned into a lingering caress. 'If you must know, it's because I'm not going to keep that date with the Master. So I'm doing this for your own protection, you see, and for the cameras. You'll be able to say that I overpowered you, and left you bound and helpless and unable to report that I'd gone out. Now be quiet, move your legs forward so your ankles are just outside the table legs, and for goodness' sake keep still.'

Maxine bent her knees and shuffled her feet up to the legs of the table. Jem watched in silent admiration as the girl's arse curved into two soft moons and parted to reveal the funnel of pink skin at the heart of the deep dark furrow, and the plump split bulge of her sex below. She whistled appreciatively with an indrawn breath, and knelt to tie a length of ribbon between the maid's legs. She tied the ends of the ribbon tightly to the ankles, but left enough slack to allow the legs to move. She moved to the other end of the table and tied Maxine's wrists in the same way.

if you don't mind me saying so, Miss,' the maid said, 'this isn't much good as an alibi. I mean, I can still move my feet, so I can get up. And I can move my hands to untie the knots.'

i'm not through yet, Maxine. Now just you make sure you keep your feet and hands on the outside of the table legs, OK, and not between them.'

Jem looped a long piece of ribbon round the girl's left elbow and left knee, and pulled it tight. She did the same on the girl's right side, and then returned to the left side to tighten the loop further. She continued like this, tightening first one side and then the other, until Maxine's hands were pulled immovably against the table's front legs, her ankles were similarly wedged against the two back legs, and her elbows and knees almost met below the right and left edges of the table. The maid's arse was now even more rounded, and her sex pouch, hanging in the air beyond the end of the table, was split open to reveal the pink and glistening inner lips.

Jem wanted to get away quickly, but she couldn't resist running her hands across the taut globes, drawing a fingertip down the gaping furrow, caressing the blue-veined tender skin between the stocking-tops and the fleshy, dark-haired lips, and then finally thrusting her gloved fingers into the pale, slick interior.

'You're very wet, Maxine,' she said, tapping the first finger of her other hand against the girl's stretched sphincter.

'Yes, Miss,' Maxine managed to say. Thank you Miss. This is lovely. And now I can't move at all.

'Good,' Jem said, slowly withdrawing her fingers, the red leather darkly stained with Maxine's secretions. 'But there's still a whole bunch of ribbon to use up. Let me see now ...'

She threaded ribbon from an uncut roll beneath the table top, and pulled it across the small of Maxine's corset-ted back; she repeated the operation several times, and pulled the ribbon as tight as she could. Maxine complained that sjie couldn't breathe. Jem took no notice, and ran more bands of ribbon across the maid's back, this time looping the material under the bands that ran between the girl's elbows and knees. When she pulled the ribbon tight, pressing her knee into Maxine's spine for maximum leverage, the girl's limbs were pulled together under the table and its legs creaked ominously under the strain.

Jem stood back to admire her work. Maxine's buttocks rose like white balloons from a cocoon of black stockings, black corset, black suspenders and a mesh of criss-crossing black ribbons. Jem put her lips to the girl's split sex, savouring the salty liquid that dripped on to her tongue, picked up her cloak, and made for the door.

'Miss?'

Jem turned in the doorway. 'Yes, Maxine?'

Thank you for tying me up, Miss. I've enjoyed it, especially as it's you that's done it, and I'm very grateful to you for trying to protect me from the Master.'

'But?'

'But he'll punish me anyway, Miss, for letting you go.' Maxine started to sob quietly, the heaving of her lungs creating no discernible movement of her tightly-bound backside.

Jem returned to the table, and ran her fingers round the bulbous edges of Maxine's squashed breasts. The maid was completely helpless, unable to move an inch. Jem realised that she could do anything to the girl. Power corrupts, and

it feels kind of good, she thought. She made a ball of tightly-wound ribbon, grabbed Maxine's hair, pulled up her head, and pushed the home-made gag into her mouth. She wound more ribbon round the lower half of the girl's face. 'Still breathe OK?' she said. Maxine nodded.

'I really have to go now, Maxine. I'd love to stay here and play, but I just can't. I'm relying on you to tell a good story, child, so you just make sure the Master hasn't got any good reason to punish you. Come and see me again this evening. If you've got stripes on that gorgeous butt, I promise you I'll count them and give you twice as many on your breasts, you understand? So you tell a good story.'

Jem stopped in the doorway for one final glance at the trussed maid, who was gazing at her with adoring eyes; then she fled.

The note must have been pushed under the door: Julia knew that she hadn't left or dropped the folded paper at the bottom of her locker. She unfolded it.

Dear Julia

I just loved what you did to Goltz. You're terrific, and if you want to get some extra practice any time, I'll be your sparring partner. You can throw me and knock me over as often as you like. I wont mind. In fact, I'd love it. You can sit on top of me and grind your knees into my muscles and twist my legs and anything painful you want to do. Afterwards I'll lick all the sweat off your body and then I'll beg your permission to let me lick every little bit between your legs and right inside you as far as my tongue will reach.

That was all. The note was unsigned. Julia was unsure whether she should feel honoured or uneasy. She was still trying to work out which of her fellow trainees might be her unusual admirer when the tall figure of Ruby, a willowy black girl, entered the locker room.

'Hello, Ruby,' Julia said, distractedly. 'It looks as though the weather's changed for the worse.'

'Julia. I'm glad I've found you alone.' Julia looked up to see Ruby staring at her; then, as if she had reached a difficult decision, the tall girl marched towards Julia and stood beside her, looking down into her face with troubled, searching eyes. Ruby's small round breasts were rising and falling rapidly beneath her thin cotton sports vest. She put an arm round Julia's waist and pulled her close.

'Ruby!' Julia spluttered, laughing and enjoying the soft full lips that the black girl pressed against hers. 'What's going on? My dear, this is so sudden!'

'The whole class is in love with you, Julia, don't tell me you don't know that. It's just that I'm the only one with the guts to tell you. The way you fixed that bitch Goltz -we all think you're the greatest.'

Julia was perplexed, amazed, almost speechless, but also rather pleased. 'Gosh, Ruby. I don't know what to say ...' She looked up into the other woman's almond-shaped eyes.

'Just tell me one thing, Julia,' Ruby said very quietly. 'Do you ever feel naughty? I mean, as if you think you need a little corrective treatment?'

Julia felt a shiver travel down her spine, and it wasn't simply because Ruby had slipped her hand under the skirt of Julia's tunic and was dragging her fingernails across Julia's left buttock.

'Oh, Ruby ...' Julia pressed her body against Ruby's wiry frame and waited for the inevitable. A loud smack echoed in the locker room, and a fiery glow spread across Julia's bottom.

'If I had your arse to play with,' Ruby whispered, 'I would never spank anyone else ever again. I swear it, lover.' She tried to turn Julia in order to strike the other cheek.

Julia pulled away. 'Stop it, Ruby, please. You're very sweet, and I'm dreadfully flattered, but I just can't be yours.'

Ruby's eyes narrowed. 'You chasing after that new woman of the Master's? He won't let you have her. And she won't stick around' any longer than any of the others. And she won't smack your bottom like I can.'

Julia had a momentary vision of herself upended across Jem's lap, and decided that she liked the idea, it's not anything to do with Jem, Ruby,' she lied.

i want you so bad, Julia you little slut.' Ruby was quivering with emotion. 'And you're trying to make an idiot out of me. I won't come begging, Julia, I won't. I'm just telling you, you'll be my naughty girl and no one else's.'

Julia stood on tiptoe and kissed Ruby's cheek. 'Don't be silly, Ruby. I'm too old for you, for one thing. You'd wear me out! And if it's true that everyone in the class wants me, just think how unpopular we'd be if I were to become your own naughty little girl.'

Ruby's face softened, and her hand stole back to fondle Julia's bottom, i suppose you're right,' she said.

'Of course I'm right,' Julia said, resting her head between Ruby's firm breasts. 'You've got a room in one of the Mill buildings, haven't you? Down by the stream?'

'That's right,' Ruby murmured, her fingers tugging at the tiny curls in the cleft between Julia's buttocks.

Julia moaned, and pressed her face into Ruby's right breast. 'Here's a promise,' she said, pulling Ruby's face to hers. 'Before I leave the Private House, I'll come and be naughty for you in your room at the Mill.'

Ruby smiled triumphantly, turned and strode away.

But before then, Julia thought, I'll be naughty for Jem as often as she wants me to be. I hope she wants to be naughty for me too.

A note pinned to the noticeboard had ordered all first-level trainees to report to Lecture Room 5. When Julia arrived she found that her classmates had already filled the tiers of seats: she was confronted by a phalanx of black leather tunics. Fraser and Lawrence were jostling for a space next to one of the few empty seats, and both were frantically gesturing to her to join them. Along the back row Ruby, Manfred and Violet - the latter licking her lips and kneading her leather-encased breasts - were trying to catch Julia's eye and shuffling to make room for her to sit next to each of them. Julia smiled at everyone and sat in a vacant seat in the front row; after a couple of seconds she gently removed from her thigh the hand of Imogen, the Nordic beauty who was sitting beside her and gazing fixedly at the roller blackboard behind the lecturer's desk.

Instructor Dawkin, a buxom brunette in a brief white lab coat, entered the room and waited for silence to assert itself, in view of the continuing absence of Instructor Goltz,' she began and waited until the cheers and whistles had subsided, 'unarmed combat training has been postponed. Instead I will instruct you in the use of the electronic contact weapon known as the buzzer. This is part of your standard equipment. Are you all in full uniform? Good. Then each of you should find a heavy cube in a black plastic case attached to the left-hand side of your belt, or the right side if you're left-handed. This is your buzzer's power pack.

Julia's left hand dropped automatically to the black box, and she looked up to see that the Instructor had placed a similar box on the desk.

'You will see,' Dawkin said, 'that on top of the cube there are three buttons - green, white and red - and two small warning lights, neither of which should be glowing at the moment. The green button is for use when recharging the power supply, a procedure that I'll describe later. The white button tests the power level. Would you all press it now, please.'

Julia pressed the white button on the box at her side. One of the lights glowed amber, if the warning light flickers or, worse still, fails to light altogether, your power pack needs recharging or may be defective. You must use the white button to test your power pack each time you put on your belt and each time you go on duty. Report a low charge level immediately. I hope that all of you have fully charged packs at the moment.'

There were murmurs of assent. 'Oh good,' Instructor Dawkin said, smiling atjast. She moved to the side of the desk and leant against it so that her hip strained against the thin white cotton fabric. The class fell silent. Julia smiled, charmed and impressed by this novel method of classroom control.

'Now,' Dawkin continued, 'press the white button again to end the test, and then press the red button.'

After a brief frenzy of button-pushing, the room fell silent. Instructor Dawkin tilted her head, her eyes questioning. In her hand she held the thin cylinder of a buzzer, connected by a thin flex to the box on the desk. And on the box, the red warning light was glowing brightly.

A crescendo of baffled complaints arose throughout the room: not one of the trainees had a power pack with a glowing red light.

'The red light indicates that the buzzer is working,' Dawkin announced smugly. 'But your buzzer won't work while it's in its holster. We call this a safety measure. You have all failed to turn your buzzers on and - wait for it, you eager ones at the back - before you turn them on, you need to know how to handle your buzzers. Now concentrate: look at the position of the holster on your belt.'

Julia tore her gaze from the Instructor's pretty blue eyes that were so much like Jem's and removed Imogen's hand, which had returned to her thigh and had started to slide under the skirt of her tunic. She looked down at her belt.

'In front of your pistol holster you'll find a long, thin pouch of black leather,' Dawkin said. 'This is your buzzer holster. You'll see a hard cylinder, about two centimetres in diameter and covered with black leather, protruding upwards out of the holster. That is the handle bf your buzzer. Has everyone located it?'

There were murmurs of assent. 'Good. Now, don't touch the red button on your power pack; just hold your buzzer by its handle and pull it upwards out of its holster.'

Julia joined the chorus of surprised exclamations: the lower half of the buzzer, contained within the holster, was bright red. The buzzer remained connected to the belt by a thin flex that unreeled as the cylinder was pulled away from its holster.

'The red part of the buzzer is the business end,' Dawkin said. 'Don't ever touch it. And now, holding your buzzer only by the black handle, press the red button on your power pack.'

This time every red light in the room came alight. 'Your buzzer is now ready to operate,' Dawkin said, stifling a feigned yawn. Tt will discharge electric current when touched against an earthed object or person. And now to demonstrate the various ways in which the buzzer can be used, I need a willing assistant. This is where the fun starts,' she nodded with a wide smile and a glance that swept across the class. 'Perhaps you'd all like to elect someone?'

Julia's heart sank. There were times when she was sure she preferred anonymity to celebrity. She had a strong suspicion that she would be the unanimous choice of her classmates, and her worst fears were immediately realised as the whispers of her name united and expanded into a rhythmic chant of 'Ju-lia, Ju-lia!'

Once again she lifted Imogen's hand from her thigh; she stood, turned, bowed to the class, glanced at Dawkin to make sure that the Instructor had taken note of Julia's most fetching aspect, and stepped on to the dais. Dawkin extended a hand, pulled Julia towards her, and to the cheers of the class pressed her lips to Julia's mouth. The Instructor had noticed Julia's cheeky bow: behind Julia's back, out of sight of the trainees, Dawkin's palm cupped Julia's left buttock and squeezed it affectionately. Julia made the quietest of moans, and pushed her tongue into Dawkin's mouth. Simultaneously they began to laugh, and the Instructor pulled her face away. 'I was hoping they'd choose you,' she said, giving Julia a final hug. 'You've got the prettiest arse in the whole of the Security Corps, and I've heard so much about you.'

The Instructor turned to face the class. 'Well!' she said, her eyes sparkling. 'I'm not surprised you chose Julia, I must say. No doubt you're all keen to see her being thoroughly buzzed.' There was prolonged shouting and cheering. 'In that case I'ip going to disappoint you,' Dawkin said at last. 'Julia will be Chief Buzzer. And now I'd like a few volunteers to be her victims.'

There was a second of silence, and then hands and voices were hurled into the air as if every trainee in the room had just scored a winning goal. Ignoring the hubbub, Dawkin turned to Julia with her eyes wide in mock-surprise. Julia smiled happily and could only shrug.

After several minutes of commotion Dawkin selected Manfred and Vicki, who were making the most noise, and Imogen, perhaps because she remained so perversely silent and stared at Julia as if the intensity of the pale blue light in her eyes could start a bush fire between Julia's thighs.

The chosen three left their seats and formed a line on the dais: Vicki, small and vivacious, with brown ringlets and irrepressible giggles; Manfred, tall and burly, a comic-book superhero in cinched tunic over rippling muscles, with a bristling moustache, a face red with excitement, and an unmissable bulge contained in the black gauze pouch beneath the inverted V of his tunic front; and Imogen, with her pale skin, blue eyes, and fringe of white-blonde hair, still and emotionless except for the rapid rise and fall of her substantial bosom beneath its covering of soft, taut leather.

Dawkin picked up the buzzer from the desk and passed it to Julia. 'Hold it carefully,' the Instructor reminded her. 'Remember not to touch the red part. The class will note that this model has an especially long lead for demonstration purposes.'

Julia took the buzzer between finger and thumb. 'Look at the handle, Julia,' Dawkin said. 'You'll see that it's divided into two; it can be pulled apart. When the handle is pushed together, as it normally is, it delivers its maximum charge. Anyone touched by the red part would receive a serious shock: enough to disorient an assailant for several seconds. Now, Julia, pull the two parts of the handle apart, as far as they will go.'

Julia pulled. A gap appeared in the black handle, its two parts remaining connected by a metal spindle. 'The buzzer is now set for minimum shock,' Dawkin said. 'Julia, touch Vicki with the red tip.'

Vicki's eyes widened as Julia extended her hand and then, with a tentative prod, touched the buzzer against

Vicki's arm, on the bare skin between tunic shoulder and lace glove. The girl jumped, squealed, and burst into a fit of giggling, it tickles!' she spluttered.

Tush the handle together a little,' Dawkin suggested, 'and try again.' Julia adjusted the handle; Vicki, looking from side to side as if it might be possible to conceal her movements, unzipped her tunic to reveal her left breast. 'Right on the button, please, Julia,' she said, to whoops of approval from the class.

Nonchalantly, Julia touched the buzzer to the proffered nipple. Vicki shivered violently, and her hand flew to her breast. 'How was that, Vicki?' Dawkin asked.

Vicki thought for a moment before replying. 'A bit nasty,' she said. 'But, on the other hand, rather nice too. Maybe I'd better try it again?'

Dawkin ignored her. 'As I'm sure you've all heard,' she was saying, 'the buzzer can be a source of innocent pleasure, and one of the less messy instruments of interrogation, as well as an effective close combat weapon. We'll now have another demonstration of the buzzer's versatility: Vicki, would you put your tits away and do something useful? Remove Manfred's G-string.'

Vicki made rather a meal of revealing Manfred's manhood, Julia thought; almost literally, in fact, as the girl knelt in front of him and licked his upright shaft as she peeled the black gauze down his muscular thighs.

'That's enough, Vicki,' Dawkin said. 'Water conducts electricity, you know. Now, Julia: I'd like you to use your buzzer on Manfred's cock.'

Julia looked at the young man, and saw both fear and lust in his face. Reassuringly, she used her left hand to caress his silk-smooth hardness to its maximum vertical stiffness; then, without warning, she placed the red tip of the buzzer mid-way up the veined stem.

Manfred gasped, jumped backward, stumbled, shook his head while his member twitched spasmodically.

'How did that feel?' Dawkin asked.

'Like an orgasm with a kick,' he said. 'Wow! Do that again, Julia, hey?'

Julia looked at the Instructor. Dawkin nodded, and leant towards her. Touch his balls this time,' Dawkin whispered, as Vicki administered mouth-to-manhood resuscitation. Julia waited until Vicki's mouth had roamed all over Manfred's sexual equipment, and this time, without preamble, she extended the buzzer and brought it up sharply between his two wet, dangling testicles.

For a moment he was wide-eyed and speechless with shock. Then he howled, and hopped from foot to foot, his penis monstrously erect and swinging like a thick purple metronome. 'Julia!' he hissed between clenched teeth. 'Julia, I love you! Do it again!'

'No, Manfred,' Dawkin said. 'Enough is enough. I think the class have been able to see that the buzzer can be adjusted to give different levels of electric shock.'

Manfred shuffled towards Julia, his eyes pleading with her to use the buzzer again. She shook her head and instead grasped his thick hardness; using it to pull him to the edge of the dais. She transferred his member to Vicki's eager fingers, and pushed the two of them into an embrace. As they kissed, Julia turned them so that Vicki's back was to the class, and she folded up the stiff short skirt of the girl's tunic so that the class could see the whole of her dimpled bottom. Julia inserted her hand between Vicki's thighs, and the girl, with one arm round Manfred's body and the other hand slowly pumping his prick, unthinkingly parted her legs and pushed her bottom out to meet Julia's caress. Julia stroked Vicki's pouting sex for a few moments and then, with a wink at the spellbound trainees, thrust the buzzer upwards between the girl's thighs. Vicki's muffled shriek was drowned by the laughter of the class as her arse-cheeks contracted and relaxed in spasms like the doors of a demented lift.

'Julia!' Dawkin said, trying to sound angry. This is no time for horseplay. We haven't finished demonstrating the uses of the buzzer. Imogen has been waiting very patiently for her turn. Take off your tunic, Imogen, my dear.'

The statuesque blonde looked forbidding, and untouchable even when naked except for her collar, boots and gloves. But when Dawkin told Julia to turn the buzzer down to the minimum setting, an expression of disappointment appeared on her pale pink lips. The Instructor ignored it. 'You will find, Julia,' she said, 'that as well as moving apart, the handle can be twisted. The top half of the handle can be turned round; you can feel a series of clicks as you turn it. Can all the class see that? Good. This controls the number and frequency of buzzes. The normal setting is for just one buzz: usually that's all you need to disable an opponent, and there's no point in wasting the charge in your power pack. Multiple buzzes tend to be for, shall we say, recreational use? Imogen, would you climb on to the table? On your hands and knees, please.'

The blonde's impassive eyes remained fixed on Julia's face as the Instructor helped her on to the desk and positioned her so that she was sideways to the class. There were whistles as the trainees appreciated the firm heaviness of her hanging breasts, the slim curve of her arched body, and the round perfection of her white bottom. Julia reached out to touch the crinkled pink tips of Imogen's dangling boobs, and a smile appeared at last on the blonde's uplifted face.

The Instructor was standing at Imogen's rear end. 'Bring the buzzer here, Julia,' she said. 'You've used a vibrator, of course?' Julia nodded briefly; after just one visit to the Private House she was well acquainted with a wide variety of such implements. 'On this setting, the buzzer is very similar. I'd like you to fuck Imogen with it, please.'

The class fell silent. Imogen lowered her head so that her face was hidden behind a curtain of pale hair and her arse was lifted higher into the air. Julia touched the tip of the buzzer to the top of the blonde's right thigh, and felt a series of regular tiny vibrations in the handle as the device administered little shocks to the pale flesh. The vibrations ceased as soon as she lifted the buzzer from Imogen's skin. The blonde remained completely still.

Julia smiled at her classmates, at the same time planning her next moves. She had put on a number of performances like this during her previous visit to the House, and she saw no reason not to provide a good show for both Imogen and her audience. She ran the buzzer quickly down the cleft between Imogen's buttocks; the blonde shivered almost imperceptibly, and Julia started to concentrate her attentions to the plump curving slit, using her left hand to smooth aside the blonde curls and ease apart the quivering lips.

Imogen's interior gleamed wetly pink. Julia moved the buzzer back and forth, sometimes using it to trace the edges of the outer or inner labia, sometimes touching it briefly against the hood of the clitoris. The blonde's body was trembling now, but it was only when Julia pushed the buzzer between the moist inner lips that Imogen moaned and started to move her hips, pushing her bottom back to meet Julia's insistent thrusts.

'Would you say that the buzzer is well lubricated now, Julia?' Dawkin asked. Julia nodded, grinning. 'Be careful not to let the moisture reach the handle,' the Instructor went on. 'Now remove it and stand back a moment.' Julia did so, running her hand across the soft curves of Imogen's buttocks, which were covered with a film of cool perspiration.

'And now the other orifice, please, Julia,' Dawkin said; and Julia applied the buzzer again, spiralling the red tip into the puckered well between the blonde's arse-cheeks, and finally pushing it gently and slowly into the round hole. She stood back again, leaving the buzzer embedded in Imogen's bottom, its tail of flex flicking up rhythmically as the blonde's body gave a little jerk with each shock.

The class broke into applause, and Julia bowed. 'Let's finish the job, shall we?' Dawkin said. 'Take out your own buzzer, Julia. Check the power. Very good. Now turn it to minimum charge and maximum frequency, that's right -and put it into Imogen.' The Instructor's calm voice was at last becoming breathy with excitement. Julia felt Dawkin's hand against her bottom, pushing her forward urgently, and as Julia lifted her buzzer between Imogen's widely parted thighs, the Instructor's fingers slid between Julia's cheeks and pushed into her humid slit.

When Julia's buzzer touched Imogen's wet labia the blonde's twitching increased, and Julia had only to hold the handle steady, lifting the red probe very gradually, for every part of Imogen's gaping sex to touch against it, each touch provoking a further spasm. 'Stick it right in!' Dawkin said, all pretence of scientific detachment now absent from her quavering voice.

'What about getting moisture on the handle?' Julia said absently, her eyes fixed on the shivering blonde's body.

'Damn it, who cares?' Dawkin said, almost savagely, and then, recovering her poise a little, she added, 'Just be careful, and remember to pull it out by the flex.'

With one finger, Julia pushed her buzzer upwards until the entire cylinder disappeared into Imogen's quivering pouch. As her finger touched the blonde's dripping lips she felt a sudden tingle, and pulled away quickly, cursing inwardly because she feared the brisk movement might have ruined the finale of the demonstration. But all eyes were on Imogen, whose entire frame was now shaking rhythmically. She lifted her head at last: her lips were parted, her blue eyes wide, her face flushed and her breath coming in ragged gasps that grew louder and harsher with each spasm of her body, matching the twitching of her two tails of black flex.

Julia and Instructor Dawkin stepped forward to acknowledge the applause of the class, while on the desk behind them Imogen's gasps ran together into a long keening cry of pleasure as she experienced a succession of orgasms.

With the cheers of her classmates ringing in her ears, Julia's thoughts once again strayed to her new-found auburn-haired friend and lover, and she reflected that, all things considered, she was happier than she had ever been.

Breakfast.

I'm late for breakfast.

Time to get up ...

With a start, Lucy remembered: dark figures in the bedroom, a shot in the thigh, blackness closing in.

She opened her eyes. As she expected, she was no longer in her room in the Health Club. She was on a low bed in a featureless, windowless room with grey walls. She immediately recognised it as a prison cell. She was naked except for leather bands around her wrists; each band was connected by a chain to an iron ring set into the wall at the head of the bed. Instinctively, she yanked at the chains, and was not surprised to find that the gesture was futile.

As if in response to Lucy's attempts to break free, the door opened. A man and a woman entered the room, closed the door behind them, and stood looking at Lucy. Both were tall and expressionless, and they wore similar short uniforms of black leather, with wide belts bearing holsters and strangely-shaped pockets. Each carried, from a loop around the right wrist, a short whip of plaited leather. The woman's triangle of pubic curls was exposed by the cut of the front of her tunic, while the man's sexual equipment was visible through a covering of thin black gauze. Lucy had never seen anyone dressed in such outlandish costumes, but she immediately recognised them as enforcers of a system of rules. It takes one to know one was the thought that flitted through her befuddled mind.

'Where am I?' she shouted, wincing at the harsh sound of her own voice and aware that she would inevitably produce a stream of cliches that her jailers had heard a hundred times before. 'You can't do this to me, I'm a - a respectable woman,' she ended lamely. What am I doing? she said to herself. I almost admitted I'm a police officer. That would have blown the whole operation. What operation, anyway? Yes, of course, that's it, I wanted to get inside the real Private House. And now I've succeeded, or at least I've started to succeed. 'Where the hell am I?' she repeated, maintaining an attitude of outrage in the absence of any other stratagem.

'This is your new home, Lucy,' the man said in a soothing voice, 'and we're going to look after you. I'm Patrick, and this is Melanie. And now it's time to take those cuffs off and get you prepared. A nice refreshing bath, that's the first thing.'

They strolled to the bed and unfastened the leather cuffs from her wrists. The chains fell away. 'I don't need a bath,' Lucy said, pulling herself into the corner of the room. Melanie lifted her whip and gave Lucy a casual blow on the thigh.

'We don't want to hurt you,' Patrick said.

'But if we have to,' Melanie continued, 'we'll beat you until you do as we say. And if that doesn't work, we'll chain you up again and try again tomorrow. Even the most difficult of our new guests become more malleable after a few days with no food and without access to a toilet.'

Lucy was suddenly aware of an urgent need. 'Toilet,' she said. 'Yes, I want a pee.'

'Excellent,' Patrick said. 'Your initiation can start immediately.'

Lucy eyed him warily. Melanie stepped forward and pushed her unsmiling face towards Lucy's. 'Well, Lucy,' she said, 'you can go to the toilet - if you kneel in front of me and ask me very nicely.'

Without thinking, Lucy rejected the idea. Aghast, she stared from one to the other of her tormentors. They stared back, until at last Melanie shrugged and turned to her partner. 'Nice body,' she said. 'It seems almost a shame to mark it so soon.'

'Athletic,' Patrick agreed. 'Strong.'

'She'll need to be, if she maintains this attitude.'

'Would you like to go first?'

Melanie smiled for the first time. 'You know me so well, Patrick. We'd better chain her first, I think.'

Lucy listened, but hardly understood what she was hearing. Perhaps this is all a nightmare, she thought, or a test; that must be it. But if I have really fallen into the hands of sadistic psychopaths ... I should have believed those ridiculous stories I heard yesterday. I thought that redhead had a screw loose, but this fits in with everything she said. And if I'm going to find out what's going on, I've got to get out of this cell, and I've got to stay in good shape, and I can't afford to waste time. And therefore - Lucy steeled herself for the logical conclusion - I must at all costs avoid being beaten and kept here for days without food. I'd be in no condition for detective work. And so I mustn't give these two any excuse.

She slid from the bed and lowered herself to her knees in front of Melanie.

'Legs wide apart, Lucy,' Melanie said with a malicious grin. 'From now on you'll never stand or sit or kneel with your legs together.'

Lucy shuffled her knees across the cold tiles and parted her long, golden thighs. Her head was bowed, not submissively but because she was concentrating on mastering her anger and the pressure of her bladder.

She forced herself to look up at Melanie's smiling face. 'May I go to the lavatory?' she said.

Melanie stared down at her, and lifted an eyebrow.

Lucy gritted her teeth. 'Please,' she added.

'Of course you may,' Melanie said. 'Patrick, would you fetch the pan?'

Lucy's head drooped. I might have guessed, she thought.

Patrick left the room and returned with a plastic bowl. Melanie took it and offered it to Lucy, but Lucy was unable to force herself to touch it. Melanie placed it on the floor between Lucy's knees.

The blush that Lucy felt spreading across her face only added to her anger. 'I can't!' she snapped. 'I can't do it like this.'

Patrick and Melanie were unmoved by this outburst. 'We can wait, Lucy,' Patrick said.

'And if we get bored,' Melanie added, 'we'll start beating you.'

Minutes passed in silence. Lucy was seething with helpless rage, torn between her desire to take violent retribution on her captors and her knowledge that, even if she could defy them, she would in doing so destroy her chances of uncovering the truth about the Private House. The pressure in her bladder was more than merely uncomfortable, it had become a dull pain; and she also knew, perhaps not consciously but in the pit of her stomach, that there was something insidiously sexual about her position and about the whole business of being forced to piss in public.

The tingle in her groin came as a surprise to Lucy herself. Suddenly a stream of straw-coloured urine hissed into the bowl. Lucy was unable to control it; she closed her eyes to shut out the shame.

'At last!' Melanie's voice was loaded with sarcasm. 'Now that Lucy is quite finished, perhaps we can proceed. Come along, Lucy. And bring the pan with you.'

Fists clenched and cheeks blazing, Lucy felt herself about to burst into tears of fury and frustration.

'What's the matter, Lucy' Patrick's voice was low and friendly. 'You must hurry up. Melanie's just waiting for an excuse to punish you.'

Lucy took a deep breath. 'I don't like being told what to do,' she said, emphasising every word.

Patrick laughed. 'Don't be silly, Lucy. You'll have to change your outlook on life, won't you? You're in the Private House now.'

Well then, Lucy thought, at least I know I'm on the inside. I'll have to do my best to put up with being pushed around by these snotty kids.

She picked up the plastic bowl and followed Patrick from the room.

Sebastian leant forward and pressed a switch on the side of the computer. The screen faded to black.

'So now you've seen it all,' he said, as Jem lowered herself on to his lap and on to his upright member. 'As you can see, there's a vast array of programs, but once you're inside the system it's all menu-driven.'

'I've worked with networked micros before,' Jem said, watching his lean face as she contracted her vaginal muscles around his thick shaft. 'I like a man who can hack his way through security codes. Now you've penetrated my system, will you select menu item one -' she tightened her muscles again, '- or item two -' she rested her hands on his shoulders, lifted her body slightly, and then sank on to his shaft again,'- or item three?' She moved her hips in a small circle.

'Any of the above,' Sebastian laughed, 'or all of them together. But not too much, my voracious darling, or I'll come immediately, and I want time to play with your silk-covered nipples first.' Jem kissed the hooded lids of his dark eyes and trembled as his fingers gently plucked at the silk triangles that covered her breasts.

'And I don't have to hack,' he went on after a pause. 'I wrote or modified most of the software. And I know all the security codes. And now you know them too.' He ran his hand down the side of her face. Jem kissed his fingertips, and looked longingly into his lined, tanned face. 'Darling Jem,' he said, 'why on earth have I allowed you to extract all this information from me? Good heavens, woman, I've even tampered with the central records file just because you've asked me to.'

Jem extended her tongue and delicately licked the palm of his hand. 'I guess you find me irresistible,' she said, wriggling her hips. The sensation of his prick inside her sent a tremor through her body, and she arched her back, closing her eyes and biting her lower lip.

She shook her head and found Sebastian gazing at her with an expression that combined wonder, devotion and desire. 'I suppose that must be it,' he said in a faraway voice. 'And stop doing that,' he added, 'or I really will come straight away.'

'Again?' Jem said. 'But Sebastian, baby, it's my turn next.'

'Precisely. So keep still, and let me do the work this time. Now then, I expect you'd like me to put this finger ... Where? Round about here?'

She felt his hand glide down her spine and come to rest between her splayed buttocks. One fingertip tapped against her anus.

'Oh yes,' she said, 'at least that finger, and maybe he could bring a friend.' She relaxed her muscles and felt the familiar exciting discomfort of her anal sphincter being widened as he introduced his fingers. She kissed his face. 'That's nice, Seb,' she said. She widened her eyes, and adopting her best little-girl voice, whispered, 'Finger-fuck my ass-hole, lover.'

Sebastian complied, his hand moving languorously as his sharp nose nuzzled Jem's right breast. He pushed aside the cream silk to take her nipple between his lips.

Between shivers of delight Jem glimpsed him grinning and heard his quiet chuckles of enjoyment. The fingers in her arse were moving faster now, and most of her breast had disappeared into Sebastian's mouth. She was writhing in frustrated excitement, her back arched, until at last Sebastian thrust his other hand into the space between their bodies, and his knuckles pushed against the top of her slit sending an electric thrill sparking from clitoris to womb to rectum. She reared up, an orgasm like a heated wave spreading to every nerve-ending in her body, and her vagina clenched Sebastian's penis, moulding itself to the throbbing hardness at her centre. Still shivering with the after-tremors of ecstasy she felt the pulses of his sperm spurting into her.

They were forehead to forehead, nose to nose. Jem opened one eye to meet Sebastian's intense dark gaze. Both of them began to laugh, and found they couldn't stop. At last Sebastian collapsed against the back of the chair, and Jem lifted herself off his prick and fingers. Sebastian lifted his hands to his face and sniffed appreciately, as if savouring the cork of a newly-opened premier cru.

Jem giggled again. She was really very fond of her tall, lean, hawk-nosed lover. He was as sexy as Rudi, and as intelligent and impressive as Headman. She told herself that she must not become attached or distracted; she had work to do. 'Good of Rhoda to let us use this office,' she said.

'She's taking quite a risk,' Sebastian said, suddenly serious. 'If the Master found out, there wouldn't be much left of her to become a scullery-maid, which I imagine would be her eventual fate. I assume she simply fancies you as much as I do.'

'You're cute, Seb. This sure is a private place. No cameras or microphones here?'

Sebastian laughed. 'This used to be my office. And I was in a position to ensure my privacy.' He looked round at the blank walls. 'There's nothing left of its former glory, is there?'

Jem considered the strip lighting and the beige carpet. The room was empty except for the chair, the desk, and the computer terminal. 'This room was glorious?'

'I had it furnished in baroque style. There were several computers and monitors then, of course; but I liked the contrast between their bleak functionalism and the gilt scrolls and cheeky cherubim that sprouted from everything else in the room. My desk - Louis Quinze, very elegant -was there, in the centre of the room. There was a false ceiling and a chandelier. I used to sit on a chaise longue - not tremendously good for my posture, but there was room for someone else to sit or kneel or lie beside me. I dressed my staff in periwigs and satin waistcoats to suggest eight-eenth-century costume. There was a rota for chaise longue duty . ..' He shook his head slowly as he visualised the room as it had been.

Jem leant forward, held his face in her hands, and kissed his mouth. He responded urgently, and Jem was surprised and delighted to see that his limp penis was already beginning to stir. 'Tell me about chaise longue duty,' she said. 'You didn't have to keep both hands on your keyboard?'

'I'm a terrible typist, Jem. Two fingers. I found it helped me to concentrate if I had something to occupy my spare hand. Some of my most inspired pieces of programming came when I had my fingers inside some pretty computing trainee and she had her lips round this apparently unfailing organ.'

Jem bent to kiss his stiffening penis and inhaled the spicy aroma of his come mingled with her own juices. 'Mmmm. Gosh, it is unfailing, isn't it? But there's no time for fun.'

Sebastian's face darkened. 'Are you returning into the clutches of our Master?'

'Don't worry, Seb honey. I can keep his mind on other things, most of the time. Today I've asked to take a look at a newcomer; what's it called, an initiation? So he's going to take me along. He says it'll be pretty straightforward. Security are in charge of this one.'

'Then it will be basic, that's certain. The Master's getting very unsubtle these days. And saying it is enough to get me executed for treason if he's in a bad mood. And he's always in a bad mood these days, too.' He sighed. 'This place used to be such fun, Jem. Never mind.'

'Maybe this place won't last much longer, Seb.'

'What on earth do you mean? The Master's got it sewn up, hasn't he?'

'We'll see. Come on, it's time to leave.'

'You're right. Thank you for a lovely time, Jem.'

'Thank you for coming!'

Chief Anderson was flustered; that could be the only explanation. He had offered Julia a chair, for one thing, and Julia knew that he wasn't the type to let his subordinates be seated in his presence. He paced around his desk, his thick fingers tapping his lips, glancing occasionally at Julia. He seemed at a loss for words, and Julia, looking at the gauze pouch swinging below the barrel of his torso, realised that this was the first time she had seen him without so much as a hint of an erection. He looked distinctly shrivelled.

At last he stopped pacing and deposited his bulk in his big chair behind the desk. 'Well, Julia,' he said, and stared at his fingertips.

'Yes, Chief?'

'I don't know what to make of you, Julia,' he said. 'Are you ...?'

'What, Chief?'

'Never mind. If you were, you wouldn't tell me. Maybe you are what you appear to be.'

'And what might that be, Chief?'

'My star recruit, of course. A credit to the Security Corps. You've been here four days, and you're the most promising recruit of this year's intake. You've been chosen for duties in the Round Tower - over my head, I might add - and you've found a new guest for the House. And, on top of everything, your clearance level has been upped. And not just a level or twp. Unprecedented.'

'My what's been upped?'

'Your clearance level, Julia. Right up to Gold. I suppose there's no reason you should know about clearance levels, as a trainee. Access to high-level files and equipment is restricted, you see. You need to know the codes and passwords. Here they are.' He pushed a plastic card and a scrap of print-out across the desk.

Julia stared at the brief list of words and numbers.

'Memorise them,' Anderson said, 'then destroy the paper. Keep the card: it displays your Gold clearance code. It's also imprinted on the magnetic strip.'

'And then what, Chief?'

'Then, Julia, you can gain access to just about every part of the House and every file on the computer system. Someone up there likes you,' he said, raising his eyes to the ceiling.

'You mean the Master?'

Anderson nodded conspiratorially, but Julia was thinking about Jem. She must have arranged this. Then another thought crossed her mind. 'Chief?' she said.

Anderson looked wary. 'Yes?'

'Where's Asmita, Chief?'

Anderson took a deep breath, and looked at the floor.

'I can find out now, Chief,' Julia reminded him gently. 'I've got clearance. Anyway, I know she's in the dungeons. I want to know why.'

Anderson shook his head. 'I don't know, Julia. I really don't. The order came directly from the Master. But if I know Asmita, she's probably enjoying it.'

And if I know the Master, Julia thought, he'll have done his best to make sure she isn't.

She realised she was thinking the unthinkable. Basically, the Master was a nasty piece of work.

Bathtime had been a surprisingly pleasant experience. Melanie and Patrick had discarded their uniforms and their severe demeanour, and had joined Lucy in the huge pool of scented bubbles. They had washed her thoroughly but gently, and when she had found herself sitting between them with Patrick, behind her, massaging suds into her breasts and Melanie, kneeling between her legs, carefully inserting her submerged fingers into all of her most intimate crevices. Lucy had started to think that perhaps she would enjoy her self-imposed undercover operation after all.

Patrick had blow-dried her hair into a cloud of spun gold. Melanie had made up her face with subtle shades of highlighter and blusher, and a touch of scintillating green above her eyes. Lucy had not protested even when Melanie methodically rubbed red-brown rouge into her lips and nipples. Patrick had dressed her in a thin black suspender belt, black stockings, and black shoes with impossibly high heels. The costume, he had told her, was the basic uniform for guests in the Private House.

Now, tottering as she practised walking in her heels, Lucy towered above her jailers. She caught sight of herself in the mirror that took up one wall of the enormous dressing room. I look quite something, she thought: tall, slim, fit, glowing with health, and definitely very sexy. In these shoes it's impossible not to wiggle my bum when I walk. And my legs seem to go on for ever.

She saw that Melanie and Patrick were encasing themselves in their sinister uniforms, and she sensed a change in the atmosphere.

Time to start your initiation now, Lucy,' Melanie said with a twisted smile. She folded back a set of double doors to reveal a dark room beyond. 'Everyone's enjoyed watching you get ready. Now they'd like to meet you in person. Come along into the Equipment Room.

Lucy scanned the room. There, in the corners of the ceiling, are those the lenses of closed-circuit cameras? Or are they just trying to put the frighteners on me?

Trying to project more confidence than she felt, she stepped into the darkness. Melanie and Patrick guided her past bizarre and unidentifiable shapes, and abandoned her in an empty area. She was about to set off to explore her surroundings when lights suddenly flashed on, pinning her in a crossfire of spotlight bpams. The darkness around her was now impenetrable, but she could hear voices murmuring indistinctly.

More lights began to glow. Some, like cinema lights set high above her, cast a dim illumination that allowed her to see the full extent of the chamber she was in; others were spotlights, trained on the chrome and leather contraptions that surrounded her. She could make out, hanging among the spotlights, video cameras that shifted automatically to track her slightest movement.

The place was like a modern gymnasium, she thought, although she had never seen exercise machines quite like these, with chains and manacles, and none of the gyms she'd used had had seating for spectators. About twenty people, vague but colourful shapes in the semi-darkness, were sitting restlessly in the nearest two tiers of the seats that sloped up one side of the room.

'Ladies and gentlemen!' a voice boomed. This is Lucy, a new guest.'

The audience murmured. A spotlight threw a beam and picked out the announcer, standing only a few metres from Lucy. He was a tall, thick-set, giant of a man, wearing only chains, a collar, and a bulging pouch of black gauze. Lucy felt imprisoned within her circle of light, and could only watch him as he advanced towards her, dragging with him his own spotlight beam.

'Lucy,' he said, his voice still loud enough to be heard throughout the room, 'welcome to the Private House. The first thing you must understand is that you are one of us now, and you can never leave. You are inside, and it is impossible to return to the outside. Do you understand?'

Lucy tried to think. Had it started like this for everyone in the Private House, she wondered. Those indistinct watchers in the seats? Melanie and Patrick? The big bruiser bearing down on her? Julia, if Julia really was an insider? The mysterious redhead with the cloak and the whip-marks? And her darling Asmita? Had they all been through this ritual?

'Well, Lucy? Do you understand?'

She nodded, taking care to make a mental note that confessions made under duress are not admissible as evidence. The big man was standing next to her now; their pools of light had merged. He was taller even than she was in her heels, and she tried to stop herself being intimidated by his physical presence.

The rules of the Private House can be summed up in two words,' he said, 'obedience and sexuality. Once you have learnt unquestioning obedience, your life will be devoted to sex. That is all you need to know.'

Lucy felt her shoulders stiffen. She'd never bothered to attend the Force's psychological warfare course, but she had an instinctive determination not to succumb to brainwashing.

'I am your Mentor during your initiation,' the man said. 'The first lesson you must learn is respect for authority. Don't speak unless you're spoken to, and always address me as "Sir". Do you understand?'

Despite the cold tightness of her stomach, Lucy almost smiled. If only he knew how familiar she was with regimentation and the use of formal titles. 'Yes, sir!' she responded.

'Good.' He stepped back into the darkness, leaving Lucy alone in the converging beams of light. 'Now turn your back to the audience and bend over.'

Lucy's mind raced. What exactly did he want? Was this some sort of medical inspection? She turned slowly, and leant forward.

There was laughter from the audience. 'Lucy's not a natural, is she?' shouted the Mentor from the darkness. 'Legs apart, Lucy, and bend right over. Touch your toes.'

Not medical, Lucy thought. It's a sex thing. I can't do it! I won't do it! Not in front of all these people!

She straightened, and stepped out of the pool of light. The beams followed her, trapping her again just as she was met by two young women in uniforms that were the same as Melanie's. They grabbed her; she tensed, about to throw one to the floor and break the other's arm. Just in time, she remembered that she had to avoid showing her hand too early, and she allowed herself to be led back to the Mentor.

'Don't worry, Lucy,' )ie said with sinister cheerfulness, 'very few novices show complete aptitude at first. You will be trained to obey.'

I won't! Lucy told herself as she was dragged towards one of the gleaming, spotlit machines. I'll never do what they want!

This is a simple device,' she heard the Mentor saying for the benefit of the audience. 'We call it the Basic Stimulator.'

Lucy struggled, but a small army of black-garbed guards converged on her, removed her shoes, and positioned her on the polished wooden platform. Chains were looped around each of her ankles and were used to separate her legs and secure them to metal hoops at the bottom of metal uprights at the sides of the platform. Her arms were lifted above her head and chained to a metal bar that ran between the two uprights; the bar was then cranked upwards until her body was stretched taut. A second, padded bar was then inserted between the uprights, across the small of her back. Now she could move only her head, and despite her frantic movements, she could not prevent a blindfold being secured across her eyes.

She sensed that the guards had dispersed. Thankful, in a way, that she could no longer see the audience, Lucy forced herself to remain calm and await developments. They can tie me up, she thought, and they can inflict whatever diabolical tortures they can think up; but they'll never make me do anything I don't want to.

She heard movements all around her, and suddenly a cold object nudged her between the legs: the merest brief touch of something hard against her exposed crotch. She jumped to her toes, and felt the tips of her breasts bump into soft material. She lowered herself again, slowly, and as her heels touched the floor the hard object was there again, just touching her private parts. She felt it move slightly, as if someone was adjusting it, making sure that it was positioned exactly beneath her centre, resting against the line that divided the outer lips of her sex. She breathed deeply, and concentrated on preparing herself for excruciating pain.

'The Stimulator is ready, ladies and gentlemen.' The Mentor was speaking again. 'It is a fully automatic device, with electronic sensors and cybernetic feedback mechanisms, all housed within this charming mock-Victorian machinery. I'll switch it on in a moment, and I'll turn it off again - just as soon as Lucy asks for permission to dance for your entertainment. Do you understand, Lucy? Whenever you're ready to dance for us, with some decoration, of course, just ask me nicely, and the machine will stop.'

He's off his rocker, Lucy thought. Ask his permission to dance naked, in public? I'd rather die. 'What do you mean - decoration?' she asked.

'A bum plug with a tail of horsehair,' the Mentor said offhandedly, it will look very fetching when you swivel your arse. We'll be expecting a dance with lots of bumps and grinds, of course.'

You kinky bastard, Lucy said to herself. You'll never get me to do that. Do your worst!

'No comment?' the Mentor said, in that case, I'll switch on the Stimulator.'

There was a quiet click. For a moment Lucy, muscles rigid and teeth clenched, thought nothing had happened. And then she felt it: the thing between her legs was moving, vibrating very slightly, a persistent buzz that began to tickle the curls of her pubic hair. She raised herself onto her toes, and the tickling stopped, but her nipples had again come into contact with the soft stuff, and now it, too, was moving: rotating in tiny circles, brushing against the very tips with gossamer lightness, a velvety, soft and yet tickly feeling that Lucy decided she could put up with while she tried to collect her wits.

They're not hurting me! was the thought that went round and round in her head. The sense of relief was so overwhelming that she could think of nothing else, until she realised that her nipples were hardening and her breasts swelling as the Stimulator relentlessly buffed her rouged tips. She allowed herself a smile of relief, and pushed her breasts forward, revelling for a moment in the innocuous mechanical caress.

They're not hurting me - yet. What if this is a trick, she thought, a ruse to lull me into a false sense of security?

What is that thing between my legs? And as she thought of her legs, she became aware that the straining muscles in her calves were crying out for a rest. Cautiously she lowered herself from her tiptoes; and, just as her nipples dropped out of the range of the ticklish velvet caresser, she felt the vibrating object touch her lower lips and push between them.

Whatever it was, it had grown. A little bit of it was inside her now, just inside the mouth of her sex. It's vibrating, she thought; therefore, it's probably a vibrator. Perhaps they think it'll turn me on. If so, they must be really stupid. But then again, it is bloody insistent. Hard to ignore. I think I prefer the soft thing rubbing against my tits.

She stood on tiptoe again, and couldn't restrain a shiver as her sensitised nipples touched the velvet pads. She knew they were separate pads because they moved independently. They were no longer rotating; instead they were flicking up and down, the left one brushing downwards as the right moved up. She shivered again. Her nipples felt as big and hard as peach stones.

When the pain in her calf muscles obliged her to rest on her heels again, the vibrator impaled her. It was unmis-takeably embedded in her slit, and now it was moving a little, up and down, forward and backward, from side to side, as well as vibrating. Lucy shook her head, refusing to admit that the machine's buzzing was beginning to set off an answering tingle in her loins. She felt hot, she knew she was blushing, she wanted to move her limbs but all she could do was to wiggle her hips, and that only increased the sweet tension building inside her. She sagged, trying to envelope more of the vibrator; and she felt something else as well.

It was in front of her; there was something just in front of her pubic mound, something brushing against the golden curls that clustered round the top of her slit. She moved her hips forward, and it touched her skin: something cool, thin and hard, moving very slowly downwards as it crept towards her. It was heading straight for her clitoris. She stood on tiptoe gain, and offered her breasts to the machine.

The pads were moving faster now, catching against the bottom and then the top of her rock-hard nipples as they flicked up and down. Lucy bit her lip and told herself that the strokes were too brisk, that she wasn't enjoying the sensation.

The Mentor's voice intruded. 'How's it going, Lucy?' he said in a loud and extravagant voice, as if she were a contestant on a television game show. 'Are you ready to dance for us yet?'

Lucy had forgotten all about dancing. She had forgotten the cameras and the audience watching her every movement. Behind the blindfold, she had started to forget everything except her aching muscles, her titillated nipples, her vibrating insides. The Mentor's voice induced a sudden pang of fear.

She was no longer afraid of pain. She would even welcome it. This was going to be far worse. They would leave her tied to this machine, watching her writhe and wriggle, listening to every breath, until . .. No. It was unthinkable. Surely she couldn't, not like this, with a machine? She would die of shame. But if she didn't agree to the Mentor's despicable demands ... How long would they leave her here? How many times could she ...?

She set her jaw. No: she would not give in. She'd stay on the machine until it blew a fuse, if necessary.

She lowered herself on to the vibrator, guiltily aware that the device's easy passage revealed her state of excitement. She couldn't help rotating her hips as the buzzing, roving cylinder slid into her. She felt the second object probing the front of her slit, rubbing against the hood of her clitoris, each touch triggering a tremor in her entrails. And then she felt the third object, and froze.

There it was again. She hadn't imagined it: the tip of another vibrator, nuzzling the cleft between her buttocks whenever she moved her hips backwards. She clenched her arse-cheeks together, ancf was mortified to hear laughter as the Mentor pointed out her reaction.

She shook her head. 'No, no, noV she protested; and then realised that the vibrator was still and the room was suddenly silent.

'Master!' said the Mentor. 'We're glad to see you. I was beginning to think you wouldn't make an appearance. As you can see, we've started without you.'

'That's all right, Mentor,' said a deep, powerful voice. 'I was unavoidably detained.'

'He means it was my fault,' said another voice. 'I guess I'm just an unreliable kind of a girl.'

Lucy inclined her head. She knew that woman's voice. That was it: the redhead, the cloaked woman she had met in the tennis pavilion. She heard footsteps approaching, and sensed people gathering around her.

'A good-looking guest,' said the Master's voice, from just in front of her. 'Will she require a long training, Mentor?'

'Difficult to tell with this one,' the Mentor said. 'She's not exactly taking to it like a duck to water, if you know what I mean, but as you can see she's got loads of sexual potential. The Stimulator's working well. She's been totally resistant so far, but it's very hard to know how long we'll have to work on her before she sees reason.'

'There are no marks. Has she been flogged yet?'

Something in the Master's tone made Lucy's blood run cold.

'No, Master. Of course not. I was waiting for you to arrive.'

'Very good. Proceed with the Stimulator a little longer. I rather hope she remains obstinate.'

Lucy shuddered as a large, warm hand stroked the lower curve of her left buttock.

'May I tease her, Master?' said the redhead, giggling. 'Can I tell her what you'd like to do to her?'

'By all means,' the Master said, as his footsteps receded.

The next thing Lucy heard was an urgent whisper. 'Are you crazy?' the redhead hissed. 'What kind of game do you think you're playing? You're still stuck in the first stage. Just do what they tell you, or this initiation routine'll go on for days.'

Lucy was taken aback. 'But - But you don't know what they want me to do.'

'I can guess the kind of thing. And you're going to have to do it. Now, while you're still in one piece, or later, after they've put you through the grinder. But you'll do it. You'll do whatever they tell you. These guys have had a lot of practice. They're experts.'

'What about the cameras? They're getting this on film. If I give in . .. Well, I've got to think about my job . ..'

'You're worrying about your promotion prospects at a time like this? If you crack this place wide open, you're made. Anyhow, I can fix the cameras, if they worry you. I have a thing going with the guy who created the filing system. I can delete anything that gets recorded, OK?'

The redhead's voice seemed persuasively reasonable to Lucy. 'So you think I should just give in and do it?'

'Yes! Goddammit, that's the only way you'll get on the inside of this operation. You're no use to me stuck in here chained to these machines for a week. Do what they want.'

'Well - All right.'

'But not right now. That way you'll blow my cover and yours with it. So make it look good. OK? Another fifteen minutes of saying no, stiff upper lip, Dunkirk spirit of defiance, and all that stuff. Then the sudden collapse, abject surrender. Can you do that?'

if I have to.'

'You have to. Hell, you might even get to like it. Good luck!'

She was gone. Lucy heard her voice again, as her heels tapped across the floor. 'Hey, Master! This one's real pigheaded. We're going to have a whole bunch of fun initiating her, I can tell you!'

Lucy swallowed. Her mouth was dry. Another quarter of an hour of stimulation, she thought, and then I have to beg to be allowed to perform a sexy dance with a tail hanging out of my arse. All in the line of duty, I suppose. A policeperson's lot is not always a dignified one. At least I know I won't be recorded on video tape for posterity.

There was a click; the vibrator inside her recommenced its exploration of her vagina.

Jem lay on the bed in her chamber in the Round Tower. It had been one hell of a busy day, she reflected, but a successful one.

Maxine must have freed herself and then tidied the room: there was no trace of the black ribbon Jem had used to bind her, and not a speck of dust anywhere. Sebastian was a lovely man, and the information he'd provided was even lovelier. And Lucy had, in the end, succumbed very realistically to the Mentor's training methods: after two noisy and, Jem thought, genuine orgasms while on the Stimulator, Lucy had performed an arse-waggling dance of unbridled sensuality. Headman had been disappointed, but Jem had diverted his wrath and his riding-crop towards one of his slaves: the one who had tormented Jem while tying her to the chandelier in Headman's bedchamber the previous evening.

Everything is going just fine, Jem thought; so why do I have this nasty feeling that the situation is slipping out of my hands? And where the hell is Julia?

Jem was surprised by the intensity of her sudden yearning for her pretty bodyguard. She wanted to feel Julia's face between her thighs and Julia's tongue inside her; she wanted to see those dark, long-lashed eyes looking up at her.

She wasn't used to feeling indecisive. Why hadn't Headman asked for her this evening? She was glad to be away from him, as his temper was becoming increasingly unpredictable. But she didn't like not knowing what he was up to.

Should she go upstairs and find out whether he was in his chambers? Or perhaps she could spend the evening with Sebastian? That would be a pleasanter option, but a trifle self-indulgent. Or should she try to find Julia? That might be the easiest to achieve. She picked up the telephone and dialled the servants' quarters.

'Hi, it's Jem. Yeah, yeah, cut all that stuff out. Can you find Maxine, Julia's maid, for me? Thanks, honey. Ask her to come up to my room, would you?'

Jem jumped from the bed, crossed the room to the vast, dark wardrobe, and shrugged off her silk peignoir. She looked over her shoulder and considered the reflection of her naked body. The marks made by Headman's crop were still just visible as dull red lines. No permanent damage, Jem thought; that's a relief. Just a little pink shading to make my pretty little butt even prettier!

She dabbed perfume into her pubic hair and under her breasts, and watched her nipples harden as she ran her fingernails lightly around them. Aware of the effect of the sight of her naked body on Julia's adoring maid, she decided to wear nothing but a thin leather belt buckled about her hips.

There was a knock on the door.

'Come in!' Jem called, and turned. Maxine stood in the doorway, wearing her maid's uniform.

'Close the door, Maxine, and strip. Everything off!'

The maid smiled happily, turned to shut the door, and came to stand in front of Jem. Her eyes came to rest on the gleaming band of leather slung round Jem's hips; Jem parted her legs and ran her fingertips along the belt, and as if startled into action, Maxine started to undress.

Her breasts strained against the thin material of her blouse as she put her hands behind her to untie the little white apron. She held the scrap of cotton uncertainly for a moment, and then dropped it on the floor. Jem enjoyed the blush that appeared on the maid's round cheeks as her hands went to her throat and she tried not to hurry and fumble as she undid the buttons of her black voile blouse. She left the garment hanging open as she tugged it from the waistband of her skirt and then unbuttoned the cuffs. Then, with a quick glance at Jem, she pulled the blouse from her shoulders and let it fall from her body.

She stood for a moment, the white mounds of her breasts rising and falling in the half-cups of her corset, then with one deft movement, she unfastened her short black skirt and let it fall round her ankle-boots. She smiled shyly, her eyes darting to Jem's face and away again. Jem waited, enjoying the lascivious thrills that were spreading gradually through her insides.

'Should I take off my stays, Miss?' Maxine said.

'Your what, child?'

'My corsets, Miss.'

'Of course, Maxine. I want you completely naked.'

The maid bent forward to unlace her boots, and her breasts swung free of their supports, sliding against each other and against her bare arms as her fingers tugged at the boots.

In her stockinged feet Maxine was no taller than Jem, and Jem found herself gripping the black leather belt to contain her impatience. The temptation to handle the maid's heavy breasts was almost beyond endurance, but Jem made herself watch and wait while Maxine unfastened her stockings and rolled them down her legs.

Maxine took a step towards Jem, as if to offer her magnificent bosom, while her hands were busy behind her back unfastening the hooks and eyes of the corset. She pulled the black lace and whalebone away from her front, and tossed it aside. She stood, eyes lowered, waiting for instructions.

Jem studied Maxine's body. The maid had a perfect and well-padded shape. No part of her could be described as thin, but the lushness of her breasts, the flaring of her hips, and even the rotundity of her belly only served to emphasise the incurving at her waist. There were dimples where her plump thighs joined her pelvis, and where her breasts jostled against her upper arms. Her chubby mount of Venus was covered with a glossy forest of dark curls that disappeared into the deep valley between the rounded hills of her belly and thighs.

'Loosen your hair,' Jem said, and bit her lip with delight as the girl put her hands behind her head and her breasts rose up her ribcage. A curtain of long, wavy dark hair fell round the maid's face. Her eyes peeked out at Jem like those of a rabbit peering from a thicket of long grass.

'Come closer,' Jem said, her voice a little husky. 'Ask permission to kiss my right breast.'

The maid took small steps forward until she was only centimetres from Jem's body. Jem could feel Maxine's warm breath on her neck; their nipples were almost touching.

'Please, Miss,' Maxine said almost inaudibly, 'please may I kiss your right breast?'

'Oh yes,' Jem breathed, 'lots and lots.'

Jem closed her eyes and put her head back as the maid's soft lips touched the upper slope of her breast. The first kiss was just a brush of the lips, the second a lingering touch. And then Jem thrust her fingers into the maid's thick hair, and held her face against her body, and Maxine's kisses became a barrage of sense-explosions.

'Lick me,' Jem ordered. 'Underneath, yes, just there. Harder than that! And now the nipple, Maxine. Not so fast! Little kisses first. Very good, that's very nice. Now use your tongue ... Yes, like that, but let me see you doing it. Good, good. Now you can suck, Maxine, and keep on sucking until I say stop ...'

Jem's legs were trembling. She pulled back Maxine's head.

'Please may I kiss the other one now, Miss?' the maid said, her lips glistening and her eyes sparkling.

Jem shook her head. 'Not right now,' she said. 'We have things to discuss first. Tell me: what did I promise you this morning?'

'Well, Miss, you said that if the Master punished me, Miss, you'd count the lines on my bottom and give me twice as many on my tits.' Maxine grinned and cupped her hands under her breasts, lifting them towards Jem.

'Let me see,' Jem said. 'Turn round.'

Maxine turned on her heels, parted her legs, and bent forward to clasp her hands round her ankles.

Could I ever be as obedient as this girl? Jem wondered. Would I be like this, if I spent long enough being trained by those thugs in Security?

The sight of Maxine's arse drove the speculations from her mind. The beautifully smooth, white, dimpled curves, framing the deep, dark furrow and the plump sex-lips, were an enchanting sight; and the sight of pink blotches and haphazard red lines covering the pale skin sent a jolt through Jem that made her catch her breath. She had only to extend her hand to touch the inflamed flesh, and as she made contact she and Maxine gasped in unison.

'How many?' Jem asked.

'I'm not sure I know, Miss. I wasn't counting. Perhaps you'd better count them.'

Jem smiled: Maxine seemed to be able to find an infinite number of excuses for Jem to touch her. Jem's fingertip traced a faded red line from the centre of Maxine's right buttock to the satin-soft hollow at the top of the inside of her thigh. 'One,' she said, and Maxine whimpered.

Jem forced herself to count slowly and carefully, following each stripe with the lightest, most lingering of touches. 'Twenty,' she announced at last, moulding her palm to the curve of Maxine's buttock as an indication that she had finished counting.

'Is that all, Miss?' Maxine's voice sounded distinctly disappointed.

'I guess maybe some of them have faded away,' Jem said, inspecting the maid's delectable bottom more closely as a suspicion formed in her mind.

'Anyway, Miss,' Maxine said, 'that means I get forty on my tits, is that right?'

'Yes, Maxine,' Jem replied absently, her hands straying across the pink orbs.

'Is that forty on each one, Miss?' Maxine went on, almost falling over in her eagerness to look back at Jem.

'No,' Jem said briskly, removing her hands and walking away. 'I'll have to think up something a whole lot more unpleasant than that. You haven't been straight with me, Maxine.'

The maid stood upright, and whirled to face Jem; then, suddenly remembering that she had not been given permission to move, she stood indecisively, her mouth open, her protest unvoiced.

Jem, chortling inwardly, contrived to look severe. 'You've been lying to me, Maxine. The Master didn't give you that rosy backside, did he?'

Maxine's eyes filled with tears. 'No, Miss,' she said in a dejected whisper. 'But how did you know?'

'For one thing, the Master likes things regular, and those stripes are all over your arse, going every which way. For another, he'd have given you more than twenty, and at least some of them would look a bit more serious than any of those. But the clincher is that if the Master had whipped you this morning, your butt wouldn't still be glowing like a brazier. Elementary, my dear Maxine. Who did it, by the way?'

'I asked Cook to do it, just before I came up here. I'm ever so sorry, Miss, really I am. It's just that - Well, you know . ..'

'What, Maxine?'

The maid took a deep breath. 'I thought you'd send me away, Miss, if you weren't going to punish me.' Her cheeks were blazing, her moist eyes were wide, her lustrous hair was wild about her face, and her magnificent chest was heaving with emotion. Jem pitied her, despised her, desired her, suffered with her, and above all felt delirious in the knowledge of her power over the girl.

'Come here,' Jem said. 'Kneel in front of me.'

A glimmer of hope appeared in Maxine's eyes. She knelt in front of Jem with her knees apart, her hands behind her back, her breasts pushed forward and her head lowered.

'Look at me,' Jem said, and thrilled as Maxine's wide eyes lifted to stare up at her face. 'What would you do for me, Maxine?'

'Anything, Miss,' the maid replied, as if the answer was obvious.

'If I told you to go to the Master, right now, and ask him to flog you all night -'

'I'd do it, Miss.'

if I told you to jump from the window - this window half-way up the Tower?'

'I'd do that, too.

'You'd die, Maxine. You couldn't survive a fall like that.'

'I know, Miss.' Two tears trickled down Maxine's face.

'But I'd do it, all the same, if you told me to. But please don't, Miss, not yet, please.'

Jem stroked the girl's hair. 'It's all right, Maxine, it's all right. I'd never tell you to do that. But never try to trick me again, you understand?'

'Yes, Miss. I promise, Miss. I only did it because I love you so much.'

'I know, I know. And I ought to spend all evening punishing you.'

'Please do, Miss,' Maxine said, burying her face between Jem's thighs.

'Maxine, you're incorrigible,' Jem laughed. 'I don't have time tonight. I have other things to do.'


Maxine moaned, and collapsed to the floor, raining kisses on Jem's feet.

'OK!' Jem giggled. 'OK, you win. I'll whip your lovely big titties. Just a little bit. Now kneel properly.'

In an instant Maxine resumed her kneeling position.

'Unbuckle my belt,' Jem said. As the maid's fingers tugged at the buckle, thrills of sexual expectation coursed through Jem's body with renewed force. 'Fold it in half, Maxine. That's right. Kiss it, Maxine; it's about to kiss your breasts. How many would you like?'

Maxine, trembling with emotion, was unable to speak for a moment. She tore her lips from the loop of leather. 'Forty,' she said, thrusting the belt up towards Jem.

'Twenty will be enough for now,' Jem said, taking the belt and swinging it experimentally. 'There's always tomorrow, and the next day. Stand up!'

Maxine jumped up and spread her legs as far apart as she could without falling. She crossed her arms behind her back, pushed out her chest, and gazed steadily at Jem. Her eyes dared Jem to be merciless; only her quivering lower lip betrayed apprehension.

Jem smiled wryly. 'Never thought I'd find myself doing this kind of thing,' she said, half to herself. 'Leastways, I never thought I'd get to enjoy it. You've got the most beautiful pair I've ever seen, Maxine.' Thoughtfully, she stroked the looped leather in a W beneath the maid's breasts.

Maxine's nipples crinkled and stood out stiffly from her large pink areolas. 'Oh no, Miss,' she gasped, 'yours are much prettier. Mine are so big and fat.'

'False modesty,' Jem laughed, and swung the belt gently against the side of Maxine's left breast. The maid bit her lip, but made no other movement. Jem watched closely as the heavy bulb of flesh swung from side to side and then came to rest. A strip of fiery pink appeared where the belt had made contact, but it faded even as Jem watched. 'One,' she said, and raised her arm again.

Apart from rocking back and forth slightly, as if pushing her breasts forward to meet the belt lessened the unexpectedness of the blows. Maxine remained still and silent as Jem whipped her. Her breasts moved, though, independently of her body, as the band of leather struck them. At first Jem's blows alternated between the two pendulous orbs. She would strike at one of them three times in quick succession, from the right, from the left, and then upwards; and then she would pause to watch the trembling flesh come to rest and blush redly, before she started on the other breast.

She continued in this way until Maxine's breasts were as quivering and thoroughly pink as raspberry blancmanges, and her arm was beginning to feel tired, and Maxine was at last beginning to utter an oh\ of pain or of pleasure at each blow. Then she stopped, flexed her wrist, and moved to stand beside the maid.

'Keep very still, Maxine,' she said, although she could hardly control the tremors that shook her own body. She aimed a succession of swift, sharp strokes that landed across the front of both breasts, striking the proudly jutting nipples until Maxine's gasps merged into a continuous sobbing cry and the girl began to topple forwards.

Jem dropped the belt, grasped Maxine's shoulders, and turned the girl towards her. 'How many was that, Maxine?' she said softly.

Maxine's breathing slowed. 'I - I don't know, Miss,' the rnaid said. 'I lost count." About ten, I think.'

Jem laughed, shaking her head in amazement at the girl's gluttonous craving and at her own bewildering lust. 'You've had enough,' she said, raising her hands to sink her fingers into Maxine's hot tormented mounds.

The maid stiffened, threw back her head, and released a long, raucous gasp of pain. Then she fell against Jem, who caught her in her arms. Maxine's burning globes smothered Jem's tight buds and their lips met; as the kiss developed into a mutual caress of hungry tongues, their hands moved downwards to paddle in the lakes of wetness beneath each other's arses.

Some time later, Jem remembered why she had ordered Maxine up to her chamber.

'Stop, Maxine,' she said. 'No, stop for a minute. I have to ask you something. Do you know where Julia is this evening? I can't find her.

'Sorry, Miss,' the maid said, looking almost sullen. 'She popped in for a bite to eat at the end of the afternoon, and I haven't seen her since. I suppose you'll be wanting her tonight?'

'Not for what you think,' Jem chided her, mentally crossing her fingers. 'A maid in the hand is worth two of her mistress not immediately to hand, or something like that. Let's get comfortable on the bed. Looks like you need to rub a little lotion into these poor nipples of yours.'

'Shall I fetch some cream, Miss?'

'Don't bother, Maxine. I've got some creamy ointment right there where your hand is. Come to bed and rub your nipples into me, girl.'

Every door was open to her; Chief Anderson had been absolutely right. Where there were fellow Security personnel, Julia had only to flash her Gold card and they would unlock the door and usher her through it; where there were automatic gates, she had only to insert her card in the slot, or tap in a code number, and the gates would slide apart. And when she had found herself in a maze of featureless corridors that she had never been in before, she had activated one of the computer terminals and had typed in passwords until the screen had displayed a map of the entire cellar network.

Thus she had reached the dungeons. Even now, at midnight, there were torches burning in brackets on the walls, and here and there prisoners were chained to humming machinery or were being intermittently whipped by tired guards. But most of the pits and platforms and galleries were in deep darkness, and anyway she had no reason to fear challenges: the fact that she was in the dungeons was in itself evidence of her high level of Security clearance.

She was at the end of her quest. She stopped in front of the final door. It was set into the stone wall and made of blackened wood strengthened with iron struts. The numeral 8 was screwed into the wood at eye level. Hanging next to the door was a bunch of enormous iron keys; Julia ignored them, knowing that they were only decorative, and inserted her Gold card into the barely-visible slot below the door's keyhole. Noiselessly, the door swung away from her.

At first Julia could see nothing in the darkness beyond the door. She plucked the flashlight from her belt and held her hand across its end, allowing only a thin gleam to penetrate the darkness. The cell was small, but in all other respects it was not what Julia expected. The walls were spotlessly white, the floor tiles were clean and soft and warm to walk on; in one corner of the room the flashlight picked out a shower cubicle, a toilet and a bidet.

At last the flickering beam of light found the bed, and on it, sleeping fitfully, the naked brown body Julia had come to rescue. 'Asmita!' she whispered from the doorway. 'Asmita, wake up!'

The figure rolled over on the bed, moaned, and started sobbing. 'No, no, please,' the Asian girl murmured, 'no more, please, no.'

'Asmita! Keep quiet! It's me, Julia.'

'Julia?' Asmita struggled to sit up. 'Julia? Is that you? Have they got you too?'

'Yes, it's me. And they certainly haven't got me. I'm jolly well here in my own right. I've come to take you out of this place.'

'No! Julia, please don't. There's nothing you can do. Go away, please.'

Julia was puzzled and alarmed by the urgency in Asmita's voice.

'Asmita, what on earth's the matter? What's that you're wearing? What have they been doing to you down here? Let me see you. I daren't come into the cell. I've avoided the cameras so far, but I know there's one trained on this doorway. You'll have to come closer.'

'All right.' Asmita's voice held a note of resignation that perplexed Julia. And Julia was worried by the metallic jingling she heard as Asmita sat up on the bed, stretched her arms above her head, stood up, rubbed her bottom, and at last took a few tentative steps towards the doorway.

When Asmita stepped into the torchlight that flickered from the corridor, Julia saw the source of the jingling noises. Asmita was wearing a costume of fine silver chains. Her thick brown nipples had been pierced and set with rings. A chain ran from each nipple ring to a circular necklace; the chains were just sufficiently taut to tug at the tips of Asmita's breasts and keep them pert. A central chain hung from the necklace and ended in a ring between Asmita's breasts; two chains ran from the ring and, following tightly the line of the underswell of her breasts, they connected to two smaller rings at the outer sides of her breasts, high on the ribcage near the armpits. Chains leading from these smaller rings disappeared behind her back, where Julia assumed they were connected to another large ring hanging from the centre of the back of the necklace. Two more short, taut chains ran from the small rings at the outer side of Asmita's breasts up to the necklace. And strands of very fine chains ran from points along the chains below the breasts, all converging on the two nipple rings. The effect was to create a bra of silver chains: each of Asmita's breasts was held tightly by the chains running on three sides of it, and was held uptilted by the chain through the nipple ring. Julia was delighted with the arrangement: she could see that even the slightest of Asmita's movements would cause a tug on her nipples and a rippling of fine chains across her breasts. She would be permanently aroused.

There was more metalwork on Asmita's body. There was another ring at her navel, and a chain connecting it to the ring between her breasts. From either side of the ring at her navel chains encircled her waist. And from the bottom of the ring, connected not by metal but by a length of elasticated red velvet, a fourth chain ran down her belly, through her pubic hair and between her legs. Julia assumed that it ran between Asmita's labia, between her buttocks, and up to the chain at her waist. Julia could imagine that a chain in such intimate places would be difficult to ignore, even if it were not being used to hold in place one or more vibrators or dildoes.

Julia knew Asmita's temperament: wearing this metal costume the Asian girl would be always ready for sex. And always ready for a spanking, of course. Julia's hand grasped the handle of her flicker. Asmita let out a sob.

'Asmita, what's the matter? You look scrumptious in all that silverware. Come here and let me play with you.'

Asmita started to cry. i can't. I just can't. Go away, Julia. You must.'

'Absolutely not,' Julia said. 'You'll jolly well come here and tell me what is going on. At once, do you hear.'

'All right.' Asmita sniffed and tried to smile. 'But you must promise not to touch me, OK? I'll explain everything.'

Asmita walked towards Julia, jingling delightfully. She stopped about a metre in front of Julia, just out of reach. Julia thought she had never seen Asmita look more beautiful, and found it almost impossible to restrain herself from gathering the girl in her arms and tugging on those interesting chains. But she managed to remain still.

i'm going to be tattooed,' Asmita said. 'That's why I'm still in the dungeons. It's going to be all across my bottom. And it's going to say, "By order of the Master, no person shall touch any part of this slave, and in particular shall administer no corporal punishment to her or assist her in procuring sexual pleasure for herself, on pain of punishment up to permanent exile from the Private House." I have to repeat that to everyone I meet. That's why you mustn't touch me. The Master's made me untouchable.'

Julia was speechless for a moment. 'Oh, Asmita,' she said. That's horrible. And that costume ...'

'Yes, I want sex all the time. I'm desperate for you to flicker me. And you can't even touch me.' Asmita's shoulders shook as she dissolved into weeping.

Julia started forward to comfort her friend, remembered the camera above the door, considered banishment from the Private House, and held herself in check. She seethed. Asmita was helpless, hopeless, and friendless. Julia was appalled by the fiendishness of the Master's decree. The full implications of Asmita's predicament were still occurring to her, moment by moment. She could have screamed with the frustration of watching her friend in the depths of her misery and being forbidden even to touch her.

Julia tried to think calmly and rationally. She took a deep breath. And she took a decision. She stepped into Asmita's cell.

This is too much,' she said gently, waving her hand in a gesture that included the white-walled cell, the silver chains, Asmita's despair, and everything that seemed to be going wrong in the Private House.

Asmita started to back away. 'What are you doing? Julia, you must keep away.'

'Come here, Asmita darling. That's right. I don't care what happens to me. You need a cuddle. That's all that matters.' She folded Asmita in her arms, and held the dark girl tightly as she sobbed with relief.

Asmita looked up into Julia's face. 'Thank you,' she said. 'You've sacrificed yourself for me.'

Julia kissed her, several times. 'Maybe,' she said between kisses. 'We'll see. Doesn't matter. I'd do it over and over again. And anyway, you're irresistible in these chains. I want to play.' She tugged on a chain and watched Asmita's lips part in a sigh as the areola of her left breast was stretched. She vibrated the chain, and the breast jiggled. Asmita's lips sought hers again and they kissed passionate-

ly-

'We should get out of here, I think,' Julia said at last. Tve got top level security clearance. We won't be stopped.

We'll have a long time playing in my room before someone senior comes to arrest me.'

'Can you take this horrid costume off me? It reminds me of - him.'

'Of course, my darling. But slowly.'

'Thank you,' Asmita whispered. She started to cry again. 'I've been so frightened, Julia. Why did the Master do this to me?'

Julia felt her own face wet with tears. Supporting Asmita's body, she started the long walk out of the dungeons. 'I don't know, Asmita. I don't know why he does these dreadful things. Don't worry, my dear, we can take all of the chains and rings away. I'll make you as good as new, I'll look after you. I know one thing, though,' she added, to herself.

'What?' Asmita said.

'The Master won't get away with this, Asmita. I don't know how, but I'm going to make him pay.'

Day 7: Saturday

Asmita stirred and moaned questioningly, but her eyes remained closed.

'Shhh,' Julia breathed as she continued to smooth ointment into Asmita's wide nipples. 'It's all right. You're safe. You're in my room. All the horrid chains have gone. Sleep a little longer. It's Saturday. The weekend. You can lie in.'

Julia watched a smile appear on her friend's lips. She placed a soft, lingering kiss on each dark brown nipple and then pulled the quilt up to Asmita's throat.

She stepped back from the bed and looked at herself in the mirror. Today she was off duty until the evening, and she had dressed in one of her old costumes. Apart from the tiny pink suspender belt and grey stockings, it consisted of no more than two scraps of the sheerest shocking pink silk; one piece was tied abut her shoulders and ended just below her breasts, while the other she had tied around her waist to make a long, backless skirt. She turned and looked over her shoulder to admire her small round buttocks peeking impertinently between the curtains of silk, and as her fingers were still covered with the ointment she had used to soothe Asmita's nipples and earlobes, she slid her hand up her ribs and rubbed the cream into the undersides of her breasts. She watched entranced as her hips began to move back and forth and she felt her breasts tighten and her nipples brush against the flimsy material.

She glanced at Asmita, but the girl was sleeping. Julia felt a momentary disappointment: she felt like a courtesan again, and she wanted her day off to be devoted to nothing but delightful sex. Even her new clearance level wouldn't prevent Security finding out, sooner or later, that the fugitive Asmita was in her room. Today might be her last day of fun for some time. She decided to telephone Jem.

i'm sorry, Miss,' said the voice of the switchboard operator, 'she's not available today.'

Julia frowned. 'Well, could I speak to her maid, Jenny, please?'

'Sorry, Miss. No one's available. I've been told to hold all calls in and out of the Round Tower.'

The line went dead. Julia put down the receiver slowly, a fearful premonition growing in her mind. Her hands went to the bow of silk at the back of her neck, and the pink drape drifted from her shoulders. Thinking furiously but outwardly calm, she reached for her Security tunic.

The black leather uniform was strangely comforting. Julia had no idea what she might have to do, but she felt ready for almost anything. She tightened the buckles of her belt, checked the power pack of her buzzer, and retrieved from the back of the wardrobe the package that Maxine had brought to her room in the middle of the night.

The handwriting on the brown cardboard was Jem's; Julia had already memorised the disquieting message:

If it happens that one day, maybe soon, you can't find me, and you can't contact me, open this box. And if you love me, please carry out the instructions inside. I'm counting on you, honey.

As she tore open the parcel, Julia walked slowly to the window. In the grey light of the cloud-covered sky she inspected the contents: a signet ring, a stick of red sealing wax, and a long letter.

I do love you, Jem, she thought, staring unseeingly through the rain-streaked panes; and she began to read.

The wind whistled through the battlements above Headman's chambers. Jem ghivered, and Headman's hand stopped moving between her parted thighs. She tensed, and then forced herself to relax, wriggling her pelvis against his hardness. She was on his bed, lying across his lap, and she expected the spanking to start at any moment.

'Goose pimples, Jem,' he chuckled, running his palm across her bottom. 'Are you cold, my dear?'

Why's he in such a darned good mood, Jem wondered. Why's he being nice to me all of a sudden? 'I expect you'll think of some way to warm me up, Master,' she said.

'Perhaps later, my angel. But first I've got a treat for you. It's going to be a very entertaining day. Shall I play with your pussy a little longer?'

'Be my guest, Master,' Jem said, 'it's lovely.' And it was by no means an unpleasant feeling, Jem thought, to be upended on Headman's bed while his strong and expert fingers gently explored the moistening crevices of the hollow beneath her buttocks. But she could not abandon herself completely to the thrills that started to tingle in her loins; she could not forget that the telephone in her room had failed to work that morning, that Jenny had not appeared to help her dress, and that the Round Tower was deserted. Headman had told her that this was usual on a Saturday in the Private House, but Jem was still worried.

'I have a present for you,' Headman said, his thumb wriggling into her while his fingertips circled her clitoris, it's wrapped up and waiting in the study. Shall we go and play with it?'

Jem murmured frustratedly. 'I'm just getting comfortable,' she protested, pushing up her bottom to chase Headman's retreating hand. He laughed, rolled her off his lap, stretched, and threw aside the bedclothes.

'What shall I wear today, Jem?' he said.

'Something light and summery?' Jem suggested, it would suit your mood, if not the weather.'

'I don't think so, Jem,' he said, standing in the doorway of his dressing room. 'Dark and forbidding, that's my style, I'm afraid. And your present will necessitate the wearing of my dungeon equipment. One person's reward is often another's punishment, you see.'

Once again Jem suppressed a shiver of fear. 'So I'm OK in this leather gear?' she said, forcing her foot into the black cylinder of a thigh-high boot.

That's why I asked you to wear it,' Headman said, buckling chains and belts around his grizzled body. 'We'll make a matched pair. You look very wonderful in a black corset. And there's no odour in the world that's quite as inspiring as the mingled scents of sweat-soaked leather and female sex. Don't you agree?'

'Absolutely,' Jem said, and followed him from the bedroom with a feeling of foreboding.

Headman held open the door of his study and ushered Jem past him. The desk had been moved aside, and in its place at the'centre of the book-lined room stood a large box. It was wrapped in colourful paper and swathed in ribbons; it was obviously the present Headman had promised Jem.

It was the shape of the box that alarmed Jem. It was quite narrow, but taller than her. Images from old gangster movies flashed through her mind: hit-men being delivered, dead and bloody, as taunts to their employer. Was there a body in the box? Whose? For the first time, her fears must have shown in her expression.

'Don't worry,' Headman said impatiently. 'It's nothing too terrible. Open it and see.'

Hardly reassured, Jem stepped forward and tugged at the ribbons and paper. There were airholes in the wooden case that was revealed as the gift wrapping fell away. The box was a mock-up anyway, Jem realised. It was made of thin plywood boards, tacked together, and it couldn't have been used to carry anything. It must have been knocked together hurriedly here, in the study, around its contents. Jem was able to prise the panels apart with her fingers, and the entire structure collapsed on the carpet.

'Voila/' Headman murmured. 'A present from me to you.' Jem stared in silent amazement at the object standing in the middle of the room.

It was a human figure. A woman, Jem realised; the figure's breasts were visible. Almost every other part of her body, however, was encased in shining black rubber. To buy time in which to try to identify the woman, Jem walked slowly round her. The woman's mouth and jaw were visible; the rest of her head was enveloped in a latex hood. The rubber suit, which appeared to consist of one tight-fitting garment, covered her from neck to toe - apart from the two holes in front through which her breasts protruded, and a larger hole which revealed her buttocks and extended between her legs to leave uncovered her genitalia and the insides of her thighs. The flesh of her hips and upper thighs bulged out of the constricting suit. Her arms were secured behind her back with black leather belts, each wrist secured to the elbow of the other arm, pushing her torso forward. Her legs were held apart by a metal rod strapped to her ankles. She couldn't see, and Jem guessed that she couldn't hear much through the latex hood. Her skin was very pale, and Jem breathed a sigh of relief: the woman obviously wasn't Asmita, or Julia, or Lucy. She was tall and slim, and her pubic hair was pale blonde; she reminded Jem of someone, but the rubber suit made identification impossible.

'Who is she?' Jem whispered.

'One of our field operatives,' Headman said. 'She works on the outside mainly. She's been brought back here for punishment. Her punishment is your reward, Jem. She's yours to play with.'

'Thanks a million,' Jem said, ignoring the tingle of excitement that she felt in spite of herself. 'What's she done wrong?'

'You should know better than to ask,' Headman said. 'I don't need an excuse to offer her to you as a present. But in this case, she has committed a very serious offence. A sin of omission, you might say, and one that could have had disastrous consequences. She failed to report a sighting of a woman who might have been crucial to one of my plans. But I'm sure you'll teach her the error of her ways. Shall we arrange her on the saddle?'

'Saddle?' Jem looked round the room. Headman kicked the plywood and wrapping paper aside, and dragged a metal frame from a corner to the centre of the carpet. It was indeed shaped like a saddle: a curved, concave pad of black leather, supported at an angle on a rigid framework of tubular steel. There were wide straps hanging from the mid-point of the concave curve, and stirrups dangling from the higher of the two ends.

'Help her to hobble into position, Jem,' Headman said cheerily. 'Stand her at the higher end, and then we'll tip her forward on to the saddle.'

Jem touched the glistening rubber that was stretched round the woman's shoulder. The woman started, and almost fell, as if she had been unaware of anyone near her. Jem realised that the black suit insulated its wearer from almost all sensory input. The naked breasts and buttocks suddenly seemed excitingly vulnerable: the woman's every sensation would be concentrated in those pale globes of flesh.

Jem touched her again, very gently, and steered her towards the metal frame. The woman, breathing in quick, shallow gasps, took tiny steps on her hobbled high heels, until the front of her thighs touched the end of the saddle. Headman came to stand beside her; considerably less gently than Jem, he put a hand to the small of her back and pushed her forward, ignoring her wail of fear as, bound legs flailing, she toppled forward and came to rest with her pelvis resting on the higher end of the saddle and her breasts hanging over the edge of the lower end.

'Hold her still, Jem,' Headman cried. I'll strap her in. This is fun, isn't it?'

Jem stared at him. What had gotten into Terence Headman? Had he finally flipped? She rested her hand on the woman's craning neck, trying to impart some sort of comfort, while Headman tugged enthusiastically at the leather straps, binding the woman's arched back against the concave surface of the saddle.

'Now, Jem! I'll undo the leg separator, and then it's feet into stirrups!'

The metal rod fell to the floor, and Jem grabbed one of the woman's ankles and pulled her foot towards the hanging stirrup. She saw that Headman was simply hooking the other stirrup into the arch of the woman's high-heeled boot, and she did likewise. It was clear that the woman would be unable to unhook either her toes or her heels.

'Now we raise the stirrups!' Headman announced, buckling together two straps underneath the frame; as the stirrups rose to a level just beneath the higher end of the saddle, the woman's legs were bent almost double and her knees were lifted alongside her ribcage. Her pale, rounded, upraised buttocks almost glowed with naked defenceless-ness.

'There you are, Jem,' Headman said, 'a perfectly-wrapped present.'

Jem shook her head. 'Couldn't I just have book tokens?' she said. 'What am I supposed to do with her?'

'Don't look a gift-horse in the mouth, Jem.' Headman's voice was suddenly serious. 'I wouldn't take kindly to that. You can do what you like, my dear, but I would strongly suggest that you think of something that involves both a riding crop and this young woman's arse.'

Jem took the crop Headman offered her. She had been surprised to discover within herself the sexual excitement of wielding power and inflicting pain, but Maxine had been a willing and adoring recipient of her lashes, and Maxine's own excitement had been the greatest part of Jem's pleasure; this was very different. Jem knew, as she took up a position to strike the first blow, that there could also be pleasure in beating this helpless and anonymous woman. 'What are you going to do, Master?' she said.

'Oh, I'll just sit and watch,' Headman said. 'You carry on, I won't be bored. I'll clap any particularly telling strokes.'

The riding crop was short and springy, and covered from handle to tip in a skin of black leather. As she ran it across the palm of her left hand Jem found the slim cylinder surprisingly smooth. The oval thong of folded leather that extended from the tip seemed to be large in proportion to the switch itself. Jem brought the switch down on her palm. The blow stung, but the resulting line of redness disappeared almost immediately. Jem suspected that the instrument had never been intended for use on a horse.

'The core of the whip is a thin cyclinder of whalebone,' Headman said, 'set into a wooden handle. I assume you're interested in these details. The whalebone is covered in plaited strips of rather inferior leather and then, rather unusually, the entire crop has been clad with a thin layer of very fine black kid. The additional thong consists of a folded flap of stiffer hide, trimmed to a shape that can tickle the parts other riding crops simply fail to reach. All in all it's very light, very flexible and very effective even when used in awkward corners. It stings, I'm told, but I find I have to whip quite hard to raise a weal. Are you going to use it, Jem, or just play with it?'

Jem flexed the crop. 'Just getting used to it,' she said. The handle sat easily in her hand. She whisked the switch through the air experimentally, and it made a satisfying hiss. She looked down at her target: two rounded, pale, quivering moons of female flesh, pushing upwards as if glad to be free from the constriction of tight rubber, between them a blushing valley containing a puckered pink crater, and hanging beneath them a pouch split by glistening coral lips.

Jem leant forward. Behind the sharp smell of the rubber she detected the sweet musk of arousal. The woman's sex-lips were glistening because they were wet. Jem felt a thrill in her crotch, and knew that her own juices were beginning to flow.

'Remember to keep your legs apart, Jem, at all times when in my presence.' Headman's voice came from behind her.

She lifted one booted foot and moved it away from the other. She felt Headman's hand on her left thigh, where the flesh bulged slightly at the top of the leather boot; it touched her corseted waist; then his finger slid slowly down the small of her back, on to her naked skin, and into the furrow between her buttocks.

Jem felt herself blushing as she pushed her bottom back to meet Headman's touch. His finger pressed against her anus, and she shivered. Then his caress continued downwards, discovering the secret depths of heat and wetness inside her.

'I do believe you're going to enjoy this,' he said. 'And it appears that your victim has the same idea. That will make everything much more entertaining. But remember, Jem: this woman is here for your pleasure, and my pleasure, not hers. She must be severely chastised. If she happens to enjoy it, so much the better. But that's not the objective.'

I'd love to know exactly what your objective is, Jem thought. You're up to something, Headman. But, for now, like the man says, let's enjoy.

She stroked the switch across the woman's right buttock and then raised it into the air. The woman's muscles tensed, then relaxed, and Jem struck. The whippy crop moulded itself to the curve of the buttock, leaving a fiery line from side to side. Jem repeated the stroke, a little lower, and then placed two on the left buttock. She watched the lines fade away, to be replaced by a general pinkening of the skin across the whipped areas.

Headman had returned to his armchair, which was positioned on the woman's right, opposite Jem. He had an oblique view of the woman's bottom, but could still see her pendent breasts and what little of her face was visible. Jem glanced at him.

'Entertaining, isn't it?' he said. 'Wielding the whip is almost addictive, I find. Now carry on, Jem. A little harder and a little faster, if you please.'

Six more strokes were applied to each buttock. The woman was breathing heavily now, and the areas of her skin that were visible were beaded with tiny droplets of perspiration. Jem had spaced the strokes across the bulging hemispheres, which were now uniformly a slightly pinker shade than before the whipping. They felt warm when Jem ran her hand across them, but not as warm as the woman's sex, which Jem cradled in her hand and rubbed gently. The woman moaned softly at Jem's touch, and Jem felt another surge of desire in her loins.

'You can whip her there,' Headman said. 'In fact, I insist on it. It's a very sensitive area, of course. But then, she has merited severe punishment. Vertical strokes are useful to get at the inside surfaces of the buttocks, on either side of the anus. That's another very sensitive area, and well worth concentrating on. You can use the tip of the crop on the arsehole itself, of course. Well, get on with it.'

Jem whipped each buttock six more times, rather harder than previously. The woman tossed her rubber-shrouded head, but when Jem went to the front of the metal frame she found that the woman's lips, the only expressive part of her face that was visible, were curved in a smile. Jem touched the woman's breasts, and she started, then relaxed. Jem fondled the hanging globes, feeling them expand and tighten, feeling the nipples hardening against her palms. She took up the crop again, and rolled it against both nipples simultaneously. The woman gasped. It sounded to Jem as if she had whispered 'Yes.'

There wasn't much room to swing the crop; Jem now appreciated the subtlety of its trim design. The slim black cylinder whipped round the woman's right breast, sinking into the firm flesh a little before springing back with its own momentum, as if it was keen to strike again. Jem gave the crop its head, delivering a succession of swift, short lashes, alternating between breasts, trying to place most of the strokes on the swelling slopes below the nipples, and placing roughly every fourth stroke straight across one or other of the erect nipples.

The woman's mouth was slightly open, but Jem was lashing her too rapidly to allow her time to vocalise. When she stopped the whipping, Jem leant forward and covered the woman's mouth with her own. The woman's mouth tasted of lipstick and mint. Her lips moved against Jem's. Jem reached out and grasped the woman's left breast. She felt the woman gasp in her mouth, and then pushed her tongue to meet Jem's.

Soon it became clear that the woman's neck muscles were tiring, and Jem broke away as the woman lowered her head. The woman's breasts were glowing as pinkly as her buttocks. The sight gave Jem more pleasure than she would have thought possible.

Must be something to with wearing this corset, Jem thought. And the boots. The leather collar and cuffs. And holding this sweet little whip. And knowing that Headman's watching. And the smell of rubber. And knowing she's tied up so tight she can hardly move a muscle. This whole scene is getting to me.

She click-clacked to the other end of the frame and whipped the woman's arsehole. First she flicked the tip of the crop almost at random into the valley between the buttocks, leaving little ticks of fading redness wherever the leather struck. Then she applied vertical lashes, alternating between buttocks, starting at the highest point of each pink mound and moving inwards and striking harder with each stroke, ending with half a dozen lashes all of which landed in the very deepest part of the cleft.

'Bravo!' Headman called out at this point.

When the woman had stopped gasping, and the muscles of her buttocks and thighs had stopped flexing, Jem thrust her fingers between the woman's parted sex-lips. The woman's vagina was wide open and dripping. Jem's fingers slid deep inside, and came out covered with clear, musky-smelling secretions. Jem sniffed her hand, grinned, and returned to flicking the woman's anus with the tip of the crop. She grinned again as she steadily increased the frequency and severity of the blows.

The woman's gasps turned into little yelps. Jem was dimly aware that Headman had stood up and was pushing his chair towards the front of the frame. She stopped whipping to watch him fingering controls set into the arm of the chair: its legs grew, lifting the seat higher. Headman adjusted the chair's position so that the seat was almost touching the woman's rubber-encased head. Then with an undignified wriggle he pulled himself up into the chair.

'Don't stop, Jem,' he called out. 'I thought she was getting a bit noisy. I'll give her something to do with her mouth.'

Jem heard him unbuckling one of the many belts he was wearing, and then the woman's muffled exclamation of surprise. Jem peered round the frame to see Headman sitting forward in his high chair with the shiny sphere of the woman's head nestled in his lap.

Headman waved cheerily. 'More fun than a ball gag,' he said.

Jem shook her head and turned her attention back to the woman's punished rear end. The entire area was suffused with a rosy glow, with some patches that were an angry red and others a dull, deep pink. However the skin remained unbroken and unbruised, and there were only a few raised red weals. Jem was reluctant to administer any more punishment to the woman's anus, which she thought must be very sore by now, but she didn't want to start yet on flicking the most inviting area of all: the circle of soft flesh containing the tops of the thighs, the creamily smooth skin at the lowest, innermost curves of the buttocks, and the split sex-pouch itself.

Jem realised that she resented Headman's interruption. She didn't want him to take his pleasure in the woman's mouth. The punishment session had become an intimate relationship between Jem and the anonymous woman. She wanted Headman to watch, but not to take part. She started to place slow, half-hearted strokes across the woman's buttocks.

It suddenly occurred to Jem that the whole scene was disturbingly similar to something else. Something recent, but before she came to the Private House. Of course: that bastard Rudi had sprung his surprise on her, and she'd ended up trussed and tied and having her arse whipped while taking Rudi into her mouth. It was almost as though she'd been getting ready for the Private House before she even knew of its existence. Or could there be some other connection? Could Headman possibly know what she'd been doing? Who she really was?

No. It was impossible.

'Jem!' Headman's shout interrupted her thoughts. 'Wake up at the back there!' The chair's legs were shortening, pulling Headman's erect penis from the woman's mouth as the seat descended. 'I detect a distinct lack of enthusiasm on your part. Come here at once.'

Headman's mood seemed to have changed. His smile looked chilly as Jem approached him. 'Sit,' he said.

Jem hesitated. For the first time she noticed that the edges of the back and seat of the leather-upholstered chair were equipped with metal brackets and straps. She looked questioningly at Headman. 'On this chair?' she said.

Headman stared at her until she lowered her eyes. His hand strayed across the half-cups of her corset, pinching her nipples against the lace-trimmed leather. She wished it didn't make her feel so godamned horny.

'You're forgetting your manners, Jem,' Headman said quietly. 'You must remember to keep your legs apart. You must remember to address me correctly.'

'Yes, Master,' she whispered, moving her feet.

'Give me the whip.'

'Yes, Master.'

'That's better. Yes, you are to sit on this chair. Sit at the front of the seat. Be careful not to knock our miscreant's head as you turn.'

She let him seat her on the edge of the chair. He pulled her legs further apart, and pulled her hands down between them. The leather cuffs round her wrists were inset with metal rings; he clipped a length of chain to each cuff, and trailed the chains along the floor to either side of the chair, behind her high heels and outside the legs of the chair. Then, moving behind the chair, he picked up the ends of both chains in one hand and pulled them taut. He placed his other hand on Jem's titian curls and pressed her backwards. 'Let yourself drop backwards, Jem,' he said. 'Lie back on the seat, slowly, while I keep the chains pulled tight.' As Jem fell slowly back to lie on the seat, her legs lifted into the air. Headman's tension on the chains pulled her right arm behind her right leg, and her left arm behind her left leg. Her arms and her legs were bent, and the crook of each elbow caught in the crook of the corresponding leather-clad knee: she couldn't move her limbs, and her thighs were stretched wide apart. As her head came to rest against the back of the ehair, she heard a click as Headman connected the two tight chains to brackets at the top of the chair's back.

Her arms were bent backwards; she couldn't move them. The backs of her knees were hooked over her arms; she couldn't move her legs, except to waggle her feet in the air.

She could roll from side to side a little, but otherwise she was powerless to move at all. Two lengths of chain had rendered her helpless.

With the small of her back resting on the edge of the seat of the chair, and her thighs widely parted and bent back over her torso, she knew that her sex and her arse were exposed in the most blatant display. Headman spent some time running his hands over her rounded buttocks, and then he carefully smoothed her pubic hair away from her moist labia, parted the lips themselves, and tapped the hood of her clitoris until the little bud was clearly erect and Jem was writhing on the seat. The riding crop and his penis seemed to twitch in unison as he worked.

Reluctantly he stopped arranging Jem's private parts, and moved to the back of the chair. He pulled it back a little, and then touched the control that adjusted the height of the seat. Jem felt herself rising into the air. The seat stopped just as Jem's pubic mound bumped gently into the woman's rubber-clad forehead. The woman lifted her head, and Jem felt the woman's warm breath on the membranes of her sex.

Headman, looking very pleased with the tableau he had created, stood with his mouth almost touching the woman's head. 'Can you hear me, miscreant?' he said loud-

ly.

The woman nodded, her lips almost brushing Jem's inner labia.

'You have in front of you,' Headman continued, 'and entirely at your disposal, the woman who has been punishing you. It's my turn to use the whip now, and I won't be as gentle as she has been. However, I'll stop whipping you as soon as you can make her come. And then it will be your turn. Do you understand?'

The woman nodded again, and this time Jem felt the woman's tongue lick tentatively and touch the delicate skin, stretched taut by Jem's bound position, at the very top of her left thigh, close to the opening of her vagina.

Headman swished the crop through the air. 'Start when you like,' he said, i'm starting now.'

Jem could do nothing to speed or slow the inevitable. She couldn't even see much of what was going on. She heard the whistle and crack of Headman wielding the crop: he seemed to be administering a straightforward whipping to the woman's buttocks, repeating Jem's earlier work but with rather more vigour. Jem felt each blow as a slight nudge to her vulva, because the woman - from Jem's viewpoint a shiny black shape moving between her outstretched thighs - had buried her face in Jem's gaping wetness.

Soon Jem was oblivious to everything except the sensations building up between her thighs. The woman had large, soft lips, as far as Jem could tell, and a long tongue. Jem knew that she was herself providing considerable amounts of lubrication. Jem hated being tied so helplessly, but she had to admit that her thwarted efforts to move her limbs seemed to add an urgency to her lust.

Everything below her waist felt like liquified desire, except for the mouth of her vagina, where the woman's chin was lodged, and her clitoris, which the woman was licking and which felt diamond-hard and tight and hot. the woman was moving her head in time with Headman's lashes, and when Jem pictured the bright pink lines appearing across the already reddened globes she found herself crying out to the same rhythm.

Surges of electricity were flashing from her clitoris and tingling in every part of her body. She twisted from side to side, cursing and loving the chains that bound her; her eyes were tightly closed, her ears heard nothing but the regular swish and crack of the whip. The insistent, rhythmic pressure of the stranger's tongue was urging her step by step upwards towards a peak and she thought she would die of pleasure before she reached it. And then she was suddenly rushing up to it, and she was there, and her body seemed to open and dissolve and clench all at once, and she heard someone shouting and then, as her heartbeat started to slow and she became aware of the trembling in her limbs, she realised the voice was hers. She felt a weight between her legs, and saw that the woman's rubber-hooded head, motionless at last, was resting on her pubes.

And then she heard Headman.

'Oh, well done, you criminal.' Headman was shouting near the woman's head, his breath hot on Jem's thigh. 'You've made her come. And very spectacularly, I must say.' He moved aside for a moment and caught Jem's eye. She smiled weakly. 'Very impressive, Jem,' he murmured.

He spoke again at the higher volume. 'Now then. I said that when you'd made my concubine here reach an orgasm, I'd stop whipping you and let you have an orgasm of your own. That's what I said, isn't it?'

The woman nodded slowly.

'Well, I lied.' Headman laughed gleefully.

Jem twisted in her bonds. 'What? You can't do that. Master,' she added, as he glared at her.

'This is none of your business, Jem,' he said quietly. 'I am in sole control of this place, and everyone within it, and I can do as I wish. This disobedient wretch deserves more punishment, and she's going to get it. And you're going to stay where you are. You'll muffle her noise if she starts shouting.'

Jem tugged at the chains, and then subsided into the leather upholstery as she heard the swish of the crop starting again. The woman's head moved between Jem's thighs at every stroke. And Jem found that already, as the woman's breath brushed her labia, and the whip sang, and the woman's lips nudged again and again against her sex, she was beginning to become aroused all over again.

There was someone with her in the bed. Lucy moved her hand, and touched a warm, limp appendage that began to swell beneath her fingers. Where was she? Whose prick was this?

Suddenly she remembered everything. She was inside the Private House; she had succeeded. She was a trainee now; she had passed every stage of her initiation with ease. As her Mentor had promised, once the dam of her inhibitions had been breached, ^nothing could stop the flood. The dance had been easy, really, and she found it hard to remember why she had made such a fuss about it. She couldn't have forgotten about the silly horsehair tail behind her - after all, it was attached to a dildo embedded in her bottom - and the discomfort hadn't been all that unpleasant, it had rather reminded her to keep moving her arse, which had made the tail swish about to the evident satisfaction of the audience.

After that she had felt no qualms about masturbating under the spotlights; in fact she had taken some pride in putting on a good show. And although she had never previously fancied the idea of a man coming between her breasts, it had seemed different when it was partly a test and partly an exhibition. She had always been proud of her large, firm, golden tits, but now she had come to see them as sexual organs that she could use. The thrills that had stiffened her nipples as she had pressed her mounds round the hot, hard shaft were unlike anything she had experienced before.

She closed her hand round the organ that was now nudging her hip and opened her eyes to survey the little room that was to be hers during her training. She turned to face the man lying next to her. 'Good morning, Mentor,' she whispered.

He grunted, and opened one eye. 'Morning Lucy. Feeling fit?'

'Raring to go,' she said. 'What's on the agenda today?'

He placed a hand over her left breast and squeezed. 'Catechism first,' he said, and she knew that her sex was already beginning to feel moist. 'What are you here for, Lucy?'

'Obedience, sir,' she said, 'and sex, please.' Her free hand roamed across his muscular torso.

'Very good,' he laughed, and looked at his watch. 'But we might not have time for the sex until later. You've got a busy schedule today. The costumes will be here soon. Go to the bathroom and get ready.'

While Lucy was brushing her teeth she heard a knock on the bedroom door, and then an indistinct conversation between the Mentor and a female visitor. When she returned to the bedroom, the Mentor was alone again, and a small suitcase was on the bed.

She enjoyed the feeling of the Mentor's eyes following her naked body as she walked towards him. I even walk differently now, she thought, it's as if I'm on high heels even when I'm barefoot.

'You're going to sample the work of a field officer this morning,' he said, pulling her on to the bed beside him.

She let him gather both her wrists behind her back in one of his huge hands, and closed her eyes as the fingers of his other hand flicked the tips of her breasts. 'What does a field officer do, sir?' she sighed.

'Field officers work with outsiders,' he said, his fingers moving ceaselessly from one nipple to the other, pinching and rolling the hardening pips. 'Either with visitors we've brought here, inside the House, or at the Health Club, or outside.'

'What will I have to do?' Lucy said.

'Just follow the script. There are full notes in the case, with your costume. You can study them on the way. These scenarios usually consist of, um, action, shall we say, and not much dialogue. There's plenty of scope for improvisation.'

Lucy giggled. She couldn't believe she had been so nervous about infiltrating the Private House. It was actually going to be loads of fun! 'Should I put on the costume now, sir?' she said, wresting her hands from his grasp and reaching for the suitcase.

'Might as well,' the Mentor said. 'Whatever it is, I doubt if it will stop me playing with your titties.'

Lucy sat between his legs, and his hands slid round her ribs to grasp her breasts. She placed the case on her knees, unzipped it, lifted the lid, and barely restrained her gasp of shock. Inside the case was the uniform of a woman police constable.

It can't be a coincidence, she thought. They've found out what I really am. Or perhaps someone's guessed or recognised me. They're playing games with me!

'Well, put it on, then,' the Mentor said, plunging his hand into the case and pulling out a black skirt that was less than a third of the minimum regulation skirt length of any police uniform Lucy had ever seen. The high-heeled shoes were completely unsuitable for police work, too; and the truncheon was sculpted into an unmistakeable shape that made its purpose very plain.

With shaking hands, Lucy started to clothe herself for whatever charade they wanted her to play.

'Julia! What are you doing here? You're not on duty today, are you?'

Damn and blast! Julia thought. The Chief's here. Doesn't he ever eat or sleep? At least he's alone. But there must be cameras in here. How can I get him out of the way without making it obvious?

'Morning, Chief,' she said. 'I shouldn't be on duty, really. But it's jolly boring in civvy street. What's happening?'

'Nothing much,' Anderson said, swivelling his chair to glance across his array of screens. 'The Round Tower's incommunicado. Master's orders. The weather's keeping most people indoors. Interesting party in one of the West Wing bedrooms.'

He pointed to one of the screens, on which Julia could make out a mound of writhing bodies. Anderson's interest was evidenced by the tent-like shape of his gauze pouch.

'Let me have a look at that,' Julia said, and came to stand beside his chair. She stepped forward a couple more paces and leant to peer at the screen. She felt Anderson's hand on the back of her thigh.

'I can see something even more interesting now, Julia,' he said. 'Don't move! That's an order.'

Julia had no objection to watching the imaginative antics of the inhabitants of the West Wing. Disobeying the strict letter of Chief Anderson's order, she bent forward a little further and shuffled her feet more widely apart. His thick, stubby fingers were soon peeling the luscious fruit between her legs, and she could feel the tip of his flicker sliding up and down the crease between her buttocks. Stimulated by the Chief's attentions and by the sight of a dozen intertwined naked bodies, Julia soon found that she was unable to control the slow writhing of her hips, and she could feel her juices flowing on to Anderson's hand.

She tore her eyes from the screen and looked over her shoulder. Anderson's gaze was fixed on her rotating rump, and his thick shaft, freed from its pouch, was standing erect in his lap. His eyes caught hers.

'Perhaps I ought to sit down, Chief,' Julia said.

'Yes,' was all he said, grabbing her hips and pulling her backwards towards him.

She settled slowly on to his prick, luxuriating in the sensation of the thick shaft pushing between her outer lips, and then widening the entrance of her hole, and then, centimetre by centimetre, forcing aside the walls of her vagina, until at last her thighs were resting on his, and one of his fingers had started to intrude into her stretched anus. She wriggled contentedly, and started to move herself up and down so that Anderson's prick slid in and out while his finger, to her delight, merely slid further in.

'Julia!' Anderson puffed. 'That's wonderful, my girl. Keep going!'

Julia bounced up and down with increasing abandon, and the Chief's gasps became louder and more explosive.

He's going to come soon, Julia thought, and she twisted her right hip into the shadow of his desk. She hoped that the cameras were unable to see her hand reaching for her belt. She shouted a word of encouragement to the Chief, increased the tempo of her bouncing and, just as she heard Anderson's anguished climactic exclamation and felt his first spurt inside her, she thrust the red tip of her buzzer against his thigh.

A few seconds later, she picked herself up from the floor.

She shook her head, and stars vibrated across her field of vision. When she lifted her hair was bristling with static. Chief Anderson was slumped in his chair, his deflating member twitching and still spouting little drops.

That certainly was some orgasm, she said to herself. I wonder what the cameras made of it? The Chief's out cold, that's the main thing. I really must get on with the job.

'Wow!' she said aloud, for the benefit of anyone who might have been listening. That was amazing, Chief. You look completely wrecked. Let me see if I can perk you up a bit.'

She climbed back on to his lap, continuing the cheery monologue with her inert commander and feigning disappointment that he wanted to go to sleep. 'Well,' she said at last, 'if you're going to doze all day, I think I'll take a look at what's going on around the House.' And she turned from Anderson to his control console.

Having typed in her clearance code and the Chief's password, Julia contacted the first of the Security stations on her list and began to issue instructions.

The vintage bus splashed through puddles as it chugged towards the woods. Lucy looked up from the incredible script she was supposed to follow, and saw for the first time, through the rain-speckled window, the vast extent of the estate. To her left the open countryside sloped down to a river that seemed to be more than a mile away; and beyond the river there were farm buildings and fields that she could only conclude were also part of the domain of the Private House.

The bus plunged into the gloom beneath dripping trees, and Lucy shivered with the cold. The tiny black skirt was not long enough to cover even her stocking-tops, and although the black jacket covered her arms and shoulders it reached only to just below her breasts and was fastened with just a loop of braid across her straining cleavage. Only the cap, with its chequered band, and the collar and tie around her neck were anything like real items of police uniform; and they were of no help in keeping out the cold.

There were only two other passengers on the bus, and they looked as cold as Lucy felt. The athletic-looking young man was wearing only a T-shirt, a pair of tight shorts, and training shoes; his partner, a dark-haired girl with a bee-hive hair-do and garish make-up, kept trying to pull down her tight-fitting mini-dress to cover her thighs.

As they had boarded the bus, the couple had introduced themselves to Lucy. 'Hello there!' the young man had said. 'I'm John, and this is Mary. We're the victims.'

Lucy had been completely bewildered, but now that she had read the script she understood. John and Mary were two of the characters in the scenario that was about to be enacted; they were to be the victims of a burglary. Lucy, of course, was to come in to the scene of the crime and arrest the villains. But where were they, she wondered; who were the burglars?

The cold depressed her, and she was worried about remembering her few lines; but her panic about being discovered had receded. It seemed that being chosen to play at being an officer of the law was entirely coincidental. She turned back to revise her dialogue, but the bus was spluttering to a halt. They had reached their destination.

The squat, square, brick-built tower rose from a small hill that protruded from the woodland. It was surrounded on three sides by trees, and from the fourth side rain-greened meadow swept downhill to the distant river. The bus had parked next to a small door in the base of the tower, and Lucy followed John and Mary through it. The wave of warm air that greeted her came as a welcome surprise. Inside the door was a small dark hallway from which a narrow staircase spiralled upwards.

Lucy followed Mary up the stairs, admiring the movement of her pear-shaped buttocks and wondering how the small, flimsy dress stretched to cover them. John stopped outside a door when they reached a landing. 'Mary and I go in here,' he said. 'You carry on to the next floor, and make your entrance later, down the main staircase.'

'OK,' Lucy said, and continued climbing. She went through the next door she came to, and found herself on a gallery that ran round all four sides of the interior of the tower. It was unlit, but a flood of radiance spilled upwards from the floor below. Looking over the parapet, she saw below her the stage being set for the performance. Furniture was being arranged, backdrops adjusted, lights tested, cameras positioned. Cameras! Lucy fretted again. She really did not want to be photographed in this ridiculous mockery of a uniform she respected . . . But the red-headed woman, whom her Mentor had told her was the sweetheart of everyone in the House and was called Jem, had said that she was not to worry about the cameras, and that all record of Lucy's humiliation would be destroyed. Lucy had no choice but to believe her.

John and Mary were sitting calmly on a settee in the middle of the chaos, practising their lines. They had removed their shoes, and as the turmoil died down and a voice shouted 'Positions, everyone!', Mary tucked her feet under her bottom and John, pulling her towards him, started to kiss her face. The lights faded, all sounds ceased, and John and Mary were snogging enthusiastically like teenage lovers in the back row of a cinema.

'OK, action!' the voice called, and as the lights flared up John's hand stole along Mary's thigh and under her skirt, while Mary began to fondle the considerable bulge at the front of John's shorts.

In the space of the next few minutes, and without interrupting their extended kiss, the couple managed to expose most of their bodies. John unbuttoned the front of Mary's dress, released her dark-tipped, heavy breasts, and tickled her nipples into hard points; Mary untied the bow at the waistband of John's shorts, delved inside them, and brought out a large, stiff prick which she proceeded to massage lustily. John tugged at the hem of her skirt until it was round her waist, whereupon she began to shift her position on the settee to give the camera shots of her flashing thighs, of her quivering bottom, and of John's fingers dabbling between her legs.

Then the burglars arrived. Behind the settee a door opened, and two burglars tiptoed through it to look down on the oblivious couple. Lucy could tell they were burglars: each was wearing a red and black striped T-shirt and was carrying a bag labelled Swag. Lucy could also tell that they were the amateurs, the outsiders, the ones for whom the whole scenario had been designed. The male burglar was short and powerfully built, with a ruddy complexion; the woman was no taller, but very thin, with a pretty but lined face. They were both middle-aged, and each was carrying a copy of the script.

John cursed and Mary squealed, and both shook their heads violently when the burglars demanded to know where their valuables were kept. Predictably, the burglars' next step was to tie John to a chair, from which position he protested half-heartedly while the male burglar attempted to persuade Mary to talk. Lucy thought that his methods of persuasion were doomed to failure, consisting as they did of removing Mary's skimpy dress, mauling her naked body, spanking her generous bottom, and making use of her well-lubricated sex slot. The female burglar, meanwhile, for some reason that even the script failed to explain, had dropped to her knees before John's bound body and was masticating his exposed member like a dog worrying a bone.

The action had been continuing wordlessly for some minutes before Lucy, in a moment of boredom, turned the page of her script and read the direction Enter WPC, waving truncheon.

She tripped down the stairs, remembered to drop her script, lifted her truncheon aloft, and paused outside the circle of lights and cameras. She made her entrance.

The burglars were supposed to be too busy to notice her at first, and as she strolled towards the intertwined couples, rolling her hips as she began to enjoy the sensation of being watched, she realised that the two burglars had become too engrossed in their young victims to adhere to the script. Lucy, improvising, stood above the male burglar as he thrust himself into the unresisting Mary. Lucy waited until his movements became frantic, and then tapped his oscillating bottom with the flanged head of her truncheon.

'Hello, hello, hello,' she said. 'What's going on here then?'

The burglar froze. The director flapped his hands, vainly trying to suppress the giggles that emanated from the videotape crew. The female burglar flipped through her script, and remembered just in time to remove John's member from her mouth befQre delivering her line.

'Oh my God,' she read. 'It's the law.'

A black-jacketed figure ran into the middle of the set.

The burglars consulted their papers; John and Mary and Lucy exchanged glances. This entrance wasn't in the script. Lucy recognised the newcomer's grim uniform as identical to that worn by the guards during her initiation, and a dread premonition gripped her chest.

'Is Lucy here?' demanded the Security guard. 'Lucy the policewoman?'

They've rumbled me, Lucy thought. She looked frantically for the nearest exit, but realised instantly that she couldn't hope to overcome so many opponents.

The director had recovered his power of speech. 'What do you mean by bursting in here like this?' he spluttered. 'We're in the middle of a shoot.'

The Security guard held up a long white envelope. The red seal was prominent, and drew a collective gasp from the crew. 'Have you ever seen a Priority Order from the Round Tower?' the guard barked. 'This overrides everything.' He turned, and Lucy shivered as his gaze locked on her revealing travesty of police uniform. 'You're Lucy?' he said. It was hardly a question. 'Come with me. You're wanted at the Keep, immediately. There are sealed orders for you there. The car's waiting. Come on. Move!'

The guard grabbed her arm and pulled her towards the door. In the stunned silence behind her, the male burglar remembered one of his lines. 'It's a fair cop,' he called out, as Lucy stumbled down the rain-slippery steps and into the waiting car.

Jem was still tied to the chair, on her back on the seat with her arms locked under her knees and her sex pushed forward. Headman apparently found her rounded haunches an irresistible target, and he delivered playful but stinging slaps as he arranged a television screen on his desk so that Jem could see it between her uplifted thighs.

The rubber-suited woman was now standing, chained to a pillar in a corner of the room. With a flourish, Headman inserted a cassette into a video recorder next to the television. The screen flashed on, and he settled into an armchair next to Jem.

i know you'll enjoy this,' he said, as numbers appeared on the screen, counting down from nine to zero, it's not a film, I regret to say. It's more like a slide show, I suppose; a collection of stills. But I'm sure you'll immediately recognise its significance.'

i won't recognise a thing unless I get some circulation back into my arms and legs,' Jem grumbled.

Headman patted her sex-pouch. 'Shush,' he said. 'Lie back and enjoy the show.'

The first picture appeared on the screen. It took Jem a few seconds to recognise the three figures: one crouching, one standing, and the third bound kneeling between them.

It was not until half a dozen pictures had flashed in front of her eyes that Jem remembered to breathe again. She risked a sideways glance at Headman: he was staring at the screen, his lips white with rage. His fingers tightened about her labia until she cried out.

'Do you see, Jem?' he whispered. 'Do you see the miscreants? A brainless oaf, an incompetent field officer - and an ungrateful viper whom I invited into my bosom.'

On the screen, Rudi's face was twisted into a grin as he held the blindfolded head against his groin. Lesley's expression was serious and determined as she lifted the wooden switch for another blow. The figure between them was small and slim, but otherwise anonymous.

The rubber-suited woman was Lesley, Jem realised. She closed her eyes. How could she have been so stupid? Rudi had spoken of a business contact, a big man in the city who found him lucrative contracts but demanded control over his commercial activities and his private life. The same man had provided Lesley for Rudi's threesome. Lesley was Mike McKenzie's secretary, and Mike had said that he was sure his office was bugged, that he felt that someone was looking over his shoulder and knew everything he was doing. Jem fumed. Why hadn't she made the connection? Lesley must have gone straight to Headman and told him all about Jem ...

But that was wrong. Lesley had been punished precisely because she hadn't told Headman. So how ... ?

Jem opened her eyes. 'I get the picture. All right, so you're a little pissed off. It's no big deal. But how did you find out about me?

'No big deal?' Headman turned to look at her at last. His mouth was fixed in a grinning rictus and his eyes were glittering. 'You'll find out, Miss Darke, how much of a big deal this is.' His hand trailed along her flank until his first finger came to rest on her hip. The tattoo,' he said. 'Miss Morelli mentioned it in her report of course, and I've become familiar with it myself during the last few days. You've been keeping me preoccupied, Jem: I like to see every new tape and photograph on the day that it arrives, but this week I've allowed a backlog to accumulate. I didn't see these photographs until last night; and it wasn't until the final frame that I realised there was something familiar about the positioning of the tattoo on the girl in these photographs.'

'Just a stroke of luck, then,' Jem said, desperately trying to keep a flippant note in her voice.

'It seems so. I don't know what you were hoping to achieve by your deception. I can't imagine that your intentions were otherwise than to the detriment of the Private House. Had it not been for the fortunate coincidence of your tattoo appearing on these photographs, and my per-ceptiveness in recognising it, I might not have discovered Lesley's incompetence and your treachery.'

Jem's insides turned to water. Bound and helpless, she could think of nothing to do but to play for time. She did her best to look appealing. 'What will become of me, Master?' she asked.

'You've had your revenge on Lesley, and she has received punishment appropriate to her crime. Now I will take my revenge on you. Your punishment will be rather more severe, of course.'

Jem was becoming impatient. 'You might as well tell me,' she said.

Headman gazed at her with his ice-blue, soulless eyes. 'You're going to suffer, Jem,' he said. 'Now, and for always. Over and over again. From today, you're my

personal punishment slave. My whipping-girl.'

* * *

Chief Anderson had recovered consciousness, and glared malevolently from his chair. He maintained a continuous stream of curses, but they were rendered incomprehensible by the gag strapped into his mouth. Every now and then he would try to stand up, straining against his bonds and causing the chair to bounce up and down on the flagstones. At these times it was usually Asmita who would run to him to check the knots in the ropes, and to tease him by manipulating his exposed penis into an unwilling erection.

Julia was having fun. Asmita and Maxine, fearfully obeying unexpected orders from Security, had arrived in the Rotunda to find Julia in command of the entire Security system. They had deluged Julia with outrageous suggestions for new orders she could issue to the House, and Julia had implemented the more practical of them. Now they were giggling and kissing as they unlocked and explored Chief Anderson's Top Secret cupboards and files. Julia kept a maternal eye on them, requiring them to surrender to her any weapons they found, and demanding to know the contents of each newly-rifled hiding place. Asmita had been subdued at first, but was now as high-spirited as Maxine, and Julia found that both of them needed frequent but considerate application of her flicker.

At last every locker and filing cabinet had been opened. Chief Anderson's office was quiet now, as Maxine's lips were busily pressed against Asmita's, and both girls were moving only gently as they lay together on Anderson's desk.

Asmita rolled on top of Maxine, covering both their heads with the veil of her long black hair. Her sari lay trailed across the floor, and her naked rump, rising and falling slowly as she ground her crotch against Maxine's thigh, presented Julia with an enchanting target.

Julia applied her flicker gently, in time with the movements of Asmita's brown body, using the tip to indicate when she wanted the Asian girl to turn slightly to expose the inside of a thigh, or^to separate her legs more widely, or to lift her arse so that Julia could flicker the underhang-ing sex-lips. For several minutes there was no noise in the office except for deep breathing, and heavy sighs, and the soft sucking of lips against lips, and the whistle and slap of Julia's flicker.

Then Asmita lifted her bottom into the air, and Julia could see Maxine's fingers moving inside her dark slit, and Asmita's hand curled between Maxine's plump thighs. Julia stepped back, measured her aim to Asmita's uplifted arse, and delivered a rain of rapid downward strokes to the yawning cleft between the swollen cheeks. Asmita and Maxine shuddered to a simultaneous climax, gasping and moaning into each other's mouth.

'Well,' Julia announced, feeling a little bit left out of the fun, 'it's a good thing I turned off the cameras and sent most of my colleagues off duty, that's all I can say. You seem none the worse for your recent adventure, Asmita, and as for you, Maxine, you seem to have forgotten your heroine already.'

Asmita brushed aside her hair to reveal Maxine grinning sheepishly at Julia. 'Me and Asmita are just good friends,' the maid giggled. 'I couldn't ever forget Miss Jem, Miss, any more than you could. Should we do something now, Miss? I mean, Miss Jem is all right, isn't she?'

'Don't worry, Maxine. We're ready to move when the time comes. I've sealed off the Round Tower. I've sent all the guards off duty, or out to patrol the perimeter. Jem's a very clever lady. Everything's under control.'

Headman gave Jem no chance to make a run for it. In any case she had been lying with her legs in the air for so long that she doubted whether she could have walked, let alone run, when Headman loosened, but did not entirely release, the chains that ran from her wrists to the back of the chair.

Jem was now sitting upright on the edge of the seat, but her elbows were still crooked behind her knees. She flexed her muscles as discreetly as possible, hoping that she would get a chance to escape. Headman, grimly silent, was busy unlacing her high boots. That was good: she could run faster in bare feet than in high heels.

He spoke at last. 'Step out of the boots. Left foot first.

Now.' He held the boot's heel at arm's length, out of Jem's kicking range, while she shook it from her foot. 'Now the right.'

Jem considered refusing to obey his commands. But what was the point? She shook off the second boot. If she went along with Headman's instructions, maybe she'd lull him into thinking she was quiescent. If only he'd free her hands, she'd have a chance.

Her heart sank. Headman had grasped her left ankle and was buckling round it a cuff like the ones round her wrists. Another cuff went round her right ankle, and a short chain was clipped between the two. She wasn't going to run anywhere. The best she could achieve would be a hobble.

'We can't have you running off,' Headman said. 'Not when I'm about to tell you all about your future life as my personal slave. Keep still. There's a costume change coming up.'

He moved behind the chair, but didn't free her hands. She was unable to lean back without lifting her legs, so she remained sitting upright. She felt his hands moving over her back, and realised he was unlacing the black leather corset. She felt strangely embarrassed as the stiff material fell away from her body; it was as if she was being denuded, as if she was more naked than when her bound limbs had obliged her to display her arse and her sex.

'Black leather is much too imposing for a sex slave,' Headman said. 'From now on everything you wear is going to be lacy and fluffy. You'll find the whole process much easier if you imagine yourself reverting to childhood.'

Jem considered her juvenile years. The memories seemed to be made up of cheeking teachers, dodging classes, hanging out with a gang, necking with boys who drove old cars dangerously fast, and negotiating endlessly for a bigger allowance. 'I doubt it,' she said.

Headman hadn't heard her. 'From now on,' he said, unchaining her wrists at last, 'you're my naughty little girl. Always in need of more punishment. And always enjoying it, too. You'll see. And always ashamed of enjoying it.'

Jem shivered as she pulled her aching arms from beneath her knees and flexed her muscles. 'No chance,' she spat at him, but she already knew that her defiance was covering her fear. It wasn't the endless punishments that she feared; it was the suspicion that she might, as Headman promised, enjoy them. She would be trapped by her own desires.

She stretched her spine, stood up, took a step forward, and almost fell. She had forgotten the short chain connecting her ankles. She swore.

Headman laughed. 'Little girls take only little steps,' he said. 'Come over to the mirror, Jem. It's time to try on your new costume.'

Cursing under her breath, and taking care not to stumble, Jem made her way to the corner of the study where a full-length mirror was set into the panelling of the wall. Headman, watching from his desk, flicked a switch, and the mirror's frame was suddenly aglow, casting a soft light over Jem. Reflexively she crossed her arms in front of her breasts as she suddenly saw her illuminated reflection in the glass.

Headman neither moved nor spoke. In the silence Jem couldn't help studying her reflection. She looked every bit like a slave girl, naked but for a leather collar, leather cuffs round her wrists and ankles, and her feet chained together. She tossed her head in what she hoped was a defiant gesture. Her red-brown curls caught the light. She moved closer to the mirror, turning to one side and then to the other. The tightly-laced corset had left indentations in her skin, but they were already fading. Her fingers touched the faint red marks round her waist, and then moved up her ribs as she thought to inspect the undersides of her breasts for similar marks. She placed her left hand over her left breast, lifting it, and surprised herself with a surge of sexual arousal. She felt her nipple hardening against her palm, and an image of Lesley's rubber-clad head moving between her upraised buttocks suddenly came into her mind.

She looked into the mirror, and glanced shyly over the shoulder of* her own reflection. Headman was staring at her. He had seen her hand on her breast, her shy glance towards him. The familiar sensation of tickling desire stirred between her legs. He was still staring at her; he could see all of her, front and back simultaneously, her big blue eyes, her pointed nipples jutting from her full breasts, the perfectly-shaped backside that he couldn't keep from touching. She turned slightly, and pushed her bottom out. She looked at him again. He was still staring at her.

'Are you getting bored, Jem?' he said. 'You'll find your costume in the cupboard next to the mirror.'

Jem hobbled to the cupboard, and pulled open the door. There was only one hanger on the rail. Jem unhooked it. She could already see what the costume was. The thought of wearing it made her tremble with a strange mixture of dread and excitement.

On the floor of the cupboard there was a pair of flat-heeled, round-toed brown sandals. Lying across them was a pair of white ankle socks. The dress in her hands was a grown-up's version of a little girl's dress: it was made of thin, soft cotton, with a pink and white candy stripe.

Try it on,' Headman said softly.

Jem looked in the mirror as her unsteady hands fussed with buttons and straps. Yes, the little dress would suit the girl in the mirror: she was such a petite thing, and with that cheeky heart-shaped face and that mass of red curls she'd look just like an adorable little girl.

She couldn't work out how to get the dress on. She had butterflies in her tummy; she felt like a teenager again, dressing up for a date with a boy she really wanted. She pulled the garment on over her head.

It fitted. It had obviously been made for her. With nervous fingers she tied the trailing ends of the waistband into a big pink bow behind her back, tightening the elasticated waistband. The skirt, with built-in lace petticoats, was full, pleated and very short at the front: the hem was about half-way between her knees and her crotch when she leant forward, but when she stood straight or made any movement the fullness of the cut lifted the hem. The skirt was supposed to button doy/n the back, but the buttons were undone and the material of the skirt and the petticoats had been ruched like a pair of stage curtains, framing Jem's bottom. The bodice of the dress, made of the same candy, striped material but with a lace panel at the front, was a tight fit. It ended just below Jem's breasts, and was connected to a white beribboned yoke by pink straps that crossed between the breasts and between the shoulderblades, and were held on by big pink buttons. Also connecting the yoke to the bodice were large puff sleeves, trimmed with elasticated lace where they ended half-way down Jem's upper arms.

Jem stared at her reflection. She didn't know whether she was delighted, outraged or ashamed. The outfit was a sugary confection of ribbons, bows and lace, a Hollywood musical version of a cute dress for a cute little girl. She found herself thinking whimsically that she'd need a pink ribbon for her hair.

Her naked breasts, swelling above the candy-striped cotton and white lace, separated by crossed ribbons, and jiggling freely with Jem's slightest movement, were a constant reminder of the perversity of the costume. Jem couldn't help being shamefully aware of them. The dress was no less obscene when viewed from behind: when Jem turned and looked over her shoulder to see her reflection's buttocks not merely on display but gift-wrapped in lace and bows, she felt herself blushing in embarrassment.

'I think only the naughtiest of little girls would show themselves off in such a disgraceful manner,' Headman said as he walked towards Jem. 'Don't you agree?'

Jem turned her head away from the mirror to find Headman in front of her. Her breasts, almost touching his chest, had never felt more exposed. Jem herself had never felt more confused. This was supposed to be punishment. She was being enslaved. She tried to feel anger and resentment, but instead she was ashamed and disturbingly aroused. 'Yes, Master,' she heard herself say. 'I agree. I'm very naughty.'

'Don't worry,' Headman said. 'I promise that you'll be spanked soundly every day. There will be regular whippings, too. As much punishment as you can take. Now what do you say?'

Thank you, Master.' Jem realised that her gratitude was genuine. She suddenly wanted to cry.

Something in the back of her mind reminded her that she didn't cry. Not ever, leastways in public. She sniffed, and smiled at Headman. 'What next, big man?'

Headman stepped back. He looked at her suspiciously, i think it would be wise to keep you restrained,' he said.

Damn, Jem thought.

'Leave the shoes and socks for now. I think the ankle cuffs and the chain are more suitable. Now, where can I put you while I explain your new role in the Private House? Ah, I have it. Come and make friends with your ex-colleague Lesley.'

Jem took hesitant small steps towards the centre of the room, while Headman released Lesley from the pillar against which she had been chained. Jem was grateful that Lesley, still encased in rubber, couldn't see the candy-striped costume. Headman led Lesley to meet Jem.

'Stand close to her, Jem,' Headman said. 'No, much closer than that. Embrace her.'

Jem hobbled forward until her toes were touching Lesley's. She touched Lesley's shoulder, to let Lesley know that someone was very close to her, and then put her hands on Lesley's waist.

Headman guffawed. 'I can see you need some assistance,' he said, striding up to stand behind Jem. With one tug he undid the bow at her back, and then he paused. 'Bottom out for a smack,' he said lightly. Jem swallowed, pushed back her hips, and felt her buttocks parting the lacy curtains at the back of her skirt. 'Good girl,' Headman said, and whacked his hand down twice.

Jem gasped. She had tightened her grip on Lesley's waist.

'Say thank you,' Headman said. 'And then ask for more. And ask properly.'

Lesley would hear her. However softly she spoke, Lesley couldn't fail to hear and understand. It had been years since Jem had been ashamed of anything to do with her sexuality, but now she found herself blushing and stammering in embarrassment. And she knew that her vulva was soaking wet with excitement.

Thank you for spanking me, Master,' she said. 'Please could I have some more smacks?'

Headman's hand came down twice more, Jem felt her buttocks jiggling from the blows, and the stinging warmth spreading across her bottom and into her sex.

Thank you, Master,' she said firmly.

i begin to think you'll surprise both of us,' Headman said. 'You have a natural aptitude for slavery that was not noted when you were vetted on the outside. I must reprimand Miss Morelli. But that's enough smacks for now. There are many, many more to come. No need to rush things. Stand up straight.'

Jem stood face to rubber-masked face with Lesley. Headman went behind Lesley, reached forward, grasped one end of Jem's waistband ribbon in each hand, and crossed the ends behind Lesley's back. He pulled slowly but strongly, and Jem and Lesley were forced together until candy-striped cotton met sleek rubber. Headman knotted the ribbon tightly.

The costumes of both women left their breasts completely uncovered. Jem's were round and full but very firm, with pert nipples. Lesley's were even larger, and were softer and more pendulous than Jem's, with broad areolas. Jem, who had no inhibitions about enjoying other women's bodies, thoroughly enjoyed the sensation of her hard nipples sinking into the warm, soft mounds, still showing the faint traces of the whipping that Jem had herself administered, as the two women's breasts were squashed together. Jem was a little shorter than Lesley, and her nipples pushed into Lesley's breasts just on the lowest point of the circumference of her areolas, so that Lesley's nipples were almost resting on Jem's.

Headman grabbed Jem's hands and pulled the top of her body even further towards Lesley's, so that the women's breasts were flattened against each other and made four ovals of flesh squashed between the two ribcages. Jem tilted her head back slightly so that Lesley's soft lips met her own, rather than her nose. For a moment both women were still. Then, tentatively, Jem moved her lips. She felt Lesley respond by opening her mouth slightly. Jem smiled and Lesley, feeling the movement, smiled too. They kissed, gently at first, then more passionately as they each felt their own and their partner's nipples stiffen.

Meanwhile Jem was aware that Headman was once again attaching chains to the cuffs at her wrists. Her hands were resting on Lesley's back, but Headman pulled the wrists downwards and then, Jem judged, he passed the chains through the rings on her ankle cuffs. Suddenly the chains were pulled tight, and Jem found that she couldn't lift her hands above Lesley's waist. Nor, she realised, could she move them very far to either side. In fact the only place she could rest her hands was on Lesley's swelling, naked and comprehensively punished bottom.

She did so. The flesh was soft and warm. She felt Lesley's mouth open in surprise, and then resume kissing as Jem's hands wandered across the heated curves. Here and there Jem's fingertips encountered a raised line, which she presumed was a weal left by Headman's riding crop, and followed it. When such a line stopped at the vertical valley that divided Lesley's bottom, Jem's fingers continued into the valley and circled towards Lesley's anus for a few moments before emerging again to caress the burning skin. At such moments Jem felt Lesley's kisses become more urgent, and she responded eagerly. Lesley's fingers found their way past the ruched folds of material at the back of Jem's skirt, and soon Jem's bottom was receiving the same attention as she was giving to Lesley's, including extended ticklings and probings of Jem's puckered arsehole. Lesley was very good at kissing, and had wickedly intrusive fingers, and Jem's mind was disappearing into a fog of sensual delight.

Jem wasn't conscious of deciding to start smacking Lesley. It seemed to follow naturally from their activities, and Jem was almost surprised when she heard the slap of her own hand against Lesley's skin. Lesley interrupted their kissing long enough to murmur, 'Not fair,' and then she forced her lips down on Jem's and pushed her tongue into

Jem's mouth. Jem felt Lesley's right hand leave her bottom, and knew what was about to happen. A stinging blow, only part cushioned by a fold of lace petticoat, landed on her left buttock. She kissed Lesley fiercely, and felt the hand being raised again. This time Lesley altered her aim and successfully avoided the material of Jem's skirt. The smack landed across both buttocks, far down the central divide, where the two hemispheres begin to part and reveal the split sex-pouch beneath. Jem gasped. She felt her nipples become even harder, pressed against Lesley's within the compressed cushions of flesh. Lesley giggled, and smacked Jem again in exactly the same place, so that her fingers tapped against Jem's sex just after her palm landed on Jem's buttocks. Jem lifted her left hand as far as the chain permitted, and brought it down on Lesley's rump. Lesley's squeal was muffled by Jem's kisses.

The mutual spanking went on for several minutes, with each woman trying to elicit a louder yelp from the other. Lesley had an advantage because her hands were not bound, and she could therefore deliver harder slaps. The design of Jem's dress, too, obliged Lesley to concentrate her smacks across the centre of Jem's bottom, an area which soon felt very warm and tender. Jem, with her wrists tethered to her ankles, was able to use less force; but Lesley's bottom had been on the receiving end of a lengthy and severe punishment which had ended less than half an hour previously, and even Jem's restricted, smacks produced a stream of gasps and giggled curses from Lesley's lips.

The smacking decreased in intensity from time to time as both women seemed to decide simultaneously that they needed to explore each other's anuses or stretch forward to pinch each other's sopping labia. Whenever Jem thought that Lesley was on the point of getting lost in the spiral of an orgasm, she smacked Lesley's bottom as hard as she could, whereupon Lesley would retaliate and another session of spanking would ensue.

Jem, who knew that she herself kept approaching the brink of a climax, had escaped from her predicament into a sexual paradise. She could have stayed forever with her breasts and her mouth pressed against the luscious Lesley's, spanking and teasing and being spanked and teased.

A line of stinging pain flashed across her bottom.

That's enough,' Headman said. That was a very entertaining display, Jem, but I tire of reminding you that my pleasure is paramount, not yours. Now both of you keep your hands motionless while I address Jem.'

Jem turned her head. She was so aroused that the tickle of Lesley's breath against her neck and the heat of Lesley's hand resting on her waist made her tremble, but she forced herself to pay attention to Headman. Somewhere in the recesses of her sex-befuddled mind she still held a determination to escape; to win.

Headman was sitting behind his leather-topped desk. He looked incongruous there with his grizzled, muscular body naked but for the criss-crossing belts and chains. He placed his fingertips together like a fussy professor about to deliver his verdict on a rival's treatise.

'Your punishment, Jem, will be continuous and without term. At some time in the future I might decide to stop it. But if I were you I wouldn't count on it. I suspect that you might prove endlessly fascinating.'

Jem half expected a consoling kiss from Lesley, and then realised that with her ears covered by the rubber hood Lesley couldn't hear the doom that Headman was pronouncing. Jem felt very alone.

i have employed whipping slaves before,' Headman mused, 'but only on a temporary basis. Each one was, if I remember rightly, an unwilling slave who was being punished for a specific misdeed. You, Jem, will be the first to occupy the position permanently. You should consider it an honour: none of the others could have stood it for more than a few weeks. To be fair to them, it must be said that they were pushed in at the deep end, as it were. I'm going to train you up slowly, Jem. I'll start you in a veritable paddling pool of punishments, and soon you'll be an Olympic athlete of a whipping slave. I trust I haven't stretched the metaphor too far.

'Once you are trained, the regime will consist of a large number of disparate elements. I don't think you'll be bored. In the first place, you will be in attendance on me at all times. You will sleep at the foot of my bed, you will take your meals at or under my table. You will therefore be available for my private, intimate chastisements whenever the whim takes me, but as I tend to be regular in my habits you can expect to be roused each morning with a spanking and bedded each night under the whip.

These private punishments will, however, be less severe than the public ones. You will attend me during all my meetings and wherever I go, and I will let it be known that I will look favourably on those who suggest particularly original and humiliating punishments for you. Even if I have a busy schedule I'll make sure that I find the time for you, and at the very least you'll provide background entertainment by, for instance, performing oral sex while under the lash. But I hope that my followers will be more inventive than that, and that we'll find the time for more creative pursuits. And talking of pursuits, one of my plans is to instigate a Private House hunt, in which mounted hunters with whips dipped in paint will pursue the quarry - guess who that will be, Jem - through the grounds. The different colours of the paints will identify the various hunters, and there will be points awarded for each stripe on your bottom. The winner will be awarded some suitable prize; probably you again, Jem, perhaps tied against a tree for a public whipping and buggering.

'You will also be available, at my discretion, to take on the punishments of others, particularly those silver-tongued miscreants who contrive to make out a persuasive case. You will, of course, express your gratitude at being able to lift the sentence from another inhabitant of the Private House, and when you have undergone the punishment in his or her stead you will demonstrate your gratitude by performing a sexual service of his or her choice. Or mine, of course.

'Another aspect of your role will be in the solving of disputes between individuals. In such cases, I will decide in favour of the party who, for instance, suggests the most shameful act for you to perform or the most innovative form of punishment for you to endure. Such a system is open to abuse, of course, in that some people may conspire to pretend to be in dispute simply as a means to suggest ordeals for the Master's whipping girl. But I won't mind.'

It was all much as Jem had suspected and feared. From now on her life would be one of perpetual subjugation. Her bottom, permanently reddened and sore, would be endlessly smacked and whipped. Her nipples would be forever erect and swollen, her breasts would be lashed again before the previous stripes could fade. She would be made available for sex at all times. Headman would make sure that her mouth, her vagina and her anus were fruitfully employed most of the time.

It was all predictable stuff. Jem didn't think it would break her resolve to win. It would be a challenge. In fact, as long as she could get enough rest and enough vitamins, it might even be fun.

There will be other, subtler aspects of your punishment, Jem,' Headman went on. 'You are wearing one of your costumes. There will be others. You will be required to act in character, at all times, and your character will depend on the costume.'

Jem frowned. She didn't like the sound of this.

There will be several little girl outfits, and when you are wearing them you will suck your thumb, stand awkwardly, nod and shake your head when replying to questions - for which you will be smacked, of course. You will carry a doll. You will skip, rather than walk. On the rare occasions that you are required to talk, you will do so with a lisp and your head cocked to one side.

'I have in mind at least one animal costume. I think you'd look very fetching as a French poodle, with curly fur pom-poms on mittens, boots, knee pads, and elbow pads. Another pom-pom on a stiff leather dildo protruding from your rear. A big bow in your hair. And when dressed as a dog, you'll behave as one. You'll trot at my heel on hands and knees, you'll eat and drink from bowls on the floor.

People will throw sticks for you to fetch. You will not be allowed to talk, of course. If you want to communicate, you'll have to manage to do so by barking. Yes, I think you'll make a fine little doggie.

There is one particularly humiliating aspect of the wearing of your costumes that might not yet have occurred to you. This is a part of your punishment that I will take great pleasure in administering very strictly. It is the matter of your toilet training.

'Little girls are, of course, too young to be allowed to go to the toilet unsupervised. When you are playing at being a little girl, you will be required to ask permission to go to the toilet. If you don't speak up, and say clearly and precisely why you want to be excused, you will of course be made to repeat your request in front of a larger group of witnesses. You will then be escorted to the toilet by one or more appointed adults, who will make sure you do everything properly and clean yourself thoroughly afterwards.

'I can see that you're looking worried at last. I concede that it will be difficult for an independent woman such as you are to plunge yourself wholeheartedly into the role of a little girl. Or of a dog, for that matter: pissing and shitting in the flowerbeds or, even more shamefully, in a centrally situated litter tray, will tax your strength of will. And I'm sure that you're already deciding that no amount of whipping will make you behave so disgracefully.

'I'm sure you're right. But there is one punishment - one particular costume - that I intend to keep in reserve should you ever decline to act in character. If you ever have to suffer it, I'm sure you'll wish never to repeat the experience.

'If the thought of behaving like a little girl repels you, consider how much worse it would be to be even younger. Your ultimate punishment costume, Jem, will be a romper suit that you won't be able to take off. You'll be wearing woollen mittens, woollen booties, a harness with bells that will keep you constrained within your own specially built play pen, a frilly bonnet and a rubber dummy that will be strapped into your mouth - after you've eaten a large meal of rusks in warm milk. Your playpen will be located somewhere very public, of course. And when you've been there all day, and once a large crowd and a video team have gathered, several strong nannies will come and remove your soiled nappy, clean and powder you, smack your bottom soundly, and tie you into your cot with a large bottle of milk in your mouth. More public spanking, of course, if you're found in the morning to have wet your bed.

'Yes, I didn't think you'd like the sound of that. As I say, I'll keep it in reserve.

'Finally, you might be tempted to seek respite from your whipping girl duties by straying from my side. This might seem like a sound strategy, but I think I have devised a rule that will ensure that you are always anxious to stay close to me, even though you know that my pleasure is always to shame you and chastise you. It is simply this: I will announce that if anyone, at any level or rank within the Private House, finds you away from my presence - indeed, if anyone can inveigle you away from me, by persuasion or even by deceit, then that person is entitled to use you in any way he or she wishes, within certain very liberal guidelines and on condition that you are frequently whipped. Some of the people here are very accomplished perverts, Jem. I think you'll stick to me like a limpet. You'll beg to be thrashed rather than sent away from me. Your devotion to me will be constant and very touching.'

Jem had realised, as Headman had rambled about dog costumes and toilet training, that she would not be able to cope as his personal slave. She knew she was strong, but she would not be able to endure the regime without rebelling, and she would be forced into a downward spiral of harsher and harsher beatings and more and more humiliating acts. Headman would cease to find her entertaining, but even if he let her live, what sort of demoralised, broken Jem would crawl from the Private House and back into the real world?

'Don't despair, Jem,' Headman said. He sounded genuinely concerned. He stood and walked towards the two entwined women. 'I've saved the best until last. Let me repeat what I said at the beginning: I'm going to train you up slowly.'

He was smiling. God help me, Jem thought, he looks friendly. And I'm grinning at him like an idiot.

He undipped the chains from Jem's wrists and untied the knotted ribbon behind Lesley's back. Freed, but with her ankles still hobbled, Jem swayed. Headman took her hands in his and looked at her face, waiting patiently until she lifted her eyes to meet his. 'Listen to me, delightful Jem,' he said. 'Everything that I've described will happen, but I will take you there step by step, very carefully.

imagine this: you are on a circular stage, wearing this pink and white costume, tied securely to a bench so that your face and breasts are hanging over one end and your bottom is raised at the other. The crowd moves around you, admiring you and making comments about what they'd like to do with you.

'I step on to the stage and demand silence. I pinch your nipples and slap your breasts, and invite the audience to consider how attractively the right breast will sway and judder and turn pink as it is whipped with a leather strap. I move behind you. You feel me stroking your bottom, pushing my fingers into your vagina. You are very wet. I use your wetness to lubricate your anus. I tell the audience what I'm doing; I advise them to watch your flushed face as I move my fingers inside your rectum.

'After a little while I pull my fingers out of you and ask the two contestants to come to the stage. They are naked young men with erect penises, which they show to the audience and to you. One of them stays in front of your face, the other moves behind you. I produce a stopwatch and announce the rules of the game: one man will enter your mouth, and the other your anus. When I give the word, you are to try to make them come. The winner is the one who lasts longer. His reward is to whip your right breast with a leather strap for the same amount of time as you took to generate his orgasm. What do you think of that, Jem?'

The picture was clear in Jem's mind. She could hear the comments of the crowd, she could feel the hot hardness of the erections, she could almost taste the sperm in her mouth. She could feel the fiery strokes across her right breast.

'Your nipples are very hard,' Headman said, touching them with his fingers.

Jem felt herself blushing. She shivered as Headman touched her.

'Move your legs as far apart as the chain permits.' Headman moved behind her, his hands brushing her buttocks as he moved the folded material aside. 'Good girl,' he said as she pushed her bottom towards him. His right hand slid below her buttocks and cradled her sex. 'You're very hot down here,' he said. 'And very, very wet. Do you begin to see why I think you'll make the perfect slave?'

Jem nodded. 'I understand now,' she said.

'I knew you would. The punishment isn't in the whipping. It isn't even in making you feel ashamed. The punishment is your realisation that you're enjoying every moment of your slavery. I'm going to make sure that you are a completely willing victim. More than willing: enthusiastic. And we both know that I can do it, and that you will enjoy it. Let's move on to another demonstration, shall we?'

The words 'Yes, Master' were on Jem's lips but the voice in the back of her mind was screaming that if she didn't act now she would be lost forever. She had to get away. She had to run. She pulled away from Headman and lunged towards the door.

She fell to the floor as the chain between her ankles snapped taut.

She wasn't hurt; she had been standing on soft carpet. She lay still for a long time. She considered her options: there were none. Headman had captured her. The plans she had laid depended on being able to move freely, being able to leave Headman's study and contact Julia. Headman had found her out and had kept her in chains. He had won. He was watching her now. She was to be his whipping slave. He was waiting for her to surrender: again, and for ever, over and over again until surrender became her natural state and the source of all her pleasure. It was inevitable.

The chain between her ankles would make it difficult for her to stand. She lifted her body from the floor, taking her weight at first on her elbows and knees. She was aware that for a moment, until she sprang upright, her bottom would be raised into the air. She remained motionless, and then instead of pushing herself upright she curved her back downwards and moved her knees apart, sensing her bottom cheeks rounding and parting. She waited for Headman to move, or speak. There was a very long silence.

Damn him, Jem thought. I know what he wants. And he knows that I want it too.

'Punish me, Master,' she said, moving her hips in a circle. 'Please.'

Crouching in the shadow at the base of a stone column, Lucy consulted her instructions again.

Look for two tapestries: shepherds being seduced by nymphs, and the flagellation of a nun. Between them is an archway. Through the archway you will find a short corridor with doors on each side. The third door on the left is a weapons store. Take whatever you need.

She took a deep breath, straightened the cap on her head, and stepped gingerly into the vast and gloomy void of the Great Hall. The tapping of her high heels echoed from the overarching vaults, and she froze in mid-stride, waiting to be apprehended. But the huge hall was deserted, and no one challenged her as she crossed the stone floor and disappeared into the side-chamber between the tapestries.

She still had no clear idea of what she was doing, or why. She was simply following the instructions that had been handed to her in the half-ruined castle to which she had been driven at break-neck speed. The note, which she still carried in her hand, told her that she had a clear path to the Master's den, and that she would find evidence against him there; it told her which doors were unlocked, where the few remaining guards were stationed, where she could find weapons. She had no way of knowing whether the instructions came from Jem, the Master's auburn consort, or from Julia, whom Lucy suspected of being a representative of a faction within the House staff. They could even come from the Master himself, or his Security Corps, who might be toying with her and drawing her into a trap. So far, the instructions had been accurate; all she could do was to follow them, and remain alert.

A slim iron bar was resting against the padlocked door, almost as if it had been left there for her to find. She used it to break open the padlock.

The weapons in the store room were mainly useless: ornate swords, a multitude of whips, strange electronic gadgets. She chose a pistol in a holster, identical to those she had seen clipped to the belts of the Security guards. It was only an air-pistol, she realised, and useless for longdistance work; but the feathered darts were supposed to contain a strong tranquiliser, and she reasoned that she would be as well armed as any opponent she might confront. She discarded the holster, gripped the pistol in her right hand, and made for the main staircase.

The Master had secured Lesley on the seat of the leather armchair in the position that Jem had been made to adopt earlier: her buttocks and sex protruding over the edge of the seat, her legs lifted into the air, with her elbows crooked behind her knees and her wrists pulled back beside her shoulders.

The seat of the chair had been raised, not quite as high as when Jem had been on it, and now Jem had a bird's eye view of Lesley on display.

Jem was tied on to the saddle, as Lesley had been.

It was surprisingly comfortable. The metal frame supported undulations of wood and shaped leather that were covered in soft hide and upholstered with varying amounts of padding. At the front a padded wooden fork with three tines, slightly yielding and with a slight upward slope, supported Jem's shoulders and breastbone while leaving her breasts uncovered and freely hanging between the tines. The middle part of the saddle was very soft, horizontal, and slightly U-shaped in section; Jem's stomach almost nestled in the giving upholstery. A wide belt ran across the middle of her back, holding her down; her wrists were chained to rings set into the belt. The end of the saddle was the most generously padded part: a thick roll of resilient, leather-covered wadding that lay underneath her hip bone and tilted her hips upward. Her ankles were no longer chained together, but instead each ankle cuff was chained three ways, behind the heel and on each side, to one of the two stirrups into which Jem's feet had been placed. The stirrups had been raised almost up to the central bench of the saddle, rounding and parting Jem's buttocks as much as Lesley's.

Lesley was still encased in the rubber suit, although Jem's view of her was dominated by her punished, pink-ened buttocks and her pinker, swollen sex-pouch. Jem could see and smell that Lesley was still aroused, even though with her eyes and ears covered with rubber she could not possibly know what was going on. Perhaps, Jern thought, she was simply excited by being tied in such an exposed position, or because she expected to be whipped again.

That must be what's doing it for me, Jem thought.

She was aware of a yearning heat inside her sex. She could feel trickles of her juices running on to and along the puffy ridges of her parted labia, and wondered whether drops of the liquid were falling on to the carpet. The Master had promised her an introduction to the pleasure of pain. She couldn't wait for him to begin.

She lowered her head and looked at her breasts, framed within the twin hoops of the saddle's front. They felt full and heavy. Jem hoped that the Master wouldn't forget to smack them, perhaps with the strap that Jem had used on Lesley's breasts.

Where was the Master? He hadn't spoken, or moved into Jem's line of sight, since securing her on the saddle. But she hadn't heard him leave the room. What was he waiting for?

Ah. Yes. Of course.

'Master,' Jem said hesitantly, 'may I speak?'

'Jem,' the Master exclaimed. 'I thought you'd fallen asleep. What would you like to say?'

'Master, I'd like to be punished now. Please.'

His hand brushed the stretched skin of her right buttock. 'Here?' the Master said. His voice and his touch sent tremors of excitement through her.

'Whatever pleases you, Master,' she said. She found that when she lifted the register of her voice, a lisp came almost naturally. 'But please, don't forget my breasts.'

'Of course not, Jem. There's plenty of time.' He chuckled, and Jem smiled happily. 'You're going to be a perfect little girl. Shall I start by spanking you where you're wet?'

'Yes please, Master,' she lisped, and felt her sex fill with liquid desire as she anticipated the first slap of the Master's hand.

The Master smacked her very slowly. He was so kind, she thought, even while he was being cruel. Each slap landed with a wet noise that reminded her of the physical symptom of her arousal and made her blush with shame. Her buttocks and thighs were held wide apart; she couldn't move them together. Her sex was completely exposed, hanging nakedly, waiting defencelessly for the lazy upswing of the Master's arm and the shock of his carefully aimed slap. Sometimes his hand covered her vulva entirely, stinging it a little, and the tips of his fingers would nudge her clitoris. Sometimes his fingers smacked the labia, to the left or to the right, and occasionally his fingers would land between them and thrust inside her. The smacks weren't painful; or perhaps it was just that the little stings and shocks were subsumed into the waves of throbbing desire that grew as they flowed through Jem's body. She didn't really care.

Jem was excited as much by the delirious shame of her own arousal as by the smacking. The Master's hand, wet with her juice, spread the evidence of her naughtiness across her body. Her buttocks and thighs were sticky with her wetness. The crater of her anus was a pool of liquid, regularly refilled from the Master's fingers.

She knew he had stopped smacking her. Instead of standing behind her, letting her anticipation of the next slap build and turn into liquid longing, he strode to the front of the saddle.

'Look, Jem.' His hand, in front of her face, glistened with her juices. 'Smell.'

She inhaled the scent of her arousal, a little more lemony than the aroma from Lesley's upturned sex.

He put his fingers across her lips. 'Taste.'

She kissed his fingers, licked them, and opened her mouth in a desperate appeal. He stroked her hair, and slowly pushed two fingers between her lips. She sucked, imagining that it was his erect penis, as wet with her juices as his fingers, that was sliding back and forth in her mouth. Her clitoris tingled maddeningly. She could almost come, she thought.

He withdrew his fingers.

'Did you enjoy your spanking?' he said.

Yes. Yes, she had loved every shame-filled moment and she had wanted it never to stop. 'Yes, thank you, Master,' she said. 'It was lovely.'

'Very good. Now, Jem, if you ask very politely, I'll whip the same place with a strap.'

Instantly she could imagine the sharp, fiery sting as the belt of leather smacked against the moist, tender skin of her sex. She wanted to feel it.

'Please, Master,' she said, 'would you please whip my private parts with your strap.'

The smacks were closer together, and harder. And they hurt. Jem gasped with each blow, and felt her breasts trembling as she tried to move in her bonds. She pictured the pink split peach of her sex gradually turning as red as her pubic curls. The smacks stopped, and she felt the Master's strong fingers stroking the hot flesh, probing her wet interior. A sudden wave of arousal made her shudder.

His fingers were between her buttocks now, stroking the well-lubricated hole. It felt good; it was somehow connected to the stinging of her sex. Another ripple of lust spread through her.

That felt even better. The Master was putting his finger into her anus. No, not his finger: something else, about the same thickness, but hard and cold and smooth. It was stretching her, filling her. It was uncomfortable, but it made her pant with desire. Her sphincter closed suddenly and once again she almost came.

The smooth cylinder was inside her, but a narrower part of it was still in her anus, still stretching her slightly. The Master's finger tapped something, and a tremor ran from her tight anus through the cylinder lodged in her rectum.

The base is flanged,' the Master said, it flares out into a long, flat oval that fits very neatly between your buttocks. It stops the plug disappearing inside you. I'll use the strap there a little later. But first, I seem to remember you wanted me to attend to your breasts. What do you say, Jem?'

It was easy to ask. 'Please smack my breasts, Master. Smack them hard.'

That's for me to decide, Jem,' her Master said.

There was another long silence. Jem almost wept with frustration. She hadn't intended to offend him. What could she say? i'm sorry, Master. Truly sorry.'

'Don't worry, Jem. These are early days. You're only at the beginning of the road, and you're doing very well. Now: to whom do you belong?'

'I belong to you, Master.'

His strong hands cupped her breasts. She sighed, and smiled gratefully. 'And these?' he said.

'They belong to you, Master.'

'Be sure to remember that,' he said. He released her breasts, and brought his right hand to her face. His hand held one end of the strap, a tongue of leather about two centimetres wide and forty centimetres long. Thank me for each stroke,' he said. 'And whenever I stop and ask you if you've had enough, plead for more. Keep your head up; I want to watch your face.'

She lifted her head,, and immediately the first stroke landed. The underside of her left breast flamed with sudden heat.

Thank you, Master,' she gasped.

He allowed her time to appreciate the glow that spread through her breast, to feel its weight tremble and gradually become still, to writhe in her bonds and enjoy the realisation that she couldn't move, that she couldn't protect her breasts, that they were not her breasts but his, to do with as he wished.

The next stroke landed on her right breast. She said. Thank you, Master,' quickly, anxious to savour the sensation again.

He whipped her more and more quickly, until her breasts were dancing like marionettes and the flaming lashes merged into a glorious rising blaze that seemed to burn a path down her spine to kindle a fire in her sex. She could hardly complete a breathy sentence of thanks for each stroke before she had to start thanking her Master for the next. Thank you, Master,' became a garbled mantra that somehow expressed in combination her gratitude to her Master, her reaction to the lines of wonderful sensation that he was writing across her reddening breasts, and the throbbing crescendo of lust in her loins.

He stopped. She lowered her head, panting as her eyes focused on the red lines fading to pink all over her jiggling breasts. Her Master put a finger under her chin and lifted her face. He looked into her eyes, and kissed her. She returned the kiss, her lips seeking his as he withdrew.

Thank you, Master,' she whispered, it was wonderful.'

That's perfectly all right, Jem.' He was always polite. He was never hurried. 'You deserve it. Have you had enough, do you think?'

Her breasts were stinging. Her vulva was stinging. There was a warm weight in her rectum and a pressure in her anus. Her nipples were hardening again and felt sore, but not sore enough. Every sexual part of her felt swollen and glowing.

i belong to you, Master,' Jem said. 'Do as you wish. But I'd like you to whip my breasts again, please. Harder than before.'

'You don't sound as though you mean it,' he said, stepping back.

She panicked, i do, Master, I do, I do. Please believe me. I really want you to punish my breasts as hard as you want to. As hard as you can.'

She heard him laugh, but not unpleasantly. It was an indulgent laugh. 'Very well, then. Head up, as before. Don't thank me after each stroke this time. Just keep your mouth slightly open.'

This whipping was even better. She was able to concentrate more on the physical sensations, the intense stings each followed by a pulse of fiery pain that spread and burned across the whole of both breasts and was superseded by another crack and sting even as it continued down her body and fed the blaze in her loins. Her breasts felt huge and very soft. She could feel them swinging and jumping to the rhythm of her Master's arm. Her nipples were points of sensitivity that strove to position themselves in the path of the strap.

'Now have you had enough?' Headman said, slightly out of breath.

'No, Master,' Jem replied immediately. 'Please whip my breasts again. Much harder, please.'

Her Master laughed. 'I have to tell you, Jem, that I have never seen you look more beautiful. Your soft eyes, always half closing, your lips, your little gasps and moans - the very essence of martyred ecstasy. And your breasts are a pleasure to punish: large enough to merit attention, firm enough to retain their shape and resilience even in this position, pale enough to colour under each stroke, and obviously more than sensitive enough. I'm tempted to fulfil your request; but we have to move on.'

He kissed her, and then moved out of sight behind her. She wanted him to touch her, wanted it so much that she was sure he would see the small thrusting movements she tried to make with her hips. Her vulva felt so hot and so wet.

His fingers plunged into her. She cried out, and her body shuddered. Her tingling breasts danced and made her shudder again. She knew she was very close to a climax.

'You're obviously still rather excited,' her Master said.

'If I didn't know you're a tough-minded, independent, no-nonsense young woman, I'd think you were becoming an obedient slave with remarkable enthusiasm. I believe you derive sexual pleasure from being punished and humiliated. You're a very naughty girl.'

Jem knew she should apologise, but she was so close to the edge that she couldn't speak. Her Master was moving his fingers in and out of her sex, slowly and thoughtfully. There was a wet sucking noise as he pulled his fingers free at last, and Jem sobbed with a combination of shame and frustrated desire.

'Now I'm going to cane you here,' he said, trailing his wet fingers down the length of the valley between her buttocks and stopping just about the parted lips of her vulva. He tapped the base of the anal plug, and sent a tremor through the sensitive ring of her anus and into the depths of her belly. 'You'll discover what a clever device this is. I'll be able to aim the cane directly on to your anus, but this will shield your pretty little arsehole from harm while sending delicious shivers right inside you.'

He smacked the base again, harder, and Jem felt her anus being pushed a little more open by the blow, as she simultaneously felt the sting of his hand between her buttocks and the vibration of the long cylinder inside her. 'I expect you to have an orgasm as a result of this caning,' he said. 'You will wait until I give my permission, however.'

'Yes, Master,' she said, hoping that she could restrain her climax until he permitted it.

He showed her the cane: a thin, very flexible length of smooth wood.

He caned her bottom with unvaryingly hard strokes, delivered with a steady rhythm. There was time between the strokes to feel the sharp stinging line of pain start to merge into the channel of building heat that seemed to run down the centre of her body and collect in her throbbing clitoris. There was time to hear the low hiss as the cane was drawn back, and the louder hiss as it descended.

Jem knew that if she had not been so sexually aroused, the pain would have been unbearable. He was caning the most sensitive and most intimate parts of her body, the stripes crowded together in a narrow corridor of taut skin, overlaying each other again and again, stimulating the same nerve endings repeatedly. But instead of yelling in outraged pain, Jem was moaning and crying in a frenzy of desire.

More and more often the cane smacked against the base plate of the anal plug, sending shocks of excitement through her. Her cries became regular and breathless, matching the accelerating pace of the whipping. The only half-coherent thought that surfaced in the whirlpool of sensations that filled her mind was an urgent wish that the caning would move down to-4ier sex and bring her quickly to the climax that was in any case becoming inevitable.

The strokes were falling faster and faster, and every one contrived to sting her and also touch the anal plug. She knew she couldn't hold back much longer. Her cries were faster and quieter, a succession of high-pitched gasps.

i want you to come now,' her Master said, his voice raised above the hiss and crack of the cane.

Jem had merely to think about her clitoris and the strokes of the cane and the movements of the anal plug seemed instantly to transfer their effects to it. She was momentarily distracted by the sound of two heavy thumps, which might have come from beyond the door; but the rhythm of the caning didn't falter, and the tingling of her clitoris could not be ignored.

'Come on, Jem,' her Master urged, caning her yet faster. She looked down and caught sight of her breasts, crisscrossed with pink streaks and shivering in time with her Master's strokes. It reminded her of the eagerness with which her nipples had met the strap, and that memory was enough to propel her towards her climax. Suddenly she was coming, surprised by the leaping fountains of sensation that gushed within her, and then gulping for air and squirming and screaming as wave after wave of wonderful, swooning, vast slow explosions of delight burst in her mind and reverberated through her body.

In the middle of it all she heard, distant and irrelevant, a crashing noise, and the Master's voice raised in anger. It didn't matter. Ripples of contentment were running up and down her. 'Wow,' she thought, 'that was some firework display.'

She tried to stretch her muscles, and found that she couldn't move. She remembered she was tied to the saddle. In Headman's study.

Her mind was suddenly clear. Gods, she was stiff. And very sore. She twisted her head from side to side. Something was going on.

Headman was shouting. Another crash; and the door flew open.

In the corridor were the slumped bodies of two of Headman's elite bodyguards. Standing in the doorway, with a pistol in one hand and an iron bar in the other, was a blonde Valkyrie in laddered stockings, a tiny skirt, a brief tunic and a policewoman's cap. It was Lucy Larson.

At last, Jem thought deliriously, the cavalry's arrived.

'Hello, hello, hello,' Lucy Larson said. 'What's going on here then?'

Headman was furious. 'What the blazes do you think you're doing?' he yelled. 'No one has access to these chambers without my permission. I remember you: you're new here, aren't you? You were initiated yesterday. You've made a big mistake, my girl, and I can promise you you'll pay for it. Now get out and report to the dungeons for punishment!'

Jem couldn't believe her eyes. Lucy, accustomed to obeying orders, had started to turn as if to leave; but she kept the pistol trained on Headman.

'You're the Master?' she said uncertainly.

'Yes,' Headman said through gritted teeth.

Lucy lowered the pistol. Jem almost screamed with frustration. 'Don't I know you?' Lucy said. 'I've seen you in the papers, haven't I? The business pages. Oh my God! You're Terence Headman! I'm sorry I disturbed you, sir. You must be a very busy man. Tfrere must be some mistake. I was just following these instructions -'

'Lucy!' Jem's voice cut across the policewoman's chattering and Headman's continuing tirade of instructions and threats. 'Listen closely. Terence Headman is the Master. You can file charges against him for several hundred blackmail offences, but right now I suggest you arrest him for assault and battery against me.'

Lucy raised the gun again, but still looked confused.

Jem swore. 'Take him out, Lucy. Drop him. Ask questions later. And get me off this device.'

There was a pop, a hiss, and Headman had no time to dodge the dart that embedded itself in his shoulder. Before he had crumpled to the floor Lucy was tugging at the belt across Jem's back.

Jem started giggling, and then laughing helplessly as her arms and legs were released.

'That's amazing,' she managed to say at last to a puzzled Lucy. 'Not only do I get rescued, but I have time to get the best orgasm of my life. So far. Born lucky, that's me.'

Lucy's training had not prepared her for the situation in which she found herself. She had no idea what to do.

She was in the topmost chamber of a medieval castle, surrounded by ancient and futuristic instruments of torture. Sleeping fitfully on the floor was one of the country's better-known property tycoons, dressed in nothing but chains and bits of leather. Collapsed against a bookcase, and swearing softly in an American accent, was a devasta-tingly beautiful woman wearing a dishevelled confection of pink cotton and lace. Lucy looked from one to the other, and then caught sight of a third figure: a woman, chained to a chair, with everything except her erogenous zones enclosed within a rubber suit.

Lucy began to feel disoriented. She clung to one indisputable fact: she had caught the famous Terence Headman in the act of committing an assault. She'd got him bang to rights, and that meant at the very least a commendation, and perhaps promotion. Chief Inspector Larson - yes, that sounded right. And she deserved it. Headman was beginning to groan; he was waking up.

'He's got the constitution of an elephant,' Jem said. 'Quick, help me get him on the saddle.'

Lucy snapped out of her daydream. 'What? Him? He's no problem. I've got him covered. Look, are you OK? You're very pale. Would you like to sit down?'

Jem tried to laugh. 'Sit down? That's the last thing I intend to do. I'm OK. But we have to immobilise this bastard. He's big, strong, clever and vicious. Let's put him on the Saddle.'

Lucy shrugged, and pulled into the centre of the room the metal and leather contraption that Jem had indicated. Together, the two women managed to drape the semiconscious Headman along the concave leather surface.

'Fasten the straps across his back,' Jem gasped. 'Put his boots in the stirrups and pull them up tight.'

Lucy felt she was losing control of the situation. 'This man is my prisoner,' she said. 'It's against regulations to use unnecessary restraint on a suspect.'

'Suspect!' Jem screeched. 'Listen, lady, this guy's a maniac. Anyway, I'm willing to bet that doll's outfit you're wearing doesn't come equipped with handcuffs.'

Lucy shrugged again, and secured the straps across Headman's back. 'All right,' she said, 'you've got a point. But the minute he wakes up, I'm going to arrest him, caution him, and read him his rights.'

'You can read him what you like,' Jem said. 'Just make sure you get his reply on tape.'

'And where am I supposed to find a tape recorder in a museum like this?'

'I'll find the tape machine; how about you unzip the rubber queen? Her name's Lesley, and she's a witness. She won't have heard much, she's seen less, but she's felt plenty.'

Lucy had a great deal of difficulty with Lesley. The rubber suit was not easy to remove, and the unfortunate blonde seemed to be delirious once Lucy had peeled it from her body. Lesley, too, refused to sit down, which Lucy found exasperatingly incomprehensible until she saw that Lesley's bottom was even more sore than Jem's. The girl refused to believe that Lucy was a policewoman, but took no chances anyway and would not disclose more than her name and address.

By the time Lucy had found a scrap of paper on which to note Lesley's particulars, she became aware that another conversation was going on in the room. Headman had woken up.

Til give you half,' Headman was saying, his voice still thick and unsteady. 'Half of everything, Jem. Think of it. We'd make a good team.'

Jem was shaking her head in disbelief as she stared down at his bound form; Lucy began to think that her grip on the situation was slipping again. She marched towards the saddle.'

i'll take over now,' she announced. 'You,' she added, nudging Headman's ribs with the point of a shoe, 'stop trying to bribe a witness. Terence Headman, I am Inspector Larson, on a special assignment for the Missing Persons office. You are under arrest.'

She charged Headman with every offence she could think of, while Jem impatiently tapped what appeared to be a riding crop against the edge of the desk.

i demand to speak to my solicitor,' Headman said when she had finished, and Jem snorted in disgust.

'He's got a point there,' Lucy said, and then raised her eyes to find that Jem was pointing the pistol at her. 'Put that down, dear,' Lucy said. 'You've had a very trying ordeal, and -'

'Cut it out, sister,' Jem said. 'We'll do things my way. Turn on that tape machine, keep your ears pinned back, and take notes if you want to. Terry baby has a choice: he can either spill the beans about this whole set-up, and let the law take its course, or else I'll give you a dart, police lady, and he can take his chances with me while you're asleep. I'll be just as gentle with him as he was with me.'

Lucy started to protest, but Headman cut her short, i'll talk,' he said, i'll gi\e all the information you want to hear. I don't want to be left alone with Jem.'

This is all very irregular,' Lucy grumbled. But Jem had the pistol, and a taped confession would wrap up the case. She pulled a chair up to the desk and turned on the tape recorder.

Jem's arm was tiring. Headman's revelations had been given grudgingly: Jem had been obliged to jog his memory with the riding crop at frequent intervals. The policewoman was making it very obvious that she was getting restless, and kept asking whether it was really necessary to go into such detail about the administrative systems within the Private House. Jem tried to ignore the interruptions, and continued to ask Headman about the location of deposit boxes, the names of secret bank accounts, and the exact relationships between the shell companies and subsidiaries of Headman's business empire. Headman's muscular buttocks were a flaming network of raised weals, and his answers came in broken sobs, but at last Jem had all the information she wanted.

There was just one more part of the plan to put into operation, as far as Jem was concerned; but at that moment three Security guards appeared in the doorway, their pistols drawn.

Thank God!' Headman cried weakly. 'What the hell kept you? Guards, these two women are traitors. Keep them covered and get me off this contraption now!'

i'd love to keep them covered, Master,' Julia said with a smile, 'but I rather think we'd better leave you where you are. Are you all right, Jem?'

Jem could have wept with joy. She couldn't speak for a moment, and could only shake her head and grin stupidly as Maxine and Asmita closed the door and covered the room with their pistols and Julia stepped towards her. She fell into Julia's outstretched arms. 'We did it, Jules,' she whispered, burying her face in Julia's dark hair. 'We did it!'

As if from a great distance, Jem heard Lucy's shrill voice. 'Julia!' Lucy shouted. 'Asmita! For goodness' sake find a telephone and call the police. Any police! Just dial 999. Tell them Inspector Larson wants a car and a detective team immediately. Julia! Are you listening?'

Julia pulled away from Jem. i'm yours, Jem,' she said. 'We're all yours now. What shall we do?'

Jem closed her eyes and summoned her last reserves of strength. She wanted nothing but to sink into a soft bed with Julia and a large pot of soothing lotion, but she had new responsibilities now. She pointed the riding crop at Lucy.

inspector Larson, you have no authority here. I have videotape of your initiation, and I guess your dramatic performance this morning, in that ridiculous costume you're still wearing, is also on tape. I'll bet your superiors would find it entertaining viewing.'

'But you said nothing would be recorded!' Lucy said. 'You said you could wipe everything!'

'Sure, I can. But I prefer not to. This way I can ensure your co-operation. We'll find you a job in the Security Corps, maybe; or you can work on the outside, as a field officer. But I think you need a whole lot more training first.'

Lucy could hardly find words. 'But - But what about -I mean, bloody hell, I've made an arrest, and we've got all that information about the Private House, and -'

'And it will be very useful,' Jem said. 'The Private House will go on, boys and girls. Business as usual, but under new management. And one more thing: from now on, I guess you all better call me Mistress.'

Epilogue

Simon Warbeck glanced up in annoyance when he heard the door close. His expression changed to one of shock and embarassment as he recognised his visitor.

'Inspector!' he stammered. 'I didn't expect - I mean, you're back again. I thought you weren't coming back to Hendon. Didn't you say -'

'You don't sound very pleased to see me, Simon,' Lucy said. 'Didn't you enjoy my last visit?'

Lucy gave him several minutes to think about her previous visit, and was gratified to see a bright pink blush appear on his cheeks and spread gradually up to his receding hairline, across to his freckled ears, and down to his wrinkled collar.

'Yes,' he said at last. 'Yes of course. It was great fun. I'd never done anything like that before.'

'I know, you told me,' Lucy said. She pulled a small cassette recorder from her handbag. 'I thought you might like to hear the edited highlights.'

She watched his eyes dart from the cassette recorder to her face, and then to the four corners of the small office, as if seeking an escape route.

Lucy grinned. Confrontations of this sort were becoming almost routine, but she found that her enjoyment of them was as keen as ever. In fact, as she gained in confidence with each figurative notch she carved in her cassette recorder, she found that she was increasingly able to relax and take her pleasure during the first stage of each operation and also to revel in the one-sided power games of each second stage.

The Simon Warbeck operation was in its second stage. Acknowledging the fearful technician's protests with no more than a careless smile, Lucy locked the door, swept a heap of print-out off the side of his desk, and placed her cassette recorder in the space she had created. She pressed the Play button.

Warbeck stared at the hissing machine as if it were a bomb about to explode. But, Lucy thought as she unbuttoned her skirt and let it drop to the floor, in a way that's exactly what it is. She walked round the desk, discarding her blouse on the way, and stood next to Warbeck's chair.

She leant forward to switch off his computer terminal. Warbeck's proprietorial concern for his software overcame his fascination with the hissing tape, and he turned to find himself gazing into the golden valley between Lucy's lace-supported breasts. He gulped.

Lucy removed his spectacles. His eyes swam weakly. My name's Simon Warbeck, the tape machine suddenly announced. What can I do for you?

Lucy ran her fingers through his thin strands of hair, and then pulled his head forward, crushing his face between her jutting mounds. She heard her own voice emanating from the tape: There are lots of things I want you to do for me, Simon. But first I'd like to do some things for you.

She unclenched his fingers from the computer's mouse and pulled his hand towards her. She used his inert fingers to ruffle her blonde pubic curls, then momentarily opening her thighs, she imprisoned his hand in the moist, warm hollow. 'We had fun last week, didn't we, Simon?' she breathed, her lips touching the top of his head.

Warbeck only whimpered and nodded, burying his face more deeply in her cleavage. Lucy let him remain there as the tape continued to spout its crackling record of their last encounter.

They'd done another good job at the House, Lucy thought. The Security sound engineers had edited out most of the chit-chat and every mention of Lucy's name; but the conversation still sounded realistic and fluent, and it gave the impression that it had been Warbeck who had seduced his anonymous female visitor rather than the other way round. Every word and sigh was audible, and the engineers had amplified the sounds of rustling clothes, of lips against skin, of fingers dabbling in well-lubricated orifices, so that the taped conversation could be taken as nothing other than a record of a frenzied orgy.

The reality had been rather different, Lucy remembered. Faced with Lucy's stockinged, knickerless legs and warmly inviting bosom, Warbeck had reacted like a rabbit trapped in the headlights of a car. It was only after Lucy had half-smothered him between her tits while whispering lewd suggestions and coaxing his shrivelled member out of its Y-fronts that he had started to appreciate the erotic possibilities of the situation. You\>e locked me in your office, Simon, said Lucy's voice on the tape, not exactly truthfully, and you've found out I'm not wearing any knickers, you naughty man. What are you going to do next?

Don't stop - Don't stop touching me there, said War-beck's plaintive recorded voice. Let me play with your titties. Lucy felt his fingers move between her thighs, and detected an unmistakeable twitching in the front of his trousers.

Judging the time to be right, she released his hand from captivity, swivelled his chair to face her, and slowly lowered herself on to his lap. You've got such lovely big titties, Warbeck's amazed voice was saying from the tape as Lucy pushed forward her chest and unhooked her bra. His eyes bulged as the lacy cups fell away and Lucy's pink-tipped breasts were revealed.

'You had so much fun with these last time,' Lucy, said, pulling his hands against the firm flesh. 'Would you like me to rub your willy in between them again? Or should I send this tape to your wife instead?'

It took several seconds for Lucy's words to permeate Warbeck's breast-fixated consciousness. In the silence, his recorded voice was pleading to be allowed to spurt all over his visitor's face and titties.

'What?' he said at last, lifting his gaze from Lucy's chest. 'My wife? The tape? You mean -?

'I'm blackmailing you, Simon,' Lucy said, delighted with the look, of abject confusion on his face, i want you to agree - on tape again, I'm afraid - to do the things I want you to do. If you co-operate, my breasts are all yours; if not, I expect your wife will want an explanation when she receives a copy of the tape we're listening to now.'

'What do you want me to do?'

i want you to tell me how to access HOLMES; how to add, delete and alter records; how to use HOLMES to pass information to local police forces.'

'But you're not on the list of permitted users. You haven't got an entry password!'

'Silly!' Lucy said, unzipping his trousers. 'I'll use yours!'

'But I can be identified! They'll think it's me tampering with the records!'

His penis was as limp as stewed rhubarb. Lucy tried to restore its circulation. 'Well,' she said reasonably, 'I don't want anyone to know I'm doing it, do I? Anyway, why should anyone check up? You technicians are dipping into the system every day, tinkering with the software and so on. It's almost entirely undetectable.'

'But if someone did find out . ..' Warbeck began, his protest fading as Lucy's agile fingers elicited a swelling reaction.

'Don't worry,' Lucy told him. 'I can patch things up in an emergency. You'd be surprised how many people I've recorded on my little machine. Superintendents, Chief Constables, all sorts. I'm sure I can persuade your superiors to overlook any small misdemeanours you might commit - as long as you agree to do what I tell you, of course.'

'And if I don't agree?'

Lucy released his throbbing organ, and cupped her breasts in her hands. 'No more rides in the valley of fun for your little willy,' she said. 'And unfortunately I just don't have the same influence with your wife that I have with Superintendent^ Mosley. I expect she'll get a copy of the tape on the very day that you get the sack.'

'You can't do this to me!'

'Oh yes I can, Simon. And I can do this, too. Isn't that nice?'

Julia stood at the open window, the autumn sunlight warm on her naked body. The gardens of the chateau were spread out below her within a complex pattern of box hedges, and beyond them russet-leaved woodland sloped away towards the river Bandiat, glinting in the sun as it made its way towards Angouleme.

'Come back to bed, cherie^ said a throaty voice, breaking into Julia's quiet contemplation of the landscape. 'And bring your flicker with you.'

Julia turned, and smiled at the woman lying propped on an elbow in the middle of the vast four-poster. For a few moments she remained by the window, studying the woman's calm, aquiline features and her pale, slim body. Then she walked to the chair on which she had abandoned her clothes, and picked up the short whip of interleaved leather strips. The woman smiled briefly, but otherwise remained expressionless as she turned on to her stomach and lifted her slender buttocks into the air.

Julia shook the flicker, flexing her wrist, and felt a corresponding vibration in the wet, tender hollow between her legs. 'I thought I'd had enough,' she said, strolling towards the bed. 'And your tongue must be exhausted.'

'She is exhausted,' the woman replied, her voice muffled by the pillows. 'If you want her to do more, you will have to use some force ... Please,' she added with a giggle.

Julia looked down at the flawless cream curves, separated by a chasm as dark and deep as her own. The woman wriggled her rump expectantly, and Julia smiled delightedly as the pert hillocks of flesh oscillated before coming to rest.

'Move your legs apart, then,' Julia said, touching the tip of her flicker to the insides of the woman's blue-veined thighs. The woman moved her knees, and Julia climbed on to the bed to kneel between them. She inserted the end of the flicker in the puckered funnel of dark skin between the pale orbs, and the woman shivered. Maintaining the pressure on the flicker, Julia leant forward to inspect the dark, downy fruit that nestled below the swelling buttocks.

She forgot the temptation, which had seemed so irresistible only a moment earlier, to criss-cross the creamy mounds with a pattern of pink stripes. She was lost in the musky odour of the woman's sex, and lay face down between the outstretched legs to push her nose into the welcoming slit. Her tongue darted forward, licking more and more deeply into the moist opening, savouring the changes in flavour as the sharp tang of the outer lips gave way to the heavier, sweeter saltiness in the depths of the woman's vagina. She felt the contractions of the woman's inner muscles, and stretched the tip of her tongue forward to hunt for the woman's clitoris.

'Now it is your mouth who will become tired,' Julia heard the woman's low and richly-accented voice complain. 'You are my guest, and it is me who must give enjoyment to you.'

i'm . . . enjoying . . . this .. .' Julia said, plunging her tongue into the woman after each word. Then she sighed, and pulled herself up to her knees. 'But you're right,' she said decisively, and slapped the woman's right buttock. 'Come on, turn over. Let's get the talking finished now. Then we can spend all evening having fun.'

'We can talk tomorrow morning, cherie,' the woman said, rolling over to gaze up at Julia with disappointed eyes.

Julia smiled and shook her head. 'Tomorrow morning we will feel rested, and full of energy, and we'll just start playing again. And then it will be time for me to go home. Let's conclude the deal now.'

'As far as I am concerned,' the woman said, pulling Julia down to lie beside her, 'we have already agreed on the business. Your Maitresse wants to start her affairs in this country; she wants a - what is the word?'

'A base. An operational centre from which to expand.'

'Exactement. I have this chateau, and my girls and the other staff. She has the money, and a big organisation -and an enchanting ambassador. Of course we must do it.'

'Then let's open that bottle of bubbly,' Julia said, returning the woman's gentle kisses. 'We'll drink a toast - to le Chateau PriveV

On the screen, a naked silver-haired man knelt on a bed between the uplifted knees of a flame-haired young woman. The soundtrack of the film had been turned off, but the woman was clearly talking to the man, smiling and pouting as her hands caressed his shoulders and her shins stroked his thighs.

The man smiled, and pulled aside the woman's only garment to reveal her small, pointed breasts. His face sank towards them, and his stiff prick was visible for a moment before it disappeared between her thighs.

A third figure came into view: a slim, lithe young man, naked and with an erect, slender penis. The woman spoke to the older man; he stopped nuzzling her neck, and looked over his shoulder to look at the newcomer. The young man spoke, gesturing at his own body.

The older man nodded, and turned back to face the woman. She arched her back and opened her mouth as he thrust his hips forward, and then her hands stroked down his back as he rested his body on top of hers and began to move against her gently and rhythmically.

The young man climbed on to the bed at the feet of the couple. He pulled apart the older man's legs and knelt between them; and at the same time the woman's hands converged on the older man's buttocks and separated them. Without any preamble, the youth leant forward, taking his weight on the one hand he placed on the bed and using the other hand to direct his member at the centre of the older man's slowly moving arse. His prick penetrated slowly, as he lowered his body only a little each time the older man's thrusting buttocks lifted towards him.

The screen went blank.

'Damn!' Jem exclaimed. 'What happened?'

'Sorry, Mistress,' said the Security guard standing alongside her. 'The tape ran out. They took rather a long time getting down to it, if you see what I mean. And as the camera had been set up on a timer, and it was in a hotel room - Well, we couldn't do anything about it.'

'I can't imagine there was much more to see,' Jem laughed. That tape alone will be extremely useful. Well done, Anton.'

The Security guard smiled and blushed. Thank you, Mistress. The field operatives deserve the praise, not me.'

'Nonsense, Anton,' Jem said, reaching out to run her hand down his muscular thigh. 'Give me a kiss, darling, and then flicker this slave for me.'

As Jem lifted her mouttt to meet Anton's gentle lips, she saw the petulant face of her slave Sharna between her thighs.

'Why, Mistress?' Sharna asked. 'What have I done wrong now?'

'Nothing much,' Jem admitted, pulling away from Anton's embrace. 'I just love to watch you being flickered, that's all. And I didn't tell you to stop licking me when the video stopped, did I?

'No, Mistress,' Sharna agreed reluctantly, 'but my knees are getting stiff. I've been down here for hours.'

'Impudent little kitten!' Jem said softly. 'I'm real glad you're my slave, Sharna, you're just perfect. Flicker her, Anton, just a little. Stick your butt out, Sharna, and don't stop licking until I tell you.'

Jem lounged on the couch and watched through half-closed eyes as the quiet swishes of Anton's flicker landing on Sharna's arse matched the thrusts of the girl's tongue between Jem's legs. Anton's strokes became a little stronger, and Sharna started to shift her bottom from side to side very prettily, Jem thought. At the same time the movements of the girl's tongue became less regular, providing a hint of unpredictability that started to lift Jem towards another climax. Sharna was licking faster and faster now, and her bottom was jiggling delightfully under Anton's whip; Jem surrendered to the jolts of pleasure that merged within her to create a feeling of warm, satisfied pleasure: a slow, relaxed orgasm that seemed to Jem to sum up her feelings about being Mistress of the Private House.

'That's enough,' she said to Sharna and Anton. 'Thanks, both of you. That was quite something. You can both go now.' A

The Security guard and the slave looked crestfallen at being dismissed; but they know better than to protest, Jem thought with satisfaction. 'Teri!' she called; and as Sharna and Anton cast their last backward glances from the doorway, a figure dressed in a maid's uniform emerged from the shadow between two bookcases.

Ten," Jem said, giggling as the maid approached, 'are you ever going to look right in that costume?'

Terence Headman made an unlikely-looking female domestic. He was clean-shaven now, his short greying hair was hidden beneath a wig of blonde curls, and his arms and legs had been depilated; but in stiletto-heeled boots he was taller than the tallest of Jem's Security guards, and the blouse of black voile was stretched across his broad shoulders.

i'm sorry, Mistress,' he said, standing beside the couch with his head lowered, his legs apart, and his hands behind his back. 'I always endeavour to please.'

'And you do please me, Teri,' Jem said. 'Why, I'm almost glad you tried to enslave me, because it's so much fun getting my own back. Are you happy, too?'

Headman took a deep breath. 'Yes, Mistress,' he said, as if repeating a litany. 'I'm happy to be your maid. I'm happy to serve you in every way. And I'm very happy to be displayed in the stocks each evening at dinner, as a visible reminder of your authority and power.'

Jem felt the thrill of pleasure that she felt whenever her maid Teri expressed her gratitude and happiness. Jem lifted the hem of Teri's short black skirt. 'No sign of an erection,' she said gleefully. 'Oh dear, Teri, that means yet another whipping for you after dinner tonight.'

'Yes, Mistress,' Headman said. 'Thank you, Mistress.' A pained expression appeared on his face. Jem thought he might be about to cry. 'If there's nothing else, Mistress,' he said, 'might I be excused?'

'Absolutely not,' Jem said. She was determined that he would not enjoy the satisfaction of private grief. 'Julia's not home yet, Sebastian's just left for New York. I'm lonesome tonight, Teri, and I want you to keep me company. I like to watch you suffer.'

She put her hand under his skirt again and pulled him closer to her. She felt his manhood begin to pulse, and she used her other hand to play with his balls, watching the changing expressions on his rouged face as she caressed, slapped, pinched and squeezed his sexual equipment. 'Good girl,' she said to him as his member continued to swell and harden.

She released his testicles and reached for a telephone. 'Rhonda?' she said into the receiver. 'Hi, kid, it's me. I'm in the Round Tower. Send over one of your biggest boys, would you? I want someone to sodomise Teri while I play with his prick. Thanks, doll.'

Headman had closed his eyes. 'Open those peepers, Teri,' Jem said, if you're about to start blubbing, I want to see the tears. I want to taste them, Teri. I don't think I'll ever get tired of humiliating you. This is going to last forever, Teri. Now bend over the arm of this couch, across my lap. Let's get your arse ready for a good long fucking.'

His penis in her hand was still long and firm. He's getting to like this, Jem thought; and when he likes it, he won't be any fun any more. And maybe that's just as well: I'll never admit it, but I'm getting bored with revenge. I guess I've always had more fun with Julia, and Sebastian, and Maxine and my other slaves, and with new recruits.

She squeezed his prick. 'Did I ever tell you your trouble was lack of ambition, Teri?'

'Many times, Mistress,' Headman said. 'But I never tire of hearing it,' he added quickly.

Jem smiled happily. 'Good. Now where was I? Unambitious and parochial, that was your regime here. You thought you were a big shot, Master of the Private House, but how many cabinet ministers did you have on the books? How many dukes and duchesses? How many overseas branches?'

'None, Mistress,' Headman said, beginning to breathe heavily as Jem worked her hand briskly beneath his bent form.

'That's right, Teri. <None at all. I'm different; Teri. I want power, in addition to unlimited sex and wealth. Now consider the silver-haired guy we just saw in the video.'

fcWho was he, Mistress?'

The British Ambassador in Paris, being turned into ambassador sandwich in a hotel room. He'll be a reluctant ally, no doubt, but I think the video guarantees his cooperation. He'll be useful to Julia's plans in France.'

There was a knock on the door.

Jem squeezed Headman's penis hard, and stroked his blonde curls. That'll be some big bugger come to fill up your butt,' she whispered. 'Poor Teri. You saw the Private House as the end of your dreams. But it's just a beginning, for both of us. Come in!'



The Author's Final Word

I was delighted to be asked to work on this new and, I hope, improved edition of One Week in the Private House. It gives me this opportunity to explain how the book came about, why is disappeared, and what parts of it have changed.

In 1990 I was commissioned to write an erotic novel by the editor who had just taken over the administration of the Nexus imprint. I know he won't mind me saying that in those days he was inexperienced in both book publishing and erotica. None the less, he had a clear vision of the new direction in which he wanted to take Nexus, a direction that entailed a higher standard of writing in the stories, a distinctive and distinguished cover style, and a slant towards the more underground byways of sexuality.

One of the innovations he introduced immediately was to draw up a set of guidelines for prospective Nexus authors. And he chose me to write the novel that would exemplify the guidelines.

I felt honoured to be asked, and very excited by the challenge. I had written stories in English, but this would be my first full-length novel. I was determined to put into it everything required by the Nexus guidelines, to describe every sort of sexual activity that I find in the least bit titillating, and to go to the very boundaries of what the guidelines permitted.

The title mutated from simply The Private House to One Week in the Private House, which for some reason seemed much more attractive. The cover photograph was chosen. (I am often asked whether I am the model for the covers of my own books. I'm reluctant to reveal the answer. Let's just say that the model looks very like me - or like I used to look a couple of years before the book was commissioned.) In 1991 the book was published, and it became that year's best selling Nexus title.

Then my earlier hubris caught up with my book. In my enthusiasm to include every activity and to push back the frontiers of the permissible, I had strayed into areas that the Nexus editor now regarded as questionable. Some scenes, in particular those that described non-consensual sex or enforced sado-masochistic activity were deemed to be excessive. The book was therefore denied a reprint. But in a way I was pleased: I hadn't enjoyed writing those scenes, and I didn't like to think of people reading them.

The Nexus guidelines changed, my editor moved on to greater responsibilities, and a new editor - a woman, I was pleased to discover - replaced him. I stayed in touch with Nexus, writing blurbs for them and editing two selections from other Nexus Books. And out of the blue, but very much to my delight, I was told that Nexus wanted to publish a new edition of One Week. It was apparently my old editor who suggested to his successor that the book deserved to be resurrected.

And here it is. The less pleasant bits have been removed, the remaining text has been re-edited, and I've written extra scenes that more than make up for the text that's been excised.

I hope you like it, and I hope it gets you as aroused as I became when I was writing the new sections.

By the way, the Nexus guidelines state that sexual acts should be between consenting adults, that no sexual act should cause real anguish, that SM activity should be enjoyable for all the people involved, and that punishments should not be so severe as to cause bloodshed or lasting physical damage. I reckon that's not a bad prescription for real life, too.

Anyone reading this book will be able to tell that I like lots of different types of sexual activity, including activities that some people would describe as perverted. OK, so I'm a pervert. There's a lot of it about, everywhere from the House of Commons to respectable suburban streets. We perverts are not dangerous; we are not child molesters, rapists, or serial killers. In fact I think there's a good case for suggesting that those of us who take an intellectual interest in the subject of sexuality are less likely than most others to be a danger to other people.

But for as long as there is a stigma attached to being a pervert, most of us will keep quiet about our interests for fear of prejudice or ridicule. And journalists and politicians can and do make perverts into scapegoats for what they see as the ills of our civilisation.

I'm not suggesting that all perverts should necessarily join campaigning organisations, come out of their various closets, and march in the streets for the right to spank each other or wear rubber clothes. But we should all be aware that there are political issues involved, that our harmless fun is in the eyes of many people depraved and actually illegal, and that it is in our interests and the interests of a free and civilised world that we should always strive to encourage tolerance and to fight censorship.

That's the end of the sermon!

Stay naughty, that's my motto.
One Week in the Private House by Esme Ombreux June 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 32788 X Jem, Lucy and Julia are new recruits to the Private House - a dark, secluded place gripped by an atmosphere of decadence and stringent discipline. Highly sexual but very different people, the three women enjoy welcomes that are varied but equally erotic.

Return to the Manor by Barbra Baron June 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 32989 0 At Chalmers Finishing School for Young Ladies, the tyrannical headmistress still has her beady eye on her pretty charges; the girls still enjoy receiving their punishment just as much as Miss Petty enjoys dispensing it; and Lord Brexford still watches breathless from the manor across the moor. But now there's a whole new intake for Miss Petty to break in.

The Image & other classic stories of submission by Jean de Berg and Juan Muntaner July 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 33006 6 Anne is an apparent novice in the ways of sex, and Jean finds himself irresistibly attracted to her. On closer examination, though, she is revealed to be the devoted slave of the inscrutable Claire. The new edition of this classic tale of domination also features two erotically charged stories by Jean Muntaner and a preface by the author of The Story of O.

Conduct Unbecoming by Arabella Knight July 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 33007 4 Unbeknown to the brave lads at the front, some of the women at home played an invaluable role in Britain's war effort. The all-female unit at Walnut Tree Farm, for example, interrogated women suspected of sleeping with enemy officials. Their methods of persuasion - usually involving leather and naked flesh - were as successful as they were unusual.
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The Seductress by Vivienne LaFay

June 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 32997 1

Rejected by her husband, Lady Emma is free to practise her

prurient skills on the rest of 1890s society. Starting with her

cousin's innocent fianc£ and moving on to Paris, she embarks

on a campaign of seduction that sets hearts racing all across

Europe.

Healing Passion by Sylvie Ouellette

June 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 32998 X

The staff of the exclusive Dorchester clinic have some rather

strange ideas about therapy. When they're not pandering to

the sexual demands of their patients, they're satisfying each

other's healthy libidos. Which all comes as rather a shock to

fresh-faced nurse Judith on her first day.

The Stallion by Georgina Brown

July 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 33005 8

Penny Bennett has an overriding passion for showjumping,

but she needs a top-class horse before she can perform well.

She'd do anything for a fine thoroughbred stallion. Taking her

at her word, Alistair Beaumont and his sister put the dark-

haired Penny through a series of bizarre and kinky trials.

Crash Course by Juliet Hastings July 1995 Price: £4.99 ISBN: 0 352 33018 X Kate nearly resigns when she's asked to run yet another assert-iveness training course by her demanding boss. But on discovering that three of the four trainees are well-proportioned young men, she rapidly changes her mind. This is an ideal opportunity to try out her rigorous training techniques on willing new subjects.
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