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		Chapter One

		No One Night Stand

		

		Isabel sat on her own, with a boldness she didn’t feel, in the bar of a top London hotel. She knew that men – and perhaps women – would approach her. Not that she invited it, not explicitly. She looked down steadily, sipping her wine, catching no one’s eye. She just waited to discover whatever would happen.

		It was two days since she had ended it with her fiancé – two days since she’d discovered how spectacularly he’d been betraying her. And today was the day which was going to be her wedding day! Yesterday she’d been too numb to think anything coherent. Then this afternoon she’d wondered, mostly, how she’d failed to see what always should have been so obvious, given his behaviour. This evening her hard core of anger had given way to a new determination. What he could do, she could do. She was left with three months which she had arranged to take off work. She was going to fill this next three months with whatever opportunities lay open to her.

		“Are you meeting with someone?” a man’s voice asked.

		She looked up. It was a man of perhaps thirty, thirty-five maybe, tall, well dressed. Very well dressed in fact, in a suit and patterned shirt, no tie but an open neck, but that suited him better, and he had a flashy wrist watch – no, it was a mobile device, the latest thing. His dark hair was combed neatly, but not too neatly. His face was firm but not cruel, dark eyes, straight nose, lips not slight not thick. His figure was straight, well-built but lean. She could sense the muscles beneath his shirt. Everything was exactly right. A thrill went through her.

		She said carefully, “I’m not waiting for anyone, and wasn’t expecting anyone.”

		“Then you were waiting for me,” he said. He said it as if it was simple, indisputable fact. His voice was mid Atlantic, no obvious nationality, confident. Women came to him when he chose them, his voice was proclaiming.

		“I have waited for other men,” Isabel replied. “I should have left in time.”

		“I see,” he said. He obviously did see. In general terms anyway. He went on,

		“You have waited long enough. Your wait is over.”

		Isabel wanted to laugh at his brazenness, but somehow couldn’t. A magnetic force seemed to come from him, pulling her irresistibly.

		She said,

		“Who are you anyway?”

		“My name is Lorien le Touzel.”

		She tried to scoff. “What’s your real name?”

		“Lorien le Touzel. A very few have called me Larry, but Lorien is more suitable don’t you think?”

		“Maybe.”

		“I work for governments.”

		“Governments? In the plural?”

		“I carry out special tasks when they call upon my skills.”

		Again she didn’t scoff. She might not believe him, but she was willing to play along with him.

		He said, “I can show you that indeed you should not have waited for other men, but you were right to wait for me.”

		“Back at your expensive penthouse flat no doubt?”

		He didn’t bat an eyelid. “Of course.”

		“My safety comes first.”

		“Your safety will be paramount with me.”

		“You would say that wouldn’t you? As the saying goes.”

		“Then let me reassure you. Phone someone who knows you and tell them where you’ll be this evening. Here is my card, with my address.” He handed her a card. It gave his name, and an address which she recognised as inside a new prestige tower on the banks of the Thames. “You cannot now disappear without trace. Phone now.” He pointed to her handbag.

		She asserted herself. “I will go outside to phone.”

		“There is reception in here.”

		“I will phone out of your earshot.”

		“If you prefer, then of course.”

		Isabel went outside onto the pavement and phoned Christine, her neighbour in the flat beneath her, who she saw most days. It was the first person she could think of. She wasn’t due at work for three months, and she was hardly likely to phone David, her ex-fiancé. As for family and friends, they would ask too many questions afterwards, and meanwhile wonder, in a way she’d prefer them not to.

		She said into an answering machine, “Christine, it’s Isabel. I’ll make sure I see you tomorrow and if I do, ignore this message. If not, I’ve been at…” She read out the address on the card. She’d probably make up some explanation when she saw Christine, but Christine tended to be incurious.

		She ended the call and hesitated, for one moment. Was she really going to go through with this? She was acting on a fierce rebound, she understood that. But she was entitled to rebound.

		When she got back he gave her a nod and said, “I’ve called a taxi.”

		“Don’t waste time do you? Don’t you even buy me a drink first?”

		“I will serve cocktails in my flat. Do you prefer a drink here first?”

		“Not really.”

		“Then let us go.”

		Isabel took her coat up over her arm and went outside with him. He said,

		“I’ve given you my name. What is yours?”

		“Sonia Tansey.”

		He probably guessed that she was lying, but he nodded again.

		Their taxi arrived almost instantly. On the way to his home he said to her,

		“Do you seek new experiences and not just repeats of the familiar?”

		“It depends on the new experiences.”

		“All will be consensual.”

		There was no other conversation on the way, so far as Isabel ever remembered afterwards. There was only his presence, close now, soon to be intensely, thrillingly, totally closer.

		They reached his residential tower, a tall steeple glittering above everyday London. The entrance was opulent, lavish, hushed, and they went up in a fast lift whose subdued whirring offset the luxury around. His flat seemed huge, strangely for the inside of a slender tower, and he showed her to a lounge, with a long sofa suite, deep and cushioned. He motioned her to sit. “First a cocktail,” he said. He pressed a button and a cabinet bearing drinks swung out from the wall. He seemed to mix one in moments and brought her a cocktail. It was lavish, different colours at different levels in a tall glass.

		As he sat down, Lorien said,

		“Through there,” he motioned to one of the doors, “is a changing room. There you may remove your clothes.”

		“Will you undress there too?”

		“I will make my own arrangements.”

		They sipped their cocktails. The taste was sharp, fizzy and sweet, calculated, perhaps, to wake you up. Not that Isabel needed any waking up.

		Lorien said,

		“Tonight could be the start of many new things for you.”

		“I doubt it. I see tonight as a one night stand.”

		“You have been betrayed by someone I think, and you are bitter. But open your mind and ask: What do I want now?”

		Isabel hesitated, then told him, “I have three months to do whatever I like. Then I return to work, and my usual life.”

		“Then fill these months with a different life. I can open the door for you.”

		“Are your plans for me glamorous – or squalid?”

		“We will discuss some plans this evening, during the intervals.”

		Lorien stood up, and Isabel did likewise. He put one strong arm around her, and with his free hand he tilted back her head. He kissed her hard, probing her mouth immediately with his tongue. Isabel responded with her own tongue, and she took in her first taste of his forceful masculinity. Then he released her head and moved his hands down her, quickly, skilfully, resolutely. He grasped her at the front and at the back, causing her to fall forward onto him, and he kissed her again, even harder, with probing that augured more telling probing to come.

		Some moments later he let go, and said,

		“I would be pleased, Sonia, if you would now go to the changing room.”

		Isabel went to the room he’d indicated. This was tiny, little more than a clothes cupboard, with a low padded item, sort of half stool, half table, ready for a pile of clothes. Everything seemed prepared. It was as if he’d known he’d be meeting her and bringing her back here.

		She undressed, putting her clothes on the item, and returned to the main room. Lorien had changed into a deep red dressing gown, open at his chest. The garment was flimsy, and it was obviously his only garment. Isabel wore nothing.

		His chest was manly and haired. She sensed more than ever the muscles in his arms and torso. Further down was a bulge which he made no effort to hide as they stood and faced each other. Isabel was gasping with desire. Her nipples were hard, and she was hot and moist between her legs. She saw him note all this.

		He put an arm round her shoulders and swung her bodily to stand side by side with him, facing another door. “That is where we’re going,” he said. He bent down and kissed her right on her crucial place, in front, on the mound. Already sensitised and hot, Isabel bucked spasmodically, pushing forward onto his mouth. A bolt from heaven seemed to have attached to her, right where it mattered most.

		Her hands reached out towards his body – and his erection. But he said,

		“Let us go.” They went together into a master bedroom, dominated by a huge round bed, Isabel stumbling.

		But then she cried out, and drew back. On one wall hung two chains, with leather handcuffs at the end of them. “Oh no!” she said. “No! Nothing like that!”

		“I think you’ll change your mind. I will place you there, and yes, I’ll chain you, but there will be no torture, I promise you. The chains are there to help you stand there and bend back while I pleasure you at the front. Then I will release you, and you will turn round, and bend over, and the chains will hold you again as I pleasure you at the rear.”

		“I do not want to be your helpless prisoner.”

		“You may call a halt at every moment. I promise you.”

		Isabel obeyed. She couldn’t believe that she was doing it. He was imposing an agenda. And she was choosing to submit.

		She stood with her back against the wall. Lorien bound her wrists and pulled a lever. The chains went tense and pulled her arms upwards above her head, and held them against the wall. He put a belt round her waist, tightened it to fit, and attached a third chain. This gently pulled her lower part forward, outwards from the wall.

		“Please stand with your legs apart,” he said. Isabel parted her legs. “Wider,” he said. She parted her legs as wide as she could stand on them. He bent down and bound her ankles. She stood trembling, all her private places open and inviting to his gaze, her shoulders against the wall, her crucial part thrust forward.

		“Are you comfortable?” Lorien asked with extreme old-fashioned courtesy.

		“I’ll tell you if you must stop.”

		“I promise you I will, if you ask me.”

		He stood back, and removed his dressing gown. His manhood stood huge in front of him, pointing slightly upwards, the stem looking strong as steel, the tip quivering, a promise of intensity. Isabel eyed it. If only her hands were free to take it and explore it. Not that her hands would be enough of course. There were at least three other places where she wanted it before the night was out.

		Lorien lent forward and took a breast into his mouth. Isabel moaned; her breasts had been so waiting for his attention. And not only her breasts… Suddenly she saw something he was holding in his hands. It was some double-pronged toy, and pointing out of it were two false penises, one large and one small, a calculated distance apart. The purpose was obvious.

		“No!” she cried. “Not in my third place. No to that! My mouth and my opening between my legs, but not that third place. I won’t be entered there.”

		“As you wish,” he replied, removing his mouth from her breast. He cast the toy away, throwing it to his side.

		Re-boldened, Isabel thrust her breast back into his mouth. She felt his hand on her lower mound. Her hot flushing desire could have made her faint. He rubbed and circled, harder and harder, on the mound and between her legs, both his hands exploring her. He could feel her heat there, and her dampness, and, Oh! He was encircling her little lump, her own hardness in that area, and the surge of ecstasy which ran through her nearly made her scream. She wanted that quivering cock there, and now. But he was out to make her boil and boil before that stage was reached.

		A finger slipped further back into her rear parting, and onto the other opening.

		“I said no to that,” she gasped.

		His finger stopped upon the opening, went higher, stroking her between her cheeks, then lower, stroking her on the little piece of smooth skin between the two openings. He took his mouth from her breast and dipped it downwards.

		He kissed her repeatedly on her mound, very long and very hard. He moved his tongue downwards to between her legs, and then it was inside her, something in at last. She moaned as his tongue moved among the pleasure points, and then it was on her lump, her most demanding of all her places. Again she was about to scream.

		He withdrew his tongue. “Not the best position for that,” he said. “I will bend you over for that.”

		“When do I get your prick in there?”

		“Other things first.”

		His finger probed between her cheeks again. The sensitive skin quivered at his touch. “Have you ever tried a slight insertion in what you call the third place?” he asked in a very quiet voice.

		Isabel didn’t answer.

		“You are here to find things new. Trust me. I will insert very slightly, very gently. Trust that. If it is disagreeable, I will withdraw.”

		Isabel replied after a moment,

		“Make it very slight indeed.”

		The double-prick toy was in his hand again. Isabel gargled as the larger prick went into the proper opening: something hard at last, inside between her legs. She squeezed her legs together, relaxed them, squeezed again. But she was tense, waiting for the other insertion. Very gently, she felt the tip of the smaller prick enter her, just a bit, not enough for pain or pleasure in itself. So far just the knowledge of it, the daring of it, the previous unthinkability of it.

		A pause, and he inserted it a tiny bit more. Now there was sensation, both pain and pleasure intermingled. Isabel cried out into the air, but he put his mouth to hers, put his tongue deep into her mouth, and she responded with her own tongue, as far into his mouth as she could reach. His very taste was so manly, redolent of strength. Her body was filled and replete, every opening into it. The world was full.

		She thrust her hips forward and backward, as much as the chains allowed. Not only was her body filled in every opening but his hands were pleasuring her breasts, so fully that even if that had been all she would still have been overwhelmed by the heat of the desire coursing through her. Her nipples were rock hard and he was giving them full attention with his fingers, giving everything a man could give her on her nipples, and knowing all about her breasts as well. And surely he was using his erection too, not entering her yet, but exploring with it her mound and thighs.

		Overwhelming climax took hold of her. She juddered, screaming into his mouth, then stopped, panting.

		Lorien removed his mouth, and took the double-pronged toy out of her. Isabel collapsed, swinging forward on her chains. Holding her with his hands, Lorien removed the chains and helped her limp over to the bed, where she lay face down, writhing. She heard him leave the room.

		Time passed, and she lay still. But perhaps it wasn’t long. Lorien came back, with new cocktails in his hands. She sat up unsteadily. Lorien handed her a cocktail, and they reclined side by side on the bed.

		This cocktail was soothing, in contrast to the first, with a gentle aftertaste, the perfect break in activity of passion. “No doubt you have the next part planned?” she murmured eventually.

		“This will be your bending over. See?”

		She looked round. On the floor against another wall was a mattress, and above it hung a thick padded bar, held by chains from the ceiling. Straps hung from the bar. A lower bar with two more straps was at the further end.

		“What’s that?” she asked. “Was it there all along? I never noticed it.”

		“I pressed a button while you were dozing.”

		“What is it?”

		“It will hold you comfortably, while you are bent over. If you wish for the full experience I offer, you will allow another mini penis into your third place.”

		“Like before?”

		“This one is on its own.” He showed her a small toy prick.

		“When do I get your real prick?”

		“In due course.”

		With his arm round her shoulders she got up and went over to the mattress on the floor. He bade her to lie on it face up, then sit up. “Part your legs,” he said. “Wide.” She opened her legs wide and he lowered the padded bar to her waist.

		“Bend your upper half over the bar,” he then said.

		Isabel bent over as far as possible, doubling herself over. Her breasts touched her upper thighs and her face was between her knees, her arms reaching forwards. The padded bar ran between her legs and her upper half. Lorien attached her hands and feet to the lower bar, which ran just above her ankles.

		“Are you comfortable?” he asked.

		“Will I be like this for a long time?”

		“Quite long, yes.”

		A motor whirred. She was lifted up into the air in her doubled-over position, and she was tilted over till she looking at the floor. Her lower regions were now uppermost, pointing upwards. What was between her legs was completely open, her bottom bent over hard, the cheeks firm and parted, the crevice between wide open. “Oh!” she cried. “Oh!” She quivered as she waited, longing, expectant of the things that awaited her nether regions by a man whose sexuality had overwhelmed her.

		“Shall I make the small insertion?” Lorien asked quietly.

		“What will be in my main place, between my legs?” She could hardly speak.

		“My tongue.”

		“At last!”

		“You haven’t answered my previous question.”

		“Yes.”

		She cried out, twice, three times, but not in protest, as the little prick entered her, in the place where before tonight she would have permitted no one to ever enter her. It went in, and further than before. There was a fullness there again, and more than fullness, an eager welcome, a joy itself and a harbinger of greater things to come. She remained waiting for his other attentions, folded over high.

		He entered her between her legs, his tongue in full and deep. His tongue moved in as far as it would go, then inwards and outwards, side to side, inwards and outwards again, and onto her crucial lump, round and round on it, then back to in and out and side to side. Vivid clouds, white and red, seemed to swim before her eyes. And now his hands were on her bottom, round and round, more and more strongly, feeling every detail of the exact shape of the cheeks of her bottom, taking them wholly into his hands, knowing every part of them, pleasuring them with his hands more strongly than she could remember anyone pleasuring her bottom, knowing it with more and more force, stopping just short of the threshold of pain. His hands explored the back and inside of her thighs, up at the top, down, up, then onto her bottom once more. And then, more gently, one finger and then another went into the parting between the cheeks, and stroked her up and down on the tender skin in there, a total ecstasy itself yet part of such a greater ecstasy. Then it was no longer fingers, for he was stroking her up and down in there with something soft and silky. Isabel did not try to analyse, she merely experienced the silky feel inside her bottom parting, the toy in her nether opening, his tongue in her most important opening, his hands knowing all, everything, all, everything there was to know about her bottom.

		Minutes passed. She realised she was screaming furiously, in insistence and ecstasy. Lorien eventually paused.

		“More of this?” he asked. “Or shall we proceed to full climax?”

		“More!”

		But as he resumed, she managed to gasp,

		“My lower regions are getting everything. But my breasts are being left alone, and I could do with something in my mouth.”

		“You’re right.” He paused, and she saw him go away from her, watching him from upside down between her legs. He came back, holding three things in his hands.

		He clamped two tight cup-like objects onto her breasts, pulled some thread, and they tightened onto her so-hard nipples. “What’s this?” she mumbled.

		“They will stimulate you there,” he said. “See!”

		A tiny shock jolted her nipples. “What was that?” she cried.

		“A very small electric discharge. It stimulates but does not hurt.”

		She took two more jolts. “Are you happy?” he asked.

		“Yes!” she cried. “Yes!”

		In her mouth he placed a single really big toy cock. She took it in greedily, as far as it would go, filling her mouth. She clamped her mouth on it and moved it with her mouth and tongue, hard and deeply. But she was so hungry for his real cock.

		Every intimate part of her was ever more intensely pleasured. The toy cock in her mouth, the little toy in her third opening, her breasts getting those ecstatic jolts, his tongue deep inside between her legs, and his hands knowing everything about her bottom, her hot cheeks rubbed with a vigour that stopped just short of painfulness. In the tender skin between her cheeks he rubbed again with something, but not so smooth as last time, a just-perceptible bit of delicious roughage now. And now, when he fondled the cheeks of her bottom he had something else in his hand, and it was something distinctly rough, almost sandpapering the cheeks of her bottom, side to side and up and down. Everything he was doing was so just-short of the unacceptable, so unreal but totally vivid, all these things he was doing simultaneously were like a wild hallucination, a half crazed dream that went beyond the possible.

		He paused. She dropped the toy from her mouth and yelled,

		“It’s time to fuck! I demand it! I demand to fuck!”

		He lowered the bar till she was on the mattress, and released the straps which held her. He gently removed the electric cups from her breasts and the thing in her third opening. Isabel hurled herself back onto the mattress, opened her arms and then her legs, as wide as she could.

		Lorien mounted her and thrust in at last, at long last, in deep and hard. His arms gripped her powerfully, his muscular torso enveloped her, his tongue went in her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his strong body, gripped his back, pushed her tongue against his, and kicked her wide-apart legs wildly in the air; his real cock at last, in the place where most of all it was meant to go. She’d been so pleasured already, it was hard to believe the intensity of pleasure now, as a cock like iron rubbed backward and forward on the jangling pleasure nerves inside her female opening. Agony of unbearable desire exploded inside her and at last she achieved full climax, a wild furious climax, every bit of ferocious desire, satisfied at last.

		They stopped, panting furiously. Lorien started to withdraw but Isabel gasped,

		“Stay inside me as long as you can. Stay there for a while, if you can.”

		Lorien managed to stay for several minutes. Somehow his cock stayed hard for all that time, and only when he softened did he withdraw.

		Isabel lay panting for breath, panting so hard she feared for moments that she’d run out of all breath possible. But at last her breathing subsided.

		Lorien, amazingly, got to his feet. To do so seemed more than Isabel could imagine at that moment, but he got up, and went away.

		She fell back, and fell asleep. She might have slept for seconds, minutes, or even hours. While she did she had vivid dreams. At one point she stood on a pinnacle, surrounded by enormous crowds stretching to the horizon. She wore various fabulous costumes continually morphing into one another, yet simultaneously she was naked, and the crowds were applauding her ecstatically. The intense ovation was sweeping through her, clinging tightly to her body, enveloping her, caressing her insistently in her most intimate places. She surrendered her body and her mind to the total sensuality of the situation, stretched her head up towards the stars, and more ecstasy descended onto her, overwhelming her entirely.

		Then she was awake again. Lorien was standing there, with more cocktails in his hands.

		“No, no more to drink,” she said. He gave a little bow and took them away.

		When he came back he helped Isabel to her feet, and escorted her to the large bed where she lay again, while he went and sat in the armchair opposite. They faced each other, Lorien sitting, Isabel lying on the bed on her side. Isabel was deeply flushed, but Lorien seemed as inscrutable as ever. He didn’t even look ruffled. He might have been at a business meeting as he enquired,

		“What is this three months for which your ordinary life is suspended?”

		“I was to be married today. The three months was to be the first three months of my married life.”

		“Really!”

		She gave a little laugh. “Two days ago I phoned him when it wasn’t expected. And a woman answered saying, oh yes, I must be the other girl who was going to have a foursome with him for his stag night!”

		“I have organised the odd foursome in my time.”

		“That wasn’t all. The woman then mentioned that adultery company, you know that company that’s been in the news? They offer people affairs over the internet.”

		“But that’s for people who are already married.”

		“He’d made arrangements for that, it turned out. He was getting his first affair set up with this company, for after the wedding!”

		“Arranging the first affair in advance. That’s a bit thick, I grant you.”

		“I realised that he’d always be like that. So I broke it off.”

		“But you decided to go ahead with the three months off work, yes I see. And you’ve decided you can lose your inhibitions for this period.”

		“There’s various things I’ve fantasised. But then, who hasn’t?”

		“Tell me one. I might be able to help.”

		“Well… I’ve always had bit of… a secret yen to strip.” Suddenly she was embarrassed, wildly inappropriate though it was. She looked away from him.

		“Have you ever given in to this yen?”

		Isabel hesitated. After some moments Lorien added,

		“Let me guess. Once, tipsy at a party. You got up on a table and did a strip.”

		“Twice actually, when I was pissed at parties. I don’t usually even think about it. I prefer to forget it.”

		“It’s quite a common thing you know. Lots of girls have done it.”

		“But it was just amateur stuff. I’d never be a real stripper.”

		“I know one, who might allow you to join her on the stage.”

		“Oh no. It’s unthinkable, really. Suppose someone who knows me saw me?”

		“I could help there too. I know a make-up artist who could disguise your face to be unrecognisable.”

		Isabel looked at him. He looked back.

		He didn’t push the subject, for the moment. “Shall we resume our activities?” he asked.

		Already she wanted him again. That physical force coming from him was present again. But shouldn’t she make some effort to reassert herself? Imposing an agenda could go both ways.

		She took a deep breath, and said,

		“Now it’s my turn.”

		“I beg your pardon?”

		“You’ve called the shots so far. Now I’ll do things to you.”

		She saw a flicker of uncertainty cross his face. This wasn’t in his script. But his air of courteous forbearance was back immediately.

		“What can I do for you?”

		“Take off your dressing gown and stand against the wall.”

		Again a momentary flicker on his face. But he removed his dressing gown and went over to the wall.

		Isabel got up and stood in front of him. His erection had wilted and not yet returned. That was hardly unexpected, but Isabel almost mocked him for it.

		“Come now. Can’t you get it up again? A man like you?”

		He gave a little laugh. “Perhaps you would help with that.”

		Isabel took his hand and laid it on her mound. As if automatically he began feeling all of her in that region. She put her tongue in his mouth, and his prick in both hands. She felt it springing into life, hardening, extending and thickening in her hold, and she saw his eyes grow round as it grew into her seizing hands. She’d put him on the verge of pain, just as he’d put her. She stared into his eyes, flaunting her wild hunger, and determination to take her pleasure of him.

		“I haven’t had this in my mouth,” she said. “I want it in my mouth, and I want it in my slit again. Before my slit I want it in my parting, you know, between my bum cheeks, rubbing up and down. What you did there with your fingers and with that silk or what, I want it with your cock. Come on boy, get it hard!”

		“Do you want it in your arse as well?” he asked. His lapse into crudity emphasised the change of tone.

		“No, it’s too big, at least when you can get it up. I’ll have the little toy one in my arse again, when I’m ready. Not yet.”

		His prick was soon as hard as one could be. Isabel led him over to the bed. With one hand she held him by his quivering erection, and with the other she smacked his backside with ringing slaps. “Please,” he was forced to gasp. “Go easy.”

		“I want sixty-nine now,” Isabel ordered. “I’ll show you how.”

		Lorien started to speak, perhaps to say he was bound to know a better way, but she silenced him by pushing him onto the bed.

		She motioned him to lie face up on the bed with his head on the pillow. She knelt on all fours over him facing the other way, her knees on either side of him. “You can see what to do,” she said.

		Lorien raised his hands and pleasured her bottom, raised his head and put his tongue in between her legs. The by-now almost-familiar waves of heat and ecstasy swept through her, but this was just the start. She dipped her head and took his erection into her mouth.

		“Ah!” she gasped as real cock filled her mouth at last. The quivering stem, the wet hard tip, all of it was in her mouth. She pulled it in, right to the start of her throat, and concentrated on knowing every detail of its shape and texture with her mouth. This cock was meant for her and she was taking rightful possession of it, all of it, it was for her, and she was going to have everything a cock could offer a ravenous girl.

		They carried on for many minutes. Lorien’s hands moved from her cheeks to her parting, into her parting, back to her cheeks, down her thighs, up inside her thighs, back onto her cheeks, into her parting, onto her cheeks again. His tongue moved up and down, side to side, deep in and out, up and down and side to side again, and above all it circled, licked and pressured her hard lump, all inside her most thrilling and important place. With her mouth and tongue she explored every tiny detail of his ferocious cock, turning her head this way and that, never letting anything out of her mouth, clamping her mouth on it.

		At last they stopped and fell back on the bed. Isabel turned to face him. She then took pleasure of his entire body, stroking his torso, his hips and the inside of his legs, then kissing all parts of him as well. At last she had access to his muscular chest and arms, and she enjoyed them, enjoyed them at length. Then she took his erection in her hands, and played with it on her body. Laughing, she rubbed it against all parts of herself, her breasts then above her breasts, her shoulders and under her arms. She rubbed it down her stomach, stopped on her crucial mound where she rubbed it long and hard, rubbed it down her thighs and legs, up again, onto her mound, rubbing it on the sudden hairs, then up onto her stomach again. She bent down and kissed it, took it in her mouth, out and again and all over her body. Finally, laughing, she pulled him bodily upwards with it, noticing how he was trying not to yelp, and rubbed it into her ears and round her neck. At last she let go.

		Lorien was clearly incapable of doing anything for a while, and his erection wilted. She caressed it back to hardness. Then she said,

		“Now it’s time to rub it up and down between my cheeks.”

		She got off the bed, knelt on the floor before it, and bent over, her face on the mattress and her arms stretched forwards. Lorien knelt behind her and bent over her, his knees on each side of her legs, his chest resting on her back. His manhood went in between her bottom cheeks and slid back and forth inside the parting, slightly and gently at first, then more and more urgently, backwards and forwards, then rotating round one way and the other, then back and forth again.

		Isabel gasped and groaned. She raised her body from the bed and Lorien supported her with both hands on her breasts, as she squeezed her lower cheeks together on his hard and probing prick. She shook her swirling head as the rock-hard thing between her cheeks pleasured every part of the sensitive skin. Hard cock had filled her mouth and now it filled her parting: it had been where it most mattered, she had had full knowledge of it, in every place, in every nook and cranny of her body.

		“OK!” she screamed. She fell forward, and Lorien fell back.

		Then she said,

		“I’m ready for the little thing now.”

		He was dazed enough not to understand immediately. “Little thing?”

		“The little toy. Time to put it in, you know where. Gently mind you.”

		To let him insert the little prick she lay on the bed half propped up against the bedhead, raised her legs above her head and opened wide, thrusting all her rear end at him from below. He took the toy into his hands and leant towards her.

		He inserted it very slowly. Even so, and even after having had it in her twice this evening, it made her gasp. The penetration suffused her whole body, a visitation from another world. But he inserted as gently as she could have wished.

		She kept her position while Lorien rubbed his face between her legs, taking all of the crucial opening against his eyes, face and mouth. He leaned forward and put his tongue in, and she stroked his head as he moved it to and fro. But it was not an easy position for that, nor the preferred one. It was time to move on.

		“I’m ready to fuck,” she said.

		“Shall I mount you as before?”

		“With that thing poking out of me? No, that wouldn’t exactly be comfortable.”

		She straightened, causing the toy to tighten in her exit, making her wince. But she kept it there. She was going to be fucked with something in her arse.

		She instructed him to sit up lying against the bedhead. She sat on his lap, straddling him with her thighs, leaned forward, put her tongue in his mouth, and took in his manhood by pushing forward with her thighs. His hands went round her back and onto her cheeks. He felt all of the cheeks and gave a tiny push at the poking toy, making her cry out, then was back to enjoying her cheeks. Suddenly she laughed into his mouth. “My bum cheeks wobble in this position,” she explained.

		“Very fetching too.”

		She moved her hips more and more urgently, backwards and forwards, almost ravishing him, gorging herself on the feel of his manhood inside her place ordained for it, even as her feelings acknowledged the tongue in her mouth, the taste of his mouth, and – of course – what was in her other opening. The three things filled her body and her soul. And then at last she felt him come, shooting into her, and they both screamed out their joy, achievement and relief.

		She fell away from him, breathing in gasps that were more like groans. It was many minutes before they were breathing normally again. But now there was a feeling of completeness. His prick left her slit, the toy fell from her bottom, and their mouths and faces moved apart.

		She looked round, There was light visible from outside. They had spent the entire night on their activities.

		Lorien got up and sat in the armchair. After a while he said,

		“Would you like me to call in the disguise artist I know?”

		“It might give me a certain freedom… For things like stripping.”

		“I could give you an opportunity there. Let me look at you.”

		Isabel stood up and faced him. She watched his eyes going up and down her, her dark hair and oval face, her slim, curved, feminine figure, her firm breasts, her slender legs, her perfect mound. She watched his expression and felt triumphant.

		“You certainly have the looks for it,” he said.

		She turned round slowly. “I’m the slightly built type,” she said. “Do you think that’s OK? Some men prefer big girls.”

		“Most men like all types, if they’re attractive examples of their type.”

		She looked round over her shoulder and ruffled her hair, smiled and laughed, and bent over and touched the floor, wiggling her bottom. “Of course,” she said, wiggling, “this is the way to have started the evening, not end it.”

		“I hear the aspiring stripper there. I suspect there are other things as well, which you might wish to try in this next three months. You are a spirited girl, and you could do the things you wish.”

		“Well… I’ve enjoyed a bit of spanking in my time.” She wiggled her bottom as hard as she could as she said that.

		“That can be arranged.”

		She straightened. “I’m not something to be shared out amongst your friends.”

		“You will always have the choice.”

		“Let’s see how good this disguise artist of yours is.”

		“I will call him. You will need to give me your contact details of course.”

		A pause then Isabel said, “I’ll give you my mobile number.”

		“I could also mention you to well-known glamour photographers. There’s always a demand for beautiful girls who’ll pose in the nude.”

		“That one’s very dodgy unless my disguise is perfect. Those photos get onto the internet and everyone sees them.”

		“See what you think when the disguise artist has finished with you. He can give you the freedom you want for this next three months.”

		They faced each other. “All right,” Isabel said.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		The First Strip

		

		All right, she’d been more than daring – she’d been reckless. Going home with a character calling himself Lorien le Touzel, minutes after first meeting him, to a flat where he’d prepared intricate equipment for whatever girl he picked up, that might easily have gone very wrong for her indeed. But she’d got away with it.

		Isabel had always been a girl of wild urges. She’d been quite a handful as she grew up, and there was a period when life had been a continual series of disgraces and detentions. Even when she got a bit older she’d been something of a loose cannon. When she’d told Lorien that she’d only stripped twice at parties, that was true as far as it went, but it ignored two other occasions when she’d displayed herself before an audience. As a sixth former she’d been in a school trip to Venice, and they’d stayed in a hotel which had a balcony facing a college opposite. Seeing a whole lot of students at the college windows one afternoon, Isabel, in response to a dare, had deliberately stepped out onto the balcony completely nude. She watched out of the corner of her eye as the students gathered and stared, while she pretended to be collecting clothes from a line, turning herself this way and that, ensuring they got a complete eyeful. Looking back her pretence must have been obvious, as she stood full frontal with a hand on her hip and waggling, then turned round and bent over, pretending to be picking something up but taking an awful long time about it. The second time had been as a student, on the night when she lost her virginity. Showing Kev out of her room in the student hostel, she’d stepped out onto the lit-up landing still starkers, knowing full well she could be seen by everyone going past in the grounds outside. Poor Kev had been flustered and embarrassed beyond words as she insisted on standing there, laughing and showing herself off, enjoying the pleasure of what they’d done and loving another dare in this display afterwards.

		Since then she’d become more circumspect, and she’d venture to say she was now a model of decorum at work and in her normal social life. All right she’d had some affairs. She’d been to bed with four people in eight years,… er, once with another girl, but still, four times in eight years was hardly promiscuity. Now she’d been preparing to settle down for a normal married life with David… until the shock of discovering how he’d been carrying on. So that was the reward for so controlling herself and being prepared to control herself for life! He’d been carrying on far worse than anything she’d ever done, and he knew what she’d done because she’d admitted her past deeds to him.

		It was next day, and Isabel was shifting around restlessly in her flat in south London. At the moment her lower regions seemed to be on fire: Lorien’s various treatments of her rear end had produced an inevitable effect! Never mind. She had spoken to her neighbour Christine to show she was back and safe ( “Oh I just had a moment of over worry,’ she said with a dismissive laugh. “Yes it was a man I knew, and I saw him home, but nothing happened.’), and now she hung around her flat.

		Her mobile rang.

		“Is that Sonia Tansey?” a voice asked.

		“Er, yes.” She remembered hastily the name she’d given Lorien last night. But this wasn’t Lorien’s voice.

		“Hello, my name’s Patrick. I work for a theatrical dress and make-up agency. I understand you’d like one of our disguise jobs.”

		“Um, I said I’d try it.”

		“Well Sonia, I can make an appointment for tomorrow if you’d like to come to our premises. We can also visit in your home, but that will take a couple of days.”

		“That’s all right, I’ll visit you.” This way she wouldn’t reveal her address.

		“Tomorrow morning at eleven?”

		“Yes. Where are you?”

		He gave the name of a company ( ‘John Turner Make-Up Agency’) and an address in Chelsea. It sounded terribly classy. Not the world of Isabel Jones, an office administrator from south London. But perhaps the world of Sonia Tansey.

		She asked herself once more if she was really going to go ahead on this path, chancing whatever might happen. The answer was, she couldn’t not. There would be a lost opportunity for the rest of her days if she never found out what happened.

		The theatrical make-up agency was just as she’d imagined, when she reached it next day. In a mews in Chelsea just off the King’s Road, the entrance and lobby were plush and hushed, with perfect decoration and just two or three chairs. She was greeted by the Sloane-looking receptionist with a posh voice and asked to wait. She waited, and tried to feel at ease in this place.

		Exactly on time a two people came out to greet her, a chap and a girl. “We’re Patrick and Sammie,” they said. Both were young looking and trendily dressed. Their voices too were as Isabel had imagined: Patrick’s slightly high and just that little bit camp, Sammie’s slightly deeper and with such a self-assured tone to it.

		Isabel followed them into a room with a large chair in the middle, where she sat. “I hope I’ve brought enough money,” she said immediately. It had occurred to her to wonder how much this would cost. She hoped they wouldn’t ask why she didn’t pay by card.

		They didn’t. They asked no questions of her at all, including why she wanted a disguise. “Oh it’s all paid for, didn’t you know?” was Patrick’s reply.

		“It is?” Isabel was taken aback. “Oh, right.”

		Lorien was sure keen on giving her her experience for the next three months. What was in it for him? She was relieved, but also felt wary.

		They made a major job of her disguise; the work went on for the next hour and a half. First they cropped her hair close. ( “Oh, must you?” Isabel said dismayed. “Heavens darling, it’ll grow again!” they replied.) They put a very convincing wig over her head, of intermediate coloured, slightly reddish hair. Well, she thought, a wig was all right for people who didn’t get too close, but her activities might include exactly that. But Patrick said, intuiting her thoughts,

		“Don’t worry Sonia, no one will know it’s a wig, unless they’re so close you wouldn’t have secrets from them anyway.” He gave a little laugh.

		Her ears were pushed forwards slightly by a padding hidden by the hair, and the effect was somehow to change their shape as well. They flared her nostrils by inserting padded spoons, which also pushed the tip forwards, so that her straight nose became a snub. Her cheeks were padded out with sponges on the inside. Before it was half over her face was rounder and looked flatter, and was already unrecognisable. Then they put a thin sheaf of plastic resin over her lips to make them fuller, and they dyed her face – that was the only word for it – to change her natural colouring. They stuck on false eyelashes and eyebrows. Isabel reckoned that anyone she allowed to get closer than a few inches would detect there was something artificial about her appearance, but that was all.

		They completed the job by getting her to put on a padded bra and an underwear arrangement which had a kind of framework to fill her clothes out, so her figure was fuller when dressed. “I’d better not undress in front of anyone not in the know then,” Isabel remarked through her cheek padding. She gave an awkward laugh.

		“You’ll be surprised darling,” Patrick replied, while Sammie giggled knowingly. “Practice undressing and dressing again when you get home. They won’t easily notice.” Sammie giggled again.

		In her disguise Isabel left the make-up agency, giving it a last look as she left. She travelled home by public transport and looked around for people’s reactions. A couple of men took glances at her, but they were definitely admiring glances. There was no sign that anyone thought there was anything peculiar about her.

		At home she took out Lorien’s card from last night. Should she phone him about him paying for her disguise? She ought to say something, but she didn’t know what. But the card gave only his name and address, no phone number or email. There was no way she could speak to him except by going round there, and she felt that that wouldn’t be a good idea. She would have to accept his generosity, and hope there was no unexpected price.

		It occurred to her to check her mobile. There was a text message on it.

		“Go to Flashman’s Club 8 pm” (and it gave today’s date). “You are expected. Ask to speak to performer Eve Arnot. Be dressed to strip.” There was no name at the end, not that it needed one, and – surprise surprise – the phone number was withheld.

		Flashman’s Club? Well there was a famous London hotel called Flashman’s, a place mentioned in books about the upper classes in the nineteen-twenties. And yes, when Isabel looked it up, it had a ‘club’ as part of it. But it sounded an unlikely venue for what she was preparing to do. This Eve Arnot was presumably a stripper, but surely they didn’t have strippers in a top class London hotel?

		Isabel took a long time deciding what to wear. If she might be stripping it had better be neither too many garments nor too few, and they must be sexy. She chose a glowing red dress, tight and figure hugging, a white slip, then red again for the bra and pants beneath. She also put on dark stockings, for surely a stripper always peeled down dark stockings. That figure-filling framework they’d given her would have to await another time. She made herself up more than normally, risking looking tarty. But then, she wasn’t exactly going intending to be a shrinking violet.

		Flashman’s Hotel, when Isabel reached it just before eight o’clock, was everything she imagined. Outside were limousines and taxis, disgorging men in lounge suits and women in fancy hats and flowing dresses, and flunkeys in top hats and tails were helping people from their cars, taking their things and directing them. At first she hardly dared go in. When she did she found a foyer more than ever from an earlier age, furnished with chandeliers, paintings and statues. Ill at ease anyway, she felt more than ever like an interloper into another world.

		Fighting an impulse to run away, she went up to the least intimidating-looking free receptionist and said she was Sonia Tansey and expected in the hotel’s club. The receptionist glanced at some notes and said, “Ah yes, you’re stripping with Eve tonight.” Isabel blushed, and wondered if it showed through Patrick’s colouration. But the receptionist’s manner was simply matter-of-fact. She called a uniformed attendant, who said, “This way Miss Tansey please.” He took her through doorways, though sumptuous reception rooms and into a big hall. It had large and small dining tables where people were sitting, eating and drinking, and a stage with curtains drawn across it.

		Another man took over, dressed smartly though more normally. “Eve’s just arrived,” he said. “I’ll take you to see her.”

		She went backstage, a different world, though the ambience was still far from shabby. There was a brief corridor, then she was shown into a changing room, nondescript but adequate. A woman sat before a mirror, putting on false eyelashes.

		She turned and faced Isabel. A bright face and green eyes, a bigger girl than Isabel, but surely shapely. Her hair was intermediate coloured, but, Isabel saw, she was about to put on a dark wig.

		“So you’re the latest sent by Lorien,” she remarked. She spoke in an educated accent, quite upper class herself in fact.

		Isabel wasn’t totally happy at being described as “sent by” Lorien, but she said,

		“I’m not too sure exactly, what I’m volunteering for.”

		“You’re to be my plant in the audience, Sonia. When I know there’s someone who’ll do it, I call on someone from the audience to join me on stage and also strip. I tell them what to do of course. Have you ever done it before?”

		“No. So it is a strip. This place seems too upper class for it.”

		“Don’t be surprised. The upper classes like their bawdy entertainment too. Notice the name of the hotel: the cad from Tom Brown’s Schooldays!”

		She added, “You’re to strip completely you realise?”

		“Yes.”

		Eve Arnot then asked,

		“Tell me Sonia, are you gay or straight? Or both?”

		“I’ve… just once been to bed with a woman. Otherwise only men.”

		“A touch of attraction to women as well. That’s what’s needed for doing this. You noticed this is a mixed audience? To do this job well you’ve got to like the feeling of women’s eyes on you as well as men’s, women desiring you too.”

		Isabel suddenly felt vast fellowship. Eve had understood her! She’d just understood herself! She wanted to glory in the feeling she could arouse in people, people of both sexes. She felt excitement stir in her, overcoming the shyness.

		Eve leant towards her, scrutinised her, and brushed her face lightly with her finger. “You’ve had one of Patrick’s disguises I think,” she remarked.

		Isabel laughed as a reply. She said,

		“I was hoping I’ll learn how to strip properly.”

		“You want to be a professional stripper? You don’t seem the type.”

		Neither did Eve Arnot, Isabel thought. She said,

		“It’s just for three months.” Sonia (as she had better learn to think of herself) then explained about this. When she’d finished, Eve (as she was now calling her) asked her what clothes she was wearing, and confirmed her ideas about the order in which she’d take them off. “Brief you now, to debrief you later!” she remarked. They both laughed.

		Eve would come on stage twice, she told Sonia, and she, Sonia, should just sit there amongst the audience for the first time. It would be in the second, and more daring appearance, that she’d be called.

		Isabel went back to the hall, and was shown by a waiter to sit at small table on her own, about half way back from the stage. He asked her if she’d like a drink. “Champagne’s the usual here’ he said. “On the house, for you.” He winked. Isabel blushed again. “First time?” he asked. Isabel nodded. “You’ll do it fine,” he said. He brought her a glass of champagne. She sat there flushed beneath Patrick’s disguise, feeling conspicuous as hell, trembling with contradictory emotions, modesty and stage fright versus a desire to show. Beneath it a deeper, harder excitement was spreading through her body.

		Eventually she looked around. As the intimidating effect of their dress and manners wore off, most of the audience looked rather ordinary: middle aged couples, or parties of middle aged couples. But not all: there were some trendy younger types. Many were clearly in couples too, though it was hard to tell since they were nearly all in groups. One man took her eye. He was tall, with dark tousled hair that looked uncombed, but then, it looked uncombable, and he was surely chunky though it was hard to tell at first, for a wore a loose dark jacket over a dark T-shirt. But as she watched he took off the jacket and draped it over his chair, and yes, he was your image of a hunk, with great arm muscles. He had a sardonic yet friendly face… Isabel realised that she was staring at him, and looked away hastily.

		The cabaret started. A compère came on and the first thing he did was warn, “This is an adults-only night, remember, ladies and gentlemen.”

		Yet it seemed tame enough at first. There was a singer, and a magician, and a comedian, and it was as his jokes got risqué that you got the first indication. It took a while for Eve Arnot to be introduced: “Ladies and gentlemen, the highlight of the show, the dazzling Miss Eve Arnot!”

		She came on, fully dressed in a tight black dress and stockings, wig and eyelashes. The stage was set up with a chair in the middle, and at the side a long couch, tilting downwards facing the audience. What was that for? No… surely not?

		She looked round and saw the tousle-haired man apparently paying no attention, but chatting with others around him. Didn’t he realise what this performer was going to do, or was he all blasé about such things? As Isabel watched, the man turned and looked at her. He had seen that she was noticing him.

		She looked back to the stage, quickly. Eve Arnot was singing a song in a terribly innocent voice; it took a while to realise that it was bawdy. She was a shapely, curvy girl all right (or woman; she must be in her early thirties). She sang looking round-eyed, till there were sounds of protest even from this well-behaved audience. “All right.” She winked. “You deserved a song. Before we get on with… the real business of the evening.”

		She signalled to the two-man band in a little alcove by the stage, which struck up a steady tune. It was your standard idea of a strip at first: she removed her dress to reveal a one-piece black underwear set with stockings and suspenders, stooped to undo these, sat on the floor and pulled off the stockings, undid the one-piece. Beneath was a very low cut bra, and pants which barely covered her crucial mound in front and went in between the cheeks at the back. The audience were mostly laughing, with some suppressed ironic cheering. The tousled man was one of them. Did he doubt whether Eve would be going all the way?

		She’d been looking at him again. And he looked back again.

		“Shall I do another song?” Eve asked on stage, standing in her final underwear. More cheering and laughter, with one or two shouts of protest. “All right. I know what you want.” More cheers.

		She undid her bra, letting her generous breasts come into view little by little. Full breasts but firm, and round clear nipples. She turned and half bent over. Isabel watched avidly. Eve lowered the minimal pants, but the parting between the cheeks wasn’t fully revealed, for she wore a G-string, previously invisible. She turned, and on front of the G-string, covering the crucial place, was a printed question: “Chicken?”

		There was laughter at that, expectant laughter, for the answer was obvious. Was the tousled man watching in the way Isabel was watching? She looked quickly, and it was straight into his eyes.

		Suddenly she was emboldened. How she would have responded as Isabel Jones she didn’t know, but then, Isabel Jones wouldn’t be here. Sonia could be bold.

		She looked at him deliberately. But this time he was looking at the stage. Eve Arnot had her back turned, and her G-string was descending, slowly, slowly, her entire bottom coming into view. She straightened and faced the audience holding a hand over her frontal mound, paused, removed the hand and raised her arms.

		There was applause, but she didn’t leave. She hadn’t finished yet. Isabel had thought that would be all for the first appearance, but no.

		She leant back thrusting out her mound, drawing attention to its roundness, the lovely mop of curling hair, and the start of the slit going downward. She straightened, turned, bent over and touched her toes, wiggling her ample bottom from side to side. Isabel swallowed, and couldn’t stop putting her hands out as if to fondle her. She wanted to fondle and feel all that she was looking at. She wanted to make love to Eve Arnot, and at the same time she wanted to be Eve Arnot, the person up there displaying her all, arousing desire in all these gazing men and women.

		Eve straightened, and went over to the inclined couch. Yes, it was clear what the couch was for. There were gasps from the audience as other people realised too.

		She lay back on the couch, legs together, and joined her hands over the crucial place. There was a roll of drums. It reached crescendo, and Eve Arnot opened her arms… and then her legs, wide apart. It was the ultimate revelation, the swelling mound, thinly covered with dark hair coming to a neat ending round her slit, and there the slit, slightly red and irregular, on show for everyone.

		A final clash of music, and Eve was up and gone. She swept her clothes off the chair and walked off, wiggling her bottom of course, but off she went.

		The audience was too stunned to applaud until she’d gone, but then it started, wildly, and it went on and on. Isabel sat trembling. Desire had possession of her body, buzzing through, tingling every intimate part of her. “I didn’t think she’d go as far as that,” she heard someone say, when at last the applause died down.

		Fighting for breath Isabel looked into the auditorium – and again into the eyes of the tousled man. Did he see how she was reacting? He was drinking, champagne no doubt, and he held up his glass to her, with a big smile on his face. Had he seen her expression as she watched Eve Arnot and noted the desire in her face? And he’d already noted her desire for him.

		There was a break; the end of the first part of the cabaret. People moved around, but Isabel just sat there. She just waited. When Eve came on next, she, Isabel, was going to be up there on the stage. How far would she be going? She wanted to go as far as Eve. Would she be able to? Would she get it right?

		And the tousled man would be looking at her. What would be his attitude to her when he saw her in the nude?

		The friendly waiter brought her another glass of champagne, unasked. He was on her side. She mustn’t fail.

		The tousled man gave another glance. If she didn’t do something she’d never see him again. She tore a piece off a paper napkin on the table, took out a biro, and wrote her mobile number. She saw him watch her do it. How to hand it to him? Ask the friendly waiter? No, don’t take advantage when he’d been kind.

		Isabel got up and walked as if casually, weaving between the tables and past the tousled man. She didn’t look at him, but dropped the piece of paper in front of him as she passed. She returned to her table.

		The tousled man looked over at her with the paper in his hand. He acknowledged it with a wave.

		She had dared, and succeeded. He would phone, she felt sure of it.

		Or would he? Would her stripping put him off – especially if she went as far as Eve? Which she was longing to do.

		When the cabaret resumed, they had a repeat of the acts from the first half. All the performers tried to advance on what they’d done previously: the singer sang ruder songs, the magician was more daring in his references to the human body, and the comedian’s jokes were downright blue. But everyone was waiting for Eve.

		Eve Arnot ran on. All she wore was a shortie nightdress which just, only just, reached the top of her legs. It was completely transparent: her whole body, nipples, pubic hair, even the start of her slit, showed through. No question of stripping now; her second act would be entirely in the nude. Isabel would be the one stripping.

		“Well now,” Eve Arnot said, coming to the front of the stage. She was carrying a small box which she put down on the stage. It had something written on the side. “What can I do to please a demanding audience? I’ve already shown you that I’m a girl –” she lifted the nightie at the front – “I thought of more songs, but somehow…” she shook her head as the audience burst into laughter. “You’re a good audience, so when this comes off – “ she lifted the nightie again – “yes, a nice long period of posing, then… rude gymnastics! Finally…” She turned round and bent down to pick up the box, exposing her bottom, “a few little tricks!” She put the box on the table and you could read the words: “Box of tricks”.

		“What about me?” Isabel thought. Her heart was beating furiously. “When will I be called?”

		Eve was soon minus the nightie, turning her back and lifting it over her head. She held it over her crucial place for a moment when she turned to front, then it went.

		She repeated the things from her first appearance, bending over and wiggling, pointing her bottom in every direction to ensure all the audience saw all of it, turning to front and thrusting out her mound.

		She went over to the sloping couch. The audience went completely silent. She opened wide and showed all. It was the same as in her first appearance, but for longer, and she raised her legs up further in the air, really wide apart, and not just her opening and the mound above but also her bottom beneath it, including the pink hole, the whole lot was on display. In the audience men’s faces were flushed, and surely one or two were putting hands to their crotches. And the women were gazing too, and gazing with enthrallment. Isabel might almost have forgotten the tousled man. Her mouth was watering, and she was as hot and wet as if having sex at that moment. She tried to squeeze her legs together, but the extra desire was too unbearable.

		Eve cried out,

		“If I’m having the effect I want, ladies and gentlemen, show your appreciation! Put your tongues out.”

		There was a moment’s hesitation, then tongue after tongue came out. People’s faces were flushed, women’s as well as men’s. That was what Isabel would want too.

		Eve Arnot sat up and said, “And now, the rude gymnastics.”

		“That was pretty gymnastic already!” Isabel said out loud, though no one seemed to hear. It had to be Isabel’s time soon, for God’s sake! She suddenly realised she was drinking a third glass of champagne, and feeling tizzy.

		Eve turned over on the divan, face down, and moved her body upwards to the higher end. She hoisted her upper half over the edge, with her bottom at the top, and pulled her legs up until her parting in her bottom was horizontal to the audience, with the cheeks rising up on either side.

		“I call this Mountains and Valley,” she called out. “Do you see: the valley, and the great round hills on either side.” Roars of appreciation greeted this.

		She stayed like this for a minute, perhaps two minutes, displaying all, absolutely everything: the parted cheeks, the little round anus at the top, that little piece of smooth skin and then the slit, her female opening, full on, and even the sign of a clit at the far end. In the audience many tongues were out.

		Had Eve forgotten her? Isabel was nearly sick with a mixture of anticipation, stage fright and desire.

		Eve flattened and turned over. She leant over the top edge of the divan face up, with her breasts jutting into the air. “Two more mountains!” she cried. “And these have towers on top.” Her nipples were erect. Her legs were wide apart as ever, so all her front was on display.

		She relaxed and sat up. The audience yelled and applauded. She said,

		“And now, a few little tricks.”

		“What about me?” Isabel almost screamed out loud.

		“But I think I’ll need some help for this. Let’s have someone volunteer from the audience!”

		Suddenly a spotlight was on Isabel. Startled despite all her waiting for it, she looked bewildered as two people, a man and a woman, materialised at her side.

		She was escorted, stumbling, to the front, up steps at the side, and onto the stage. Eve Arnot greeted her.

		“Well now, what’s your name?”

		“Sonia,” Isabel said.

		“Well Sonia, let’s see what’s inside this box.” Eve went over to the box on the table. She opened it and took out four things: a great huge feather, and – something which had featured in Isabel’s own recent past – a toy penis, but no, not one. She took out three of them, and said, “Care to help me use these Sonia?”

		Isabel looked taken aback, and was. What had happened to her strip?

		“But…” Eve looked round at the audience. “Do you think Sonia should do it fully dressed?”

		Roars of the answer came from the audience. They were all primed and ready, waiting for Isabel to strip.

		“Willing to strip Sonia?”

		Isabel nodded. Now she dared look into the auditorium, searching for the tousled man. There he was, holding up a glass to her in encouragement.

		Eve nodded to the orchestra and music started, softly. Isabel took a breath.

		“Let’s have your dress off first, Sonia.”

		Isabel reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. There was applause as she lowered it and stepped out of it. Eve took it and put it on a chair behind the table.

		“And now your slip.” But Isabel was already pulling her slip off over her head. She stood in her bra, pants and dark stockings. “My stockings?” she asked, in a stage voice. The audience cheered her on.

		“Hey Sonia’s good!” Eve cried. “Carry on Sonia!”

		Isabel put a foot on the divan, side on to the audience, and rolled down one stocking. The other foot on the divan, and she rolled down the other stocking. Eve took them both, and Isabel faced the front in her final underwear.

		“Somehow I think you know what to do!” Eve cried. The music went louder.

		Isabel turned her back to the audience, reached behind her for the fastening on her bra, looked over her shoulder, ruffled her false hair, undid the bra. Holding its ends in her hands she faced front again, paused, and uncovered one breast only, in imitation of an eye patch, a stripper trick she’d seen. Laughter showed that the audience saw the analogy. Rotating the bra she removed it, gave it to Eve, stood with her hands over her breasts, then opened her arms.

		There was applause. She stood, before all those eyes. Her breasts stood proud and firm, and her nipples hard, a hardness surely visible to all – and to one person down there in particular. She leaned forward and shook them to show their firmness, leaned back until they pointed in the air, stood straight again.

		She turned her back, bent half over, and, slowly, slowly, lowered her pants. She felt the air on her exposed rear, emphasising her bareness. When her pants reached the lower end of her bottom she let them drop. Eve picked them up for her.

		Isabel bent right over and touched her toes. She gloried as she offered her bare, bare bottom. Fixed in her mind was the direction of the tousled man; she pointed her bottom directly at him. She was wet between her legs, and hoped he’d see. She wiggled hard from side to side. She started to part her legs but changed her mind. No: she would save that for the ultimate revelation, Eve-style.

		She straightened up and turned to front. This was it: full frontal nude. People were cheering and applauding, massively. She bathed in the admiration of her firm body, her lovely breasts, but above all the lower part of her in front. This was what every eye would be upon. She could feel it: their eyes on her wonderful dark curls and the mound beneath, the hint of heaven in the slit that began before their eyes and went downwards. She knew she was desirable, that was something she’d always known, and she raised her arms at the applause, attracting more applause. She revelled and revelled as they gazed. And yes, there was the tousled man, watching as avidly as anyone. She bent back, thrusting herself out, emphasising still more the centre of everyone’s desire.

		She straightened and went over to the reclining couch. She felt a hand restraining her.

		“That’s where I perform,” Eve said laughing. “Enough, Sonia!”

		Isabel shook her head, and on an inspiration turned to the audience and pointed to the couch. “Yes! Yes!” the audience roared.

		Eve Arnot accepted the verdict. “Do we want Sonia to open wide?” she asked. “Yes! Yes!” More roars came from the audience.

		“But don’t take long,” Eve said quietly in her ear.

		Isabel got onto the couch. She made a gesture in the direction of the orchestra, and the drums started rolling. They reached a crescendo, and she parted her legs. She opened them wide, wide as possible, and raised them up, right up in the air. The eyes of the audience, men and women, were like a massive physical presence on her, a hot river running over her body, from her hard nipples and downwards, onto her eager thrusting mound, down and right into her body, and behind again to her bottom and into the parting, their eyes all over her and into her, their admiration and desire.

		All music ceased. That was it. Isabel sat up, looked up at Eve, and at the faces in the auditorium. Tongues were pointing out, many of them, and she thought of what was straining inside their trousers, even more. She rubbed her breasts, encircling the hard nipples with her fingers, and touched herself suggestively between her legs.

		She looked over at the tousled man. There he was, standing on his feet. The others with him were sitting down, most with their tongues out, or mopping their brows, but he was standing, gazing at her rapturously.

		“Thank you Sonia,” Eve said hostess-like, but with a firm undertone. Isabel got up and prepared to leave the stage.

		Eve restrained her. “No, don’t go!” she laughed. “You came on stage to help me, don’t you remember?”

		Eve picked up the big feather and the three toy penises. “Hold these,” she said, “and hand them to me when I tell you.”

		She took her place on the couch, lay back, opened her legs, turned onto her front, and pulled herself up to the top to repeat her “Mountains and Valley” pose, the parted cheeks of her bottom in the air and horizontal to the audience. “Should she tickle my arse with the feather?” she asked.

		Roars and cheers greeted the question.

		She craned her head round. “What’s the matter?” she protested. “I only said it’s rather fine weather.”

		Isabel took the feather and stood over her. She put it in the open parting between the cheeks and moved it up and down on the skin inside. “Ooh!” Eve cried, and wiggled voluptuously. Isabel raised it and let it tickle the cheeks and the top of the back of the thighs, then back into the parting. She tickled till Eve instructed,

		“Now Sonia darling! What you did with the feather… Do it with a prick.”

		The audience sounded as if they might go wild. Isabel took a prick and placed it in Eve’s parting, where she moved it up and down. She was touching Eve, at last. While her fingers moved the toy, she used the rest of her hands to feel Eve’s cheeks. She felt the swelling shape, warmth here, coolness there. At the same time she was bending over provocatively herself, her own bottom wiggling full on towards the man she desired, her legs apart to show the crucial place she had between them. With her top half she concentrated on the pleasure she was getting from Eve, with her bottom half she flaunted herself to the tousled man.

		Eve said quietly, “No direct touching, Sonia.”

		Isabel stopped, reluctantly. Eve said in a for-the-audience voice,

		“Another prick please. Then go on doing this with the first prick.”

		Isabel handed her another prick. Eve put it in her mouth. Isabel went on stroking her between her bottom cheeks with the first prick.

		Then Eve made a stop sign to Isabel, who moved back.

		Clenching her bottom cheeks to hold the prick between them, Eve turned over, parting her legs further, as wide as they would go. She made another sign, not that she needed to. It was obvious where the third prick was destined for.

		Isabel put it in. Stooping over Eve, her bottom pointing provocatively and her legs really wide, she slid the final prick slowly into the opening waiting for it. In it went, to the hilt. Isabel moved it backwards and forwards, in and out, repeatedly.

		“All right!” Eve finally cried. Isabel stopped and stood back. Eve sat up, took the pricks from her mouth and slit, and let the third prick fall from her bottom.

		She sprang to her feet. The audience applauded wildly, and by now there was incredulous laughter too. People’s hands were to their mouths, and some were clutching their heads. Eve took Isabel by the arm and they raised a joint hand together as they stood, acknowledging the applause. Then Eve gave a little pull on Isabel’s hand, and they ran off the stage.

		Backstage, Isabel followed Eve to her dressing room, padding along nakedly. They passed two hotel employees on the way, but took no notice.

		“A tad too much enthusiasm darling!” Eve Arnot remarked when they reached her dressing room. “You mustn’t do your own thing, if you’re to be my plant again.”

		When Isabel could speak she said,

		“Would you train me to do it properly?”

		“Appearing with me’s the training. But you must stick to what I tell you.”

		Isabel was disconcerted. She’d thought Eve would be full of congratulations.

		Eve gave a little laugh. “Us performers don’t like being upstaged you know.”

		A hotel employee came in carrying the clothes they’d left behind. He also brought a bouquet of flowers which he handed to Isabel, saying,

		“Someone’s sent you a present.”

		Isabel looked at the bouquet with astonishment, then up as the employee added, “And this present.” He handed her a box.

		“You get that sometimes,” Eve said. She took her clothes and started dressing. “There’ll probably be more. Someone’s been amazingly quick off the mark!”

		The message with the flowers read, “To the most beautiful girl I’ve seen. And how wonderful that I’ve seen all of her.” Then it said, “Telephone number noted.”

		Isabel shouted out loud. It was the tousled man!

		The box had two things in it: a small box of chocolates, the most expensive looking you could imagine, and a perfume set.

		“Give the hotel your phone number,” Eve added, “and you’ll probably be told that other presents have come for you.”

		Isabel was filled with triumph. She felt overwhelming power. She desired a man and so she got him, and a huge multitude of others were crazy with desire for her as well. She was a world conqueror, a Helen of Troy, a queen of fables, a power of beauty. She was wanted, longed for, a goddess, Venus, Aphrodite, everywhere people were bedazzled, fascinated, fixated on her, wildly in love with her.

		Eve was saying something. “What?” Isabel said.

		“Someone called Emily may be coming to speak to you.”

		As Eve said that, the door opened and a woman came in. “That’s me!” she said, hearing Eve’s words.

		Emily was in perhaps her early thirties, presentable, reasonable looking but no glamourpuss. She had a friendly, slightly lined face, and a homely figure. An ordinary person, which made her next words, to Isabel, more than surprising.

		“I organise orgies,” she said.

		Isabel gaped at her. “Orgies for women,” Emily added, as if that explained it. She handed Isabel a card. “Emily Anderson, Adult Events,” it read.

		Incongruously (she was still stark naked for a start), Isabel shook hands and said, “Pleased to meet you.”

		Emily sat down. “My events are by invitation only, and are dominated by women. I don’t mean there’s no men there, but any men we have are carefully vetted, and they know it’s women who’ll decide what happens. They’re there to service the ladies and not the other way round.”

		Isabel wasn’t really taking this in. “Oh yes?” she said.

		“That debut was brilliant! I’ve never known an audience go as crazy as that for a girl before.”

		“I don’t know,” Isabel said.

		“I see you as the star of my next event.”

		There was a brief knock at the door and someone else came in. “Oh hello Travis,” Eve said. Emily seemed to know him too.

		It was the tousled man.

		As if in a dream, Isabel got up and went over to him. His eyes went up and down her nude body as she did so. She pushed herself right up against him.

		All she could think of saying was, “Are you staying in this hotel?”

		“I am now,” he replied. “I’ve booked a room for tonight.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		Tricks For Travis

		

		Minutes later they were coupling furiously in a hotel bedroom. He’d draped a coat round her shoulders, she had picked up her clothes, and off they went, through the hotel, into a lift, along a corridor and into his room, ignoring on the way everyone around them. Normal rules didn’t apply. The last two days seemed unreal to Isabel anyway, and it wasn’t her but Sonia doing this, and Sonia was very different to Isabel.

		She threw the coat off when she reached the room. Their mouths clamped together; his hands were instantly upon her. Simultaneously he struggled with his clothes. Isabel’s hands flailed out to help. Off came his jacket and his T-shirt, and she unzipped his trousers while he undid his belt. He stepped out of his trousers and she put a hand onto the bulge at his crotch. It felt like rock in there, a bar of iron pointing at the woman who aroused unbearable desire. She pulled at his briefs and a quivering rod sprang out. She shouted it out loud. “A quivering rod! A bar of iron!” She seized hold, then let go as they fell onto the bed.

		They tried to foreplay, but the immediate need was too intense. Isabel was madly sensitised, ferociously sexed, after what she’d done in her performance on the stage, Travis crazed with desire for her from watching the performance. He made an attempt to pleasure her on her mound and between her legs, her breasts and her bottom, and Isabel tried to enjoy his muscular male body, but she cried,

		“It’s no good! I can’t wait! Other things later, many things later, right now I can’t wait!”

		“I can’t either. I can’t wait. I want you so much, I just want you more than I want anything, I want you, I want you!”

		Isabel hurled herself onto her back and opened herself wide for him, arms and legs, her mouth, every way she could think of opening herself totally to him. Travis fell on top of her, his strong arms gripped her tight, and his furious, hard, quivering erection plunged in, deep inside her. She gripped him with all her strength, her legs closed round him as tight as she could, her hands she used on his male behind, exploring it voluptuously, but it was too much an addition to the overwhelming ecstasy blowing like a gale from her opening and through every portion of her body, as his wondrous cock, his gift to her from God, filled it full, full into it and thick inside her, moving so hard and yet so subtly on all the pleasure points in there, giving her a joy like a lost memory, at last an answer to a need inside her from her very beginnings as an embryo, and the origin of that embryo as a primitive cell, back at the origin of time. Clouds and colours swam before her eyes and swirled around her, swirled more and more tightly, more and more vividly, the colours growing brighter by the second till, suddenly, everything exploded. She heard herself screaming and she heard him screaming back, as the desire became too much and a huge surge blew through her and away.

		Isabel lay dazed, panting for breath, for a moment wondering where she was and what had happened. Travis lay on top of her, also panting, also looking dazed, and they simply gazed at each other, as, almost with an expression of surprise on his face, he toppled off her and fell to her side.

		When she could speak she gasped,

		“I’ve never known it like that before, I swear I haven’t. Honestly, honestly, I’ve never known it like that before.” It was true. Two nights ago was Lorien and intense pleasure, but not this depth of emotion.

		Travis murmured after a moment, “There’s a greater power than us, I’ve always known it. I see it in my work, and it brought us here.”

		They lay there. There was no more need to speak.

		Eventually she turned onto her side. Travis turned to face her. He took her into his arms, and she responded, her arms around him. He stroked her tenderly, caressing her back and her front, and he ran a loving finger down her face. The gentleness of it, compared to the ferocity of just before, was love.

		She ruffled his hair with one hand. “That tousled hair!” she whispered. “It’s the first thing I noticed about you. I don’t know why.”

		“If it gave me this, it’s been worth having.”

		She dozed, rubbing her face against his chest. Love. Then, insidiously, the thought formed in her: How could this be the start of love when she, the so-called Sonia, was fraudulent?

		An appalled pang shot through her. She sat up abruptly.

		“What’s the matter?” Travis asked quietly.

		Isabel said,

		“I like you too much. But this isn’t… the way to start something with someone I like too much.”

		For answer Travis peered closely at her face, and rubbed a finger, gently but just firmly enough against her wig. He asked,

		“Are you in one of those disguises? A chap called Patrick at a guess.”

		“You knew then?”

		“I’ve heard of Patrick’s disguises. I know both Eve and Emily a bit, so I’ve got to hear about such things.”

		“I’d never have dreamed of behaving like this if I hadn’t been in disguise. Honestly, that’s true.” But she realised how feeble this excuse sounded. How many girls didn’t think they were basically modest people of decorous behaviour, even if they sometimes lapsed? She’d be bound to claim she was one of those good, nice, old-fashioned girls at other times.

		“It took two you know. I’ve behaved the same as you.”

		“You didn’t do a public strip first.”

		“I’m in no position to be prim and proper. I’ve been to raunchy entertainment before. I’ve picked up girls before, I won’t pretend otherwise. It’s the first time I’ve done the both together, but that’s nothing fundamental. I hang around with a group who do such things.”

		“I thought you looked a trendy lot. What do you do for a living?”

		She’d got the impression of something like the media, or maybe advertising. His answer was unexpected.

		“I’m an astronomer,” he said.

		This seemed so incongruous somehow, that Isabel started laughing. Perhaps it was a release of tension. “Sorry,” she said. “It’s just, it’s something so learned, you imagine a very studious type who wouldn’t look like you.”

		“A geek you mean?”

		“Well I didn’t mean… Well yes, I suppose I did mean that! Nothing like you anyway.” She stroked his tousled head.

		“Ah, you want the mathematical physicists for that! They’re the ones who wear spectacles, have pens in their shirt pockets and are all unsmart and scruffy, the way they dress.” He grinned.

		“You actually look at things in the sky, right?”

		“Well detect them with instruments, but yes.”

		She laughed again, and rubbed her face against his chest. He stroked her thigh, and then his hands went round the back. She wriggled as his hands took hold, gently squeezed the cheeks together and as gently moved them apart, caressed the back of her thighs, the cheeks again, then more gently still brushed against the opening between her legs. She reached out for him as well. His behind had muscles, and they rippled, like the muscles in other parts of his body, delicious, madly desirable. She compared his backside and his arms, running her hands up and down, feeling the classical shape of manly muscles in his upper arms, and the rippling lengths of hardness in his bum. Noticing what she was doing he flexed the muscles, and they were so strong, so powerful, and yet he was so gentle with her.

		“How did an astronomer get those muscles?” she murmured.

		“Doing this,” he joked. They both laughed.

		He moved against her exploring hands. Then he said,

		“I’ve an idea.”

		“Anything for you, Tousled Treat!”

		“I call this Two Good Things at Once.”

		He bade her kneel up before the bed, and he pleasured her breasts with one hand and her bottom with the other. She laughed at the name ( “Maybe you should call it Four Good Things at Once,” she remarked), then lost herself in the delight. They turned their faces towards each other and put their tongues in each other’s mouths. She reached out and took hold of his erection, causing him to catch his breath and jerk convulsively.

		She took her face from his and bent over the bed, her face on the mattress. He knelt behind her and took her bottom in both hands. She wiggled against him and allowed the cheeks to part. She felt him feeling everything, round and round on the cheeks, and the gentlest of touches on the skin inside her parting. Then he wrapped his arms around her hips and kissed her bottom. Hot lips kissed her hard and thoroughly, clamping his mouth to one cheek then the other, and holding it there a good long time. She laughed as he kissed and kissed and kissed, down the cheeks and onto the back of her thighs, up again, back onto the main bump of her bottom, on the lower part of her bottom, on the line where the bottom met the top of the thighs, full on the cheeks again.

		After the kissing he fondled again. She helped her cheeks to part, and he ran a finger up and down, up above the little opening and down below it, the small piece of skin between the smaller and the larger, crucial, opening. He paid full attention to the cheeks again, then dropped the side of his hand into the crevice.

		At that she raised herself from the bed, encouraging his hand to stay between the cheeks, almost trapping it there. With one hand occupied, he used his other hand on her breasts, once more feeling all of their shape and texture. A finger encircled a nipple, one nipple then the other. He was noting the full hardness of her nipples. Gradually his whole hand became occupied with one nipple or the other, cupping it, stroking it. Crying out she pushed her breasts harder onto his hand, and her bottom harder backwards, taking his trapped hand with it.

		And now, quite suddenly, the hand on her breasts went downwards. It descended steadily towards its target, over her smooth front beneath her breasts, over her abdomen, down, and then it was there, on her mound. Isabel jerked furiously forwards onto his hand as he stroked her on the hair and on the mound beneath the hair. She shrieked as the fingers went between her legs, and there it was on her crucial slit, and a finger went right onto her hard lump, the place which most of all was giving her the ecstasy which enveloped her. She shrieked and shrieked at the sensation of his hands in the places she most wanted them to be. With her head slung back and with a hand between her cheeks, and fingers between her legs and an upper hand on her mound, she was swimming in sensation. She wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer, she would be pleading for the climax, and yet she wanted this to last forever, going on into eternity even simultaneously as she had to have him inside her slit, his cock, not his finger but his real hard cock, hard inside her, she wanted it made possible to have both of these at once. As much of this as she could take and…

		“I can wait no longer!” she cried.

		“Nor me.”

		She threw herself onto the bed and onto her back. He threw himself on top. He mounted her and entered her, hard, furiously, right in. In tight and hard yet always moving, a second coupling so soon after the first and just as intense. Isabel felt not merely filled but that she’d found her destiny. As the pleasure and joy and ecstasy swept from her filled slit up and through her body, and the sensation of his hard male body enveloping her was an overall consciousness, she felt sure that this could not be a transient moment, but was to be a central bonding in her life. When his seed shot from him and the purple clouds before the eyes had dispersed, there had to be a destiny which was being fulfilled.

		But whose life did she mean? There would only be a Sonia for three months.

		They lay and panted. That lasted ages. Isabel dozed, perhaps for moments, perhaps for minutes. She came back to consciousness as Travis turned his head towards her and kissed her. She kissed back and opened her mouth.

		Some minutes later she whispered,

		“You realise what else I’d like in my mouth?”

		“We’ve been too impatient so far.”

		“We couldn’t help it. From now on we’ll improve at waiting.”

		They turned towards each other and put their arms around each other. Isabel added,

		“Both tonight and on later nights.”

		“For the immediate future. I’m off to New Mexico in three months’ time.”

		Isabel blinked and raised her head. She gazed at him, startled. Travis added,

		“In my role as an astronomer. I’m to spend time in an observatory there.”

		“Just time? You’re not emigrating?”

		“I’ll be there for six months. No, I’ll be back here then. I’m employed by a university department.”

		He’d leave in three months – precisely the life expectancy of Sonia.

		“Let’s rest awhile,” Travis said. He got up off the bed and put on a dressing gown, taking it from a case still unpacked on the floor. “All the better, don’t you think, for when we resume?”

		He sat in a chair, though Isabel stayed naked on the bed. How long was it since she’d worn clothes? It seemed an eternity.

		She said,

		“Honestly, I know it seems hard to believe, but this isn’t the usual me. You know I’m in disguise. The real me is flabbergasted at all this. But there’s a reason for it all. Oh, not now, but it’s due to a break-up.”

		Travis hesitated. Then he said,

		“Look Sonia, don’t get too enthusiastic about this will you? Let’s be frank, we met for immediate sex. I don’t want to lead you up the garden path.”

		“Of course not.’ Isabel was aware that she wasn’t quite speaking the truth. But she knew he was right. What she’d been thinking moments ago was foolish. She should stop such thoughts.

		If she could.

		Travis added, “That kind of thing has happened to me before, so I feel it’s only right to be clear about it.”

		A pang shot through her of jealousy and also slightedness. It made her say,

		“Must be great for your ego, girls always after you.”

		“Sonia, please, tonight is lovely. It’s not just crude stuff, it’s really lovely. But don’t let either of us get carried away into believing we feel something we might not feel within a few days.”

		She had to remind herself. She was doing this because she was on the rebound, he because… Well he was an attractive man who got girls, and though he was considerate to them, certainly wouldn’t mistreat them, you couldn’t expect an attractive man not to take the opportunities offered to him.

		“Yes, all right. Point taken.” She made a joke. “Taken your point twice in fact! And intend to do so again before the night is out!”

		There was quite a pause. Then Travis remarked,

		“Emily was there when I found you in Eve’s room. Was she inviting you to one of her events?”

		“Yes, told me I might be the star of the next one. I’m still deciding whether to go.” She paused, wondering if he’d protest against her doing it. He didn’t.

		“Why, have you been to an Emily orgy?” she asked, after the pause.

		He gave his mischievous little grin. “Once,” he said. He added, “I was one of the male pets allowed along, there to do what we were told.” He grinned again.

		He’d given her grins like that in the auditorium, as they sat there watching the show and eying one another. Something about his easy grin drew her so strongly. There was a real person here, not like Lorien le Touzel. For all the disgraceful way they’d met, there was someone decent here, decent in every sense, someone who didn’t normally do things like this, someone you could imagine settling down with.

		But perhaps not with the sort of girl he’d had one of the naughty lapses with.

		He was saying,

		“A lot of the girls were more interested in one another mind you. It started with me and the other men being paraded in front of them, and the girls were invited to take their picks. No, I said picks, without an r! When each of us had been picked, half of the remaining girls had to parade in front of the other half, in much the way you paraded on the stage tonight. Then everyone was paired off, and off it went.”

		“So it was just a pairing-off thing.”

		“Oh no. When the first load of fucking was finished and we’d had a nice rest – coffee and cakes were brought in you know! – then threesomes and foursomes started, and every trick you’d think of, and some you’d never think of, were tried by one group or another. Spanking sessions were popular, particularly.”

		Isabel gave a suggestive wriggle. “I’ve had a bit of a liking for that myself, occasionally. Never done much about it mind you.”

		“An Emily event may have much to offer you there. There’s a chap called Tony who’s building an apparatus which he calls his Tingler, which he’s going to take to an Emily event when it’s ready. He claims it’ll help the spanking sessions no end. So to speak.”

		“Tony’s Tingler!” Isabel laughed.

		“I only used my hand when I was asked to spank a girl. But one or two people had switches, you know, things cut from trees, and one girl brought along a full scale old fashioned cane, and handed it to a man, and she bent over and touched her toes, the full thing.”

		“So you spanked a girl did you?” Isabel’s desire stirred.

		Travis looked at her. Without speaking Isabel went over to where he sat and draped herself face down over his knees.

		Slap! He brought a hand down on her bare bottom, right across the middle of the cheeks. It stung, with a satisfyingly loud sound.

		Slap! Slap! He slapped her with wide slaps. Isabel wriggled exaggeratedly over his lap, though it did hurt, well a little. But she loved the sensation all the same, which was beginning to linger.

		Slap! SLAP! It resounded through the room.

		“So there! That’s six,” Travis said laughing.

		She straightened and stood, rubbing herself a moment. Travis stood up and removed his dressing gown. He had a furious erection. Again that rod of ferocious yearning pointing ardently at her.

		She hurled herself at him. His hands went behind her onto her bottom. It stung as he touched and she yelped. “You’ve punished me too hard,” she jested.

		“Let’s have a look.”

		She turned round. She could feel his eyes examining his handiwork – there were large red marks on the cheeks, she guessed. “Shall I rub them better?” he asked.

		“Oh! Yes please!” She bent over and touched her toes.

		She felt his hands on the cheeks, gently now. But it nearly made her stumble, so he said,

		“Let’s bend you over something.” He took her to a chair and she bent over it.

		His hands were on her cheeks again, and he rubbed round and round. Isabel wiggled against his hands. “Still hurting?” he asked after a while.

		“Yes. I guess I’ll need a lot more of this.”

		“I wonder if there’s something I can put on them. I saw some aftershave in the bathroom.”

		“Aftershave?” she laughed. “That would sting more, silly.”

		“Now now, don’t be rude. I may have to spank you for that.”

		“Rub them better first. Just use your hands.”

		For a few minutes he rubbed and rubbed and rubbed, and Isabel wiggled and wiggled and wiggled. Then her desire blew up. A great wave of heat was suddenly between her legs, causing her to jerk upright and turn round.

		His erection was as strong as ever. She took it in one hand and said,

		“I think this part of you needs soothing.” She put her mouth to his, opened it and put her tongue in. His taste was so marvellous, so sexy, so manly. But the taste of his mouth was not sufficient now. She took her mouth away, and said,

		“I want this in my mouth.” She moved his cock in her hand to make her meaning clear. “And I want your tongue in me.”

		“That’s very naughty. I may have to spank you again. Afterwards.”

		“I’ll pay the price.”

		She showed him her way of doing sixty-nine, him lying face up on the bed with his head on a pillow, her with her knees on either side of him, facing downwards. She dipped her head and took his cock into her mouth.

		It tasted wonderful. Full and thick, filling her mouth, and the shape of it, the fat stem, hard and quivering, the tip with its ridge and its moistness with the promise of his seed. It filled her whole mouth, and it was as if her mouth had craved his cock for all her life, not just any male cock but his, Travis’s. It was him, with the very centre of his masculinity in her mouth, granting her all of him, all curbs over, every bit of withholding done with, he was hers, entirely. Dimly she felt his hands on her lower regions, rubbing her bottom with just a delicious touch of stinging still, and the back and the insides of her thighs. Then he was kissing her in all her places, hard, hot, lingering kisses on the cheeks, on the thighs, right upon the crucial opening, a long time there, beyond and onto her mound, kisses as full as any kisses ever were, and lingering so long, still more kisses from the most beautiful man in the world while his cock, yes his own private cock was fully hers and in her mouth.

		And then he entered with his tongue. Full in, deep, moving against the pleasure points in there, and out and onto her hard lump, her furious little hard lump, there was his tongue on it, and he put it to his lips and took it in his mouth and explored it wholly with his tongue. And then his tongue was full inside once more, and tasting every bit of what she had to offer him in there, backwards and forwards, side to side, full in. And all the while his wonderful cock, yes his cock itself, was deep inside her mouth, there was no way of knowing more about his cock than she was knowing now, and his hands were exploring every single detail of her bottom, the cheeks and the parting and the tender skin in there, and yes, the third opening, even there his fingers brushed against it and gave her jolts of ecstasy. Everything in her lower regions was for him, and she was so glad to give him all of it.

		When he took his tongue out, she lay back a moment and they both relaxed. Then she pulled him to her and explored his body in detail with her hands, and wrapped her legs round parts of him as well. She rubbed her face all over him. He did the same to her, exploring with his face, his hands, his legs and – of course – his erection. It wasn’t long before their desire had possession of them again.

		“Shall we now?” Travis asked urgently.

		“Yes!”

		She lay back and opened wide. He mounted and entered, his cock in hard and tight, in the places where his tongue had been so recently. Its outside touched her lump, pleasured it but almost incidentally, as his stem was enveloped inside her and the hot tip was at the greatest extremity that she could offer. His strong arms enwrapped her and she enwrapped him with her arms, fully his, fully taken by him, wanting nothing more than to be fully his for ever. A huge hot climax took hold and blotted out everything, even vision was replaced by purple clouds before her eyes. She felt his seed shoot from him, and suddenly they both collapsed. His cock came out of her and wilted fast, too fast, and he toppled off her and lay at her side. They flailed her heads and panted for breath.

		When she could speak she whispered,

		“That was the best it’s ever been for me.” She spoke the truth. Lorien was nothing compared with this. As for David, her ex-fiancé, she’d had sex with him of course, lots of times, they’d got to know everything about each other’s bodies, but it was nothing like this. It had been flat by comparison, matter-of-fact, routine.

		His reply was suddenly guarded. “You’re an exceptional girl Sonia.”

		She all but cried, “Say that you love me!” but realised she’d better not.

		They rested. Eventually she dared to say,

		“In this three months before you go away, please we must keep meeting?”

		“Oh, I’m all for that.”

		Hopefully he meant it. She said,

		“It is wonderful, isn’t it?”

		He chuckled. “You know one or two tricks, for sure.”

		Tricks. The word Eve had used on stage for things she did. Isabel had used it to herself during her striptease.

		“Your way of doing sixty-nine was new to me, and it’s brilliant!” Travis added. “I’ll remember that. Know any more things that might be new to me?”

		It wasn’t the tone she’d have preferred. But she’d deliberately been a pick-up and easy lay, so what did she expect?

		She said,

		“Well there’s a plonk. Ever heard the word?”

		“A plonk? Good God, what on earth’s that?”

		“That’s when you run your plonker up and down in the groove between the cheeks of my bottom. I don’t mean, you know, penetration you-know-where, just up and down between the cheeks. It’s delicious, at least it is for me, with a man I really like, and I hope it’s lovely for him too.”

		“A plonk!” Travis laughed at length.

		“Have you never done that?”

		“No. It’s a new one on me.” Pause. “For a moment I thought no, don’t fancy it. But…” There was clear interest in his voice.

		She turned to face him. He looked back at her. She looked downwards. His cock was hardening as she watched.

		He said,

		“Are you sated with it in your mouth?”

		“I’d like both that again and a plonk.”

		“I suppose you’d prefer it not in your mouth after it’s been in your bottom. So should we do sixty-nine first?”

		Her feelings bloomed again. A little piece of thoughtfulness like that showed he was a decent person. Not everyone would be so considerate to an easy lay.

		She grabbed him in her arms and kissed him hard on the mouth. “Sixty nine first,” she whispered. “But not for very long, because I’m aching for a plonk. And then we’ll have another climax, yes?”

		“Yes.”

		He lay back on the bed. His cock rose from him, rock hard in the air, presented proudly to her, awaiting her pleasure of it. She knelt on either side of him and took it in her mouth.

		It was delicious, it was just so lovely. It was just the most wonderful thing in creation, and it was for her. She savoured every bit of it, the stem and the tip, its shape and texture, and took it so far into her mouth it was in her throat, and that was even lovelier. She got every bit of it into her mouth, so the very base of it was against her lips, and she took full taste of every bit of it, and knew every detail of its shape and structure. And below, his tongue was in her where it ought to be, and his hands were on her on all her lower regions, and a finger was stroking her between her cheeks, the preparation for where his cock would be.

		Minutes passed, and they cried out more and more, even though their mouths were full. There was the joy of what was in her mouth and the ecstasy of what was in her slit and of what his hands were giving to her bottom. Every nerve in her nether regions that could be pleasured were getting everything they could desire.

		They carried on until the thought of what was next became more pressing. This wonderful thing that was in her mouth was going to be as wonderful and more when it was in her bottom. She’d miss the tongue in her when they were plonking and the pleasuring of her bottom with his hands, but she needed more and more the centre of his manliness between her cheeks.

		“All right!” She raised her head. “Time to plonk.”

		“What’s the good way of doing it?”

		“I’ll show you.”

		She knelt before the bed and showed him to kneel behind her. She bent over with her face on the mattress. No more explanation was needed. He slid his cock between her cheeks.

		“Ah ah!” she cried, as it moved onto the tender skin in there. His cock, she thought, was cock the word for it here? No, it was a probe, a loving probe quivering there, knowing her in such a place, exploring there. He’d seen all of her with his eyes, and he’d touched all of her with his hands and fingers, but he needed his ultimate probe to know her fully. He moved it upwards and downwards in the parting, rubbing her with his probe in place of his finger, and that had always been the right and proper way to know her, all of her with his loving probe.

		She raised herself upwards with her hands on the mattress, and he supported her with his hands. Her cheeks tightened on his probe, and she almost fell forward again at the unbelievable enhancement of the sensations. She’d have thought she’d already experienced sensations as full as could exist but no, the way it filled her crevice while so subtly moving up and down, was beyond anything she could think of. And it couldn’t be like this with anyone but him.

		He now held her with a hand on her breasts and a hand on her mound. These hands moved, pleasuring her further if that was conceivably possible, so firmly yet so tenderly, repeating every pleasure he had already given to her breasts and mound, but now with his ultimate probe between her cheeks. And then it was not just upwards and downwards, for he was rotating it as well, round one way then round the other, ensuring the full experience it was ever possible to get from the ultimate probe in this one-but-last place that was designed for it. The fullness yet the subtlety as it moved on her pleasured skin was everything she could dream of, and only short of what was next… And must be soon, for the desire was overwhelming.

		“It’s time!” they shouted simultaneously.

		She fell forward to let him withdraw the probe that was needed elsewhere now, climbed onto the bed and opened wide. He took her fully into his arms, and then he was in, right in, in hard. She welcomed him in with all her will, and it was tight, wonderfully tight – had it been as tight as that before? She already knew everything about its shape and texture, so she knew what was pleasuring her in her ultimate place, moving against the nerves inside and on her lump, giving her everything she was born for. She squeezed her legs together then apart and kicked them in the air, together again and apart again, as they knew each other totally. They came simultaneously, and shouted their fulfilment into each other’s mouths.

		As they lay side by side, she cried,

		“Thank you! Oh thank you! That was everything, everything!”

		He stayed gasping for some moments, then said,

		“No, thank you. Thank you for showing me a plonk. That was really something!”

		Isabel had to remind herself again what tonight really was. Casual sex, and she mustn’t get false ideas.

		They rested, this time at length. They were exhausted.

		Later in the night, they had more playful spanking. Isabel lay herself across his lap and said,

		“Make my cheeks sting again.”

		He spanked her as before, loud in sound, stinging in effect, but short-lived. Lying flat her cheeks were soft, and she felt them wobbling as he brought his hand down with loving spanks, reddening them but tenderising them as well. He knew this, she could tell, for at the end of six spanks he lowered his head and kissed the reddened cheeks.

		She felt him take a cheek into his mouth, and he kneaded it gently. She rubbed her face luxuriously on the pillow as she felt it in the warmth of his mouth, against the roof and tongue. He did the same with the other cheek, then lay back.

		She said,

		“Will you be remaining in this hotel? We could meet here again.”

		“I only booked it for tonight. Of course I can always book again.”

		“Well… We have each other’s phone numbers.” She was uneasy again.

		“I promise to phone.”

		Did that mean: Don’t phone him? But he then muzzled his face against hers and said,

		“Oh, it’s been lovely. It really has. All right, we can make a date before we part tonight.”

		She willed herself not to ask how soon. Instead she said carefully,

		“Perhaps not long, since you’re going to America.”

		“A week’s time?” For choice Isabel would have made it every day. But she didn’t push her luck.

		“Yes, all right. Where shall we meet? In this hotel?”

		“We’ll have dinner shall we? It’s good dining in this place. Dinner first, to give us strength!”

		“And you’ll book a room for the night?”

		“I will indeed.”

		They lay in each other’s arms. Perhaps they dozed. Isabel was only conscious of his arms enveloping her, and his whole body available to her.

		After some time she began kissing. Not only on the mouth, but the whole of his face, his head, great kisses on that tousled heap, his neck and down his body. She set herself the target of kissing every part of his body, every single bit of him. She kissed him on the arms, rubbing her face against their tone and muscles, kissed his torso with long kisses, kissed his back, down and onto his behind, where she kissed the cheeks at length and rubbed her face again. So different to a girl’s, all rippling muscle, and slender, not going wide but narrow, narrower than his shoulders. She kissed down his legs and up again, and kissed him at the front, and she felt his cock stirring against her kisses and her face. She stopped and watched it rise.

		They both watched it rise, a joint endeavour, him lying on his back and she on her front, half on him and half on the bed. They looked at one another as she took it in her hand and helped it harden fully, then they put their mouths to one another and kissed deeply, deeply into each other’s mouths. She took one of his hands and placed it on herself, on the mound and between her legs, ensuring that he felt the heat and moisture there, her own response to what they did.

		And so they coupled again – what was it, the fourth time, the fifth time? Something. But this last coupling was the gentle one, a slow build-up of their desire, not a furious passionate outburst from the start. She turned over briefly and he kissed her bottom, turned back and he kissed her mound, opened her legs and he kissed between them, just for a moment taking her lump between his lips. Then she lay back and opened wide in invitation.

		He entered her with a very slow thrust, in further and further, bit by bit. Every so often she tightened her legs, getting the full feeling of his cock in there, closing her legs on it and savouring it, rubbing herself on it almost as if she was using her hands. She opened wide again and he came in further, then closed again and rubbed onto his cock, feeling its shape as vividly as she felt the shape when it was in her mouth. She opened and he was right in.

		He moved up and down, and slightly rotated it as well, ensuring she got every feel of it in there, a total coupling to him. And all the while she was enveloped inside his arms, totally his, and their mouths were together and those were open to each other too. It was gentle, it was slow, but it was inexorable, and at last there was passion, suddenly wild passion, and purple lights exploded, and with cries they came, with violent judders and intense hugging, their bodies totally in unison and totally united.

		It was over. They lay panting. It was morning and their night was done.

		A few minutes passed, and he said,

		“We have to go Sonia.” He gave a little laugh. “They’ll come in and throw us out after a while.”

		“It was so wonderful.”

		“You’re quite a girl Sonia.” He kissed her warmly, very warmly. “You truly are something, and I mean that.”

		“More to me than just some tricks?”

		“Truly more than the sum of your parts.”

		They dressed, at least after Isabel found where she’d dropped her clothes. How long was it since she’d worn any? Yesterday evening when she’d stripped on stage. As she dressed she nearly stumbled; of course, that was another night without sleep, the second in, whatever, three days was it?

		She was in his arms again after they dressed, and she put her own arms around his neck and kissed him. “In a week’s time,” she murmured.

		“In a week, then, here in this hotel.” He added, “I expect you’ll have been to your Emily event by then. You can tell me how it went.” His tone was laughing, mischievous, but no longer intimate.

		She was hesitant. “You don’t mind?”

		“I’ve told you Sonia darling, we’re both free spirits. It doesn’t mean I don’t like you a lot. I jolly well do. But you go. And I won’t be there to cramp your style.”

		“I suppose so.” But again she had to ask herself: What did she expect?

		But his tone was very fond as they parted. They left the room with their arms around each other, Travis carrying his case with the other arm, and in the foyer they kissed goodbye long and openly, and at length. “I’ve something to wait for in the next week,” Travis said into her ear. “I really have!”

		“And so have I. Whatever I may have gone to in the next week.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Isabel As Isabel

		

		When she got home, everything looked weird. The face in the mirror wasn’t hers, but it went far beyond that. It was as if this was the first time she’d been here, and she hardly knew the layout or the whereabouts of things. She’d been away in a different world, a fantastic world immersed in sensuality, the colours intense, the experiences of her body overwhelming, as different to here as the north pole was to the equator. Would that world return to her, or was this reality?

		She stood before the bedroom mirror, took out a notepad, and removed her disguise. Perhaps restoring normality to her appearance would restore normality to her surroundings. Off came the wig and out came the cheek padding, the padding behind the ears and the flares from her nostrils, and off came the false eyelashes and eyebrows. All these things had been there for nearly twenty-four hours, and her face felt the difference. As she took out each item she wrote down how it had gone in. She laid the items carefully on the dressing table for re-use.

		There was still the lip resin and face colouration, but Isabel was recognisable. She changed out of the bold red dress she’d worn for yesterday’s activities – well, worn it to begin with! – and put on her black dress, also tight and figure hugging, but not seeking the same attention. The main difference from the previous Isabel was that her flowing dark hair was now cut very short, almost shaved. She wasn’t keen on that, but she could take a hint from the disguise artist and get a wig. She knew a wig shop, and she’d find a wig which was like her previous hair. If it was very like it then no one would suppose there was anything different about her.

		She went to the bathroom, checked the spare supply of make-up Patrick and Sammy had given her, and wrote down what she remembered of their tips for how to apply it. Then she washed her lips and face very thoroughly. After that she rested on the sofa, and fell asleep till mid-afternoon.

		When she awoke she was stiff and sore. At least it reminded her of the reality of what she’d been doing in the last three days (it was just three wasn’t it?), the way she’d used her body – and had it used by others. It was mildly painful to walk around, certainly if she stooped. Maybe rigid was the word.

		She checked her mobile. Might there be a message from Travis? There was no reason for one at this stage – they’d made their date – but it seemed important to check. She wasn’t exactly ready for another vigorous session, not for a few days, but she wouldn’t risk not getting a message from him if he’d left one.

		There was no message from Travis, but there were two others. There was one from Flashman’s Hotel telling her that there were four more bouquets, and two more boxes of presents, which were awaiting her collection. Her triumph came back vividly to her. Her nude body had overwhelmed an audience. A multitude adored what they had seen. They longed for her, and had sent their tributes to her.

		The other was a message saying that Emily Anderson would like to speak to her. The orgy lady! Should she still go ahead with that? She’d met Travis now. But it was crazy to take the line that she shouldn’t be unfaithful to him. Consider how they’d met, for a start! And it wasn’t as if Travis had asked her not to go to Emily’s events. The very opposite in fact. Travis himself might well be at it with another girl tonight for all she knew; he certainly hadn’t pledged to do no such thing. No, Lorien had taken the trouble to fix up things like Emily’s orgies, along with the strip she’d done, and she’d committed herself to doing them for the next three months. She wasn’t going to back out now. She rang back Emily.

		“Sonia!” Emily trilled. “Is it really you? Back in the land of the living?”

		“Come again?”

		“So to speak! The way you went off with Travis leaving us looking, we wondered when we’d be able to communicate with you again!”

		Oh God, she’d just realised! Travis had come into the room, and she’d simply walked out with him. She’d forgotten the very existence of Eve and Emily there and then. She hadn’t even glanced at them. Hadn’t Emily been in the middle of speaking to her? What behaviour!

		“Oh… I’m awfully sorry! I… guess I got carried away.”

		Emily roared with laughter. “That was the right attitude! You’re suitable for my events! Dedication like that, that’s what we want!”

		Isabel, as Isabel, might not be too keen on praise like this, but she was Sonia wasn’t she, and Sonia wasn’t so shy.

		“Are you free for an event on Friday?” Emily asked. “A party and a strip?”

		“Friday, er…” Her stiffness should have worn off by then. She’d just resolved not to chicken out. “I guess so,” she said. “You’d better brief me. To debrief me later! That’s a joke of Eve’s.”

		“To debrief you later!” Emily roared again. “Yes, I know Eve’s jokes.

		“You’re a natural at stripping,” Emily went on. “We used to start my events with strips, but people got too impatient! For you though, I think I’ll bring it back! Do your strip to kick things off, and we’ll reward you with the first pick of which man or which girl you want it with.”

		“Would me and whoever be doing it in front of everyone?”

		“Usually yes. People do sometimes go to bedrooms together, but if you do please come back to the others as soon as possible. There’s a lot of group activities and switching, and I doubt if you’ll want to keep going somewhere private for long. That’s even if you don’t like watching how other people do things, which you might find interesting. My events can be very instructive!”

		“You’ll be there will you, telling everyone what to do?”

		“Me there? And spoil it for you sexy lot! No, but there’ll be a Mistress of Ceremonies who’ll direct things. Don’t worry, you’ll never be at a loss for what to do! It’ll probably be Crystal, a blond girl as you gather from the name.”

		Evidently Isabel wasn’t the only one using a false name. Emily went on,

		“I’ll have a programme worked out in general terms, starting with your strip and going on from there. Crystal will have it, and she’ll follow it unless and until events get a momentum of their own, when she may allow departures from it. So I don’t just plonk people there, so to speak, it’s an organised event, though not too organised to prevent helpful spontaneity, that’s how I see it. The only really rigid rules – rigid! – are, everything must be consensual, and no one must get injured! Oh, and no minors of course. And no drugs.”

		Emily went on for ages more. She was certainly a talker! Eventually she said,

		“I’ll send you time and venue. Do you have an email address?”

		That was awkward. Maybe she ought to open an email address for Soniaberley McCann, just for three months. Meanwhile Isabel was forced to say,

		“Sorry, I don’t have one at this moment.”

		“That’s all right.’ Of course, Emily must be used to that. “Well note this down will you?”

		Emily dictated a time and address. It was a house in Chelsea, just the image of what she’d have expected for high class goings on.

		“Anything else I should know?” Isabel asked. “Any particular dress code? When I first get there I mean,” she added with a laugh.

		“That red dress was just right. Underwear… I think that can be the same. No!” Emily reconsidered. “Frilly… No. Transparent. Do you have a transparent bra and pants? Or best, transparent-ish. Just enough to see a preview of the goods.”

		“I don’t think I do actually.”

		“Then get ye to a shop and find some sexy underwear! Yes, I say bra and pants that are semi, but not quite, transparent, over those a slip, because a slip’s always sexy, and if that’s also transparent, all that’ll signal that the lot’s coming off. Those stockings, yes, OK, the same stockings.”

		When she rang off Isabel was full of laughter. Emily’s attitude was infectious.

		She decided to go out for the rest of the day. She caught a train and went to the wig shop she knew. This took her half way into town. She spent time choosing a wig that was as similar as possible to her previous hair, and for some reason felt the need to tell the assistant that she’d had her hair cut as an experiment, didn’t like it, so wanted a wig until it grew again. She came out wearing the wig, now completely the previous Isabel. By then it was early evening.

		She ate at a nearby restaurant, on her own. Was that a bit daring for Isabel Jones? But the staff showed no sign of thinking anything of it, nor did any other diner glance at her. She sat awhile over her meal if only to postpone getting up, for she was noticing her stiffness again. It was mildly painful when she got to her feet, but she was resolved not to let that stop anything.

		She decided to go to a West End department store to find some rude-ish underwear. The anonymity of a large store would help her make the purchase. After that she’d maybe sit in a bar, unobtrusively in a corner, minding her own business.

		When she got off the train at Victoria she first looked into a nearby pub, but it was packed out and ferociously noisy. So not there. A few minutes’ walk away was the hotel with the bar where she’d been picked up by Lorien. Well perhaps not there either. She’d shown that that was a pick-up place.

		She went to a department store in Oxford Street, getting there a few minutes before it closed. Most of the underwear was straight housewife stuff, but in a corner was the sexy stuff. A lot was in gaudy colours which she rejected as tasteless, but she managed to find a pair of matching bra and pants in a dark colour, both completely transparent. The bra was low cut too, just right for when she reached this stage of her strip, and the knickers would leave nothing to the imagination – they didn’t even have a stitch-line up the centre to hinder the see-through. After thinking, she also bought a white transparent thong for beneath the knickers, which would barely cover the essential place in front and went right into the parting at her rear. The effect of wearing both would be the semi-transparency Emily requested, and when the pants came down the thong beneath would be completely see-through.

		She bought by cash, not card of course, avoiding the eye of the young chap at the serving counter, and left with her purchases stuffed into her bag.

		Outside, she realised she was near Flashman’s, the hotel where last night’s spectacular events took place. She wondered what it would be like to go there now, as a quiet girl on her own. There was bound to be a bar, and if it turned out to be a pick-up place she could always move on. Yes, curiosity impelled her to Flashman’s Hotel. Would it be possible for her to wander in and have a drink?

		The foyer was exactly as she remembered from last night, which made the more remarkable her re-appearance at the moment. She felt out of place again. No one asked what she was doing here, fortunately, and she wondered how she’d have dealt with it if they had. She walked through remembered corridors and found her way into the hall. That was the same as last night too, with the tables and the diners, but now on stage there was a little orchestra playing soothing music. The ladies and gentlemen in the hall looked the same, which meant respectable as ever. Isabel gazed at the stage. Here she was, all respectable herself, but there was the stage where she’d displayed herself twenty-four hours ago, where she’d shown her all, absolutely her all, and so provocatively that she’d driven these respectable ladies and gentlemen to scream with their desire. As she remembered she felt her own desire start up inside her. She gasped out loud.

		This would draw attention to herself. She stumbled out.

		Taking deep breaths, she returned to the foyer. She looked around but not at too much length – she didn’t want a staff member to offer help – and walked in a new direction. It looked as if there were more drinking and dining facilities that way. She came to a small bar, not crowded despite the busy hotel, and took a seat in a corner. She rifled in her handbag and prepared to go to the bar.

		A waiter approached her. “Are you waiting for someone Madam?” he enquired. “Perhaps a drink while doing so?”

		“I’m not waiting just yet,’ Isabel replied, calm again. “But I’ll have a drink.”

		“Certainly.” See, she thought, a show of knowing what you’re doing always works. She asked for a sweet vermouth, paid for it when it arrived, and sat sipping. She took an electronic reader from her bag and even began reading, but that was inadequate to switch her mind off other things. She noticed a rack of newspapers. What had been happening in the world for the last three days? She had no idea. She went and got a newspaper.

		As she took her seat again a group of men came in. They were laughing and jesting, not noisy exactly, but enough to make the place less peaceful. She thought of getting up and moving to a corner. Then she realised who was among the group.

		She sat, like one of those mythical characters turned to stone. Why hadn’t she thought of the possibility that he too might return to the same hotel the following evening?

		Might he recognise her? Her first thought was panic at the very idea. She stared very hard into her newspaper. The group sat down, only yards away.

		She didn’t hear exactly at first, but it seemed nondescript conversation. After a while she began to wonder: Why should she mind if he did recognise her? All right, it would be a bit embarrassing with his friends. Then she thought: He’ll wonder what I’m doing here. Perhaps he’d think she’d come looking for a pick-up. But then again, would he mind, seeing what he’d told her, and his positive encouragement for her to go to Emily’s orgy?

		She dared to glance over the newspaper, and saw that while the others were talking, Travis’s head was nodding. Of course, neither of them had had much sleep.

		“Drooping again Tobe?” she heard one of them say. “Your eyelids I mean!”

		“Kind of you to worry,” Travis replied. “I’ll get my kip tonight.”

		“What’s this?” another asked.

		“Don’t you know – Travis got off with the stripper here last night, and rogered her rigid, nonstop, all night, honest!”

		“You joking?”

		“No! Honest!”

		Isabel flushed furiously. The jibe at her, however unintended, hit home the more because “rigid” was exactly the word she’d used herself for how she felt. Anger shot through her. Not the colourful wording – she might have laughed at that in other circumstances – or even the dismissive tone of “the stripper here”, but the fact that he’d boasted of his conquest to his friends.

		“You never said a word!” she heard another member of the group say.

		“I’m getting more discreet,” Travis replied with exaggerated dignity. They all laughed.

		“So it’s true?”

		“Let’s say we met afterwards.”

		“And it wasn’t to play cards!”

		Isabel got up and left. She might or might not be mollified that the thought that he’d been boasting wasn’t right. Or not completely right. She’d sort out her feelings when she’d had time to think about it. At the moment she preferred to leave.

		She heard a lot of shouting behind her. Oh God, they weren’t the types who shouted at women in bars were they? She accelerated her pace. But then there was a tap on her shoulder. She swung round, flustered.

		Travis stood before her. “Excuse me,” he said. “You left your handbag.” He held out her handbag.

		“Oh I…” She stammered. “Oh thank you! I don’t know how I forgot it…”

		They looked at each other. She couldn’t take her eyes off him. And she saw he was interested in her as well. And that he saw her interest in him.

		“Are you staying in this hotel?” she asked, aware of the irony of using the same words as Sonia last night.

		He gave her a moment’s puzzled look. He obviously remembered the words. And did he recognise the voice?

		“I’m not staying here, but I’ve come here a number of times recently,” he replied. “Let’s say I’m often here.”

		A pause. He asked,

		“How about you? Are you staying here.”

		“No, just sitting in the bar actually, before going home.”

		“I’d ask you to join me for a drink, but of course…”

		“You’re with friends aren’t you?”

		“Yes, I guess a single woman would feel outnumbered. How about tomorrow evening?”

		“Yes all right.” What had she just done?

		He asked, “Shall I see you here the same time tomorrow?”

		“Yes, all right. The same time.” Whatever that was. She was disorientated.

		There was a pause. “I’ll look forward to it,” he said.

		“Yes, so will I.”

		She backed away. He watched her go with a smile, and waved when she reached the door.

		She debated with herself furiously on the way home. How could she date him as two people without him finding out? Did she want to date him as two people? Maybe it would be just casual when they met tomorrow. No, she knew it wouldn’t be casual, at least for her. So she was out to start something with him. In that case he’d have to know that she was Sonia out of disguise. But that would be bound to change his attitude to her. He must suppose that the girl he’d just met was a standard “decent’ girl, meaning amongst other things an inhibited girl. He wouldn’t be expecting to take her straight upstairs for sex. Or would he?

		What was Travis like with an ordinary inhibited girl? It would be revelatory to discover. Her guess, or did she mean her hope, was that he was respectful and proper and correct in his attitude. He wouldn’t try to get an ordinary girl full of drink and then her upstairs without further ado. It wasn’t that he wouldn’t dream of going all the way with her eventually, but not yet. When they got to know one another, then they’d know when the time was right. That’s how she hoped he was.

		Indeed that was how she had to hope he was. She couldn’t go all the way with him as Isabel. He hadn’t recognised her as Sonia yet, but if all her clothes came off for him, surely he would. It was not only in the face that a person was recognised. Everyone had their body individualities as well, and he’d surely be too much reminded of Sonia, who after all, he knew was someone in disguise. No, she would have to be an inhibited, old-fashioned type as Isabel, who didn’t do that sort of thing.

		She reached out for her handbag. She blanched as she remembered that the sexed-up underwear was inside it. If she’d got away before he could return her handbag to her, he’d probably have looked inside for a name and address, and found this stuff. That was a narrow escape!

		She took out the underwear and examined it again. At first it was only to divert her mind, but then her mood changed. Assuming she was still going to this rave of Emily’s (and Travis, remember, had wanted her to go… well, he wanted Sonia to go), she intended to shine. She’d been chosen to start things off, because her strip had made her the star at Flashman’s. She had to be the star again.

		She undressed and tried on the underwear. Wow was it transparent! She imagined the eyes of the audience, hungry, getting hungrier, as her dress came off, and then the slip beneath, until she stood with the parts of her they most desired showing through, but only just, not quite definite yet. They’d be wondering whether they were really seeing yet, or was their imagination supplying what they thought they saw? But when the bra came off and the pants came down and she stood in nothing but the transparent white thong, doubt was removed. They devoured the sight of her curling bush over her jutting mound, and the start of the slit which went downwards, all clearly visible beneath the whiteness of the thong, and when she turned there was no thong visible, just the knowledge of it there between her cheeks, just the knowledge that she wasn’t quite nude even now. So over she would bend, and down it would come, and then, at last, they would know that all of her was truly in their sight. And so she’d turn, and stand, and their eyes would devour what so far she had nearly granted them but never quite, but now it was there, all before them.

		She slept deeply that night, and awoke refreshed. As Sonia, she was raring to go. Two days to Emily’s orgy, where it was her destiny to be the star. Meanwhile, as Isabel, she was seeing Travis tonight.

		Evening approached. Now she started getting nervous. She was to meet a man she really liked, who she was also due to meet on a later date as Sonia. As she waited to go to Flashman’s it seemed more and more obvious that the only thing was to tell him the truth. Why was she hiding it? Sooner or later she’d have to tell him, if she was to make anything of seeing him. Start now. As she went to the little bar at Flashman’s, she resolved to tell him, and take the consequences.

		She reached the hotel and bar five minutes early. He was already there and raised an arm to her in greeting. Awkwardly she reached out. They shook hands. The effect of the touch, the mere touch, was like a bolt of electricity had shot into her. She almost gasped. Did he notice? She didn’t know.

		“We’ve not even exchanged names,” he said. “I’m Travis. Travis Thompson, and I’m an astronomer. I really am!” He laughed.

		At least he told the same story to the two apparently different girls. So it was probably the truth.

		“That sounds glamorous!” she replied, her heart thumping. “My name’s Isabel Jones, and I’m just an office manager I’m afraid. I did History at university, but unless you’re going to be an academic you have to do something else afterwards. Who employs you as an astronomer?”

		“Well, I suppose I am an academic myself.” He laughed again. “I’m partly employed by an academic department in a London University, and I even have lecturing duties there, and I’m partly employed by an observatory. But the observatory is funded by a number of academic institutions, so it does make me an academic, basically.”

		“Oh I wasn’t using academic in a derogatory way,” Isabel replied quickly. Was she starting off on the wrong foot? The trouble was, she was just burbling on, saying anything for conversation to hide the intensity of her feelings for him.

		“I didn’t suppose you were,” he assured her. He then said, “You know, I wonder if we’ve met before. I had a feeling last night that there was something familiar about you.”

		This was the time to confess. But she felt tongue-tied. She didn’t know how to start.

		He said, “Let me buy you a drink. They serve quite some cocktails in this place. It’s worth sampling them.”

		Cocktails. A direct reminder of Lorien and how she’d ended up here.

		“Then let me take your advice,” she said as brightly as she could. “Let’s have a cocktail then. I’ll leave it to you what. I know nothing of such things.” She gave a forced laugh.

		She watched him as he went to the bar – the delicious tousled head, the tall frame, the lean but ample build. She could see why she’d first thought him a media type, for his dress was casual yet clearly thought through. He wore sort-of jeans, but light coloured and pressed, hugging his manly lower half exactly. Above it was a clean striped shirt and open neck, and though it wasn’t a suit the jacket matched the trousers with a just-slightly offsetting colour. He wasn’t being showy, but you could also tell what was there beneath his clothes, you could detect the masculine man inside. Of course she knew the masculine man already, for she’d seen all of him beneath his clothes, just two nights ago.

		But he didn’t know that. She had to look at him so respectably, but really she’d seen all of him, all those muscles beneath the clothes, and more, she’d seen his central manhood, she’d seen the wonder and the force of how he expressed his love. He didn’t know, and she was pretending she hadn’t seen him naked, but she had.

		He came back with two cocktails. They were an exact replica, and must be the same formula, as the first cocktail Lorien had served her in his flat. They were multi-layered and multi-coloured, and sharp and fizzy. Everything seemed out to remind her of the truth. It was time to explain.

		He was asking her something. “Isabel, I hope it’s all right to ask, but are you spoken for, you know, in a relationship?”

		“Er, well, no. I might as well tell you, I was going to be married until a few days ago, when I broke it off. I discovered he was behaving in what you’d call a thoroughly inappropriate way.”

		Hell, how could she tell him now that she hadn’t exactly been behaving in an appropriate way herself in the last few days? And though he didn’t know it, she was to meet him to go on behaving in “an inappropriate way” in less than a week’s time. And what a ridiculous dated expression, with its pose of moral disapproval! By expressing herself like that, she’d claimed to standards which, to put it mildly, she hadn’t lived up to herself.

		She added, almost desperately,

		“I shouldn’t take an attitude to the actions themselves. I can only complain of the deceit.”

		But she was being deceitful for God’s sake! Here, now, at this very moment.

		He said,

		“And I’m not in a relationship myself at present. I’ve been in one as you have, though in my case I can’t say she deceived me. In fact…’ he paused, “it was my fault she broke it off. I let myself be tempted, you can guess by what sort of thing, and she broke it off when I admitted it.”

		Isabel could indeed guess what sort of thing. She said,

		“She wouldn’t forgive an isolated lapse?”

		“Well,” he shrugged. “She didn’t. Oh all right, I admit it: I’d done it before. But both times it was after we’d had a row, honestly, that’s the truth. In fact we had an awful lot of rows. In fact I was wondering how long we were going to last it out together, and I know she was wondering the same about me.

		“So I let her break it off and I didn’t really protest that much. And hell, she found someone else incredibly quickly. Suspiciously quickly.” His brow knotted, and he looked really moody. The cheery ease of style, intelligent yet man-about-town, that had seemed his hallmark, had disappeared.

		Isabel said carefully,

		“Do you continue to succumb to temptations at the present time?”

		He looked surprised. He didn’t answer for several seconds and was clearly wondering what to say. Eventually he said,

		“I don’t go deliberately looking for one-night stands if that’s what you mean. Really, I don’t.” He gave her a quick, strange look. Then he added, but it was almost as if it was an afterthought, “And I wouldn’t seek an escort for example…”

		Isabel clutched a hand to her mouth as she realised the impression she’d given. Of course what she’d meant, and because she knew what she meant she’d forgotten that he wouldn’t, was the way he’d got off with Sonia. She’d simply wondered if he’d admit he continued to help himself to easy lays, at least when the opportunity was thrown at him. But what had come over was that she was angling for sex herself, straight away. She’d caused him to even wonder if she was a call-girl.

		“No I’m sorry!” she cried. “That was my fault, and I expressed myself terribly badly. I was asking, well frankly, I was wondering if you were just hoping for a one night stand, and hoping not. Sorry, I know that we’ve barely met.”

		He relaxed, and the easy grin came back. Even as Isabel reflected that “barely met” was another piece of unfortunate wording if only he realised, he said,

		“You don’t come over to me as a one-night stand sort, no.”

		“I…” Isabel didn’t want to be hypocritical, at least not more than she could help it. “I wouldn’t like to think I’m an easy lay, put it like that. I’ve had some falls from grace, I admit it, I’m not perfect, but I’d try not to be an easy lay.”

		“I guess I’d say the same.”

		They looked at one another. Isabel realised she’d just set up an evening which could easily end up in bed.

		But she couldn’t! How could the resemblance to Sonia not become obvious to him if she was naked in the sack with him? She had to insist on not going all the way at present. And the only way was to pretend that she was “not like that”. Which was hypocritical as hell.

		He then said,

		“Tell me some things about yourself. You’re a history graduate and now an office manager. Me, I’m a professional astronomer, and I’m interested in the performing arts. I really thought I’d like to be an actor and a general performer when I was at university and in the student drama society. But I was lucky in in my degree and I was given the chance to continue in academia, and it was probably best I did.”

		The more she learnt about him, it seemed, the more there was to attract a girl. No wonder he had one night stands thrown at him, no wonder he had the confidence to return the eye of Sonia while sitting in the hall the other night, and to follow it through so thoroughly. How could you blame him?

		“Myself, I still read some history, well, when time allows,” she said. “I’m particularly interested in the nineteenth century. It started off like earlier times but ended as the modern world, if you think about it. The first railways were opened in it, and that makes it modern, yet they were built by men who’d fought Napoleon.”

		She talked for a few minutes about her interest in the nineteenth century, pleased at the chance to show that she wasn’t just an empty vessel. Then he said,

		“It’s a pity we’ve met so late in the evening. I should have thought to ask you to dinner. How about Friday?”

		Friday. That was Emily’s orgy. “Oh. I’m sorry,” she said, and tried not to let her face go coloured. “Any other evening.”

		“How about next Wednesday… Oh, my turn to be sorry!” Of course, that was when he was meeting Sonia. So he wasn’t giving up his easy lay next week, any more than she was giving up her orgy on Friday. Moral quits so far.

		“Tuesday? The evening before?”

		“Yes. Yes, I think so.”

		So she’d be seeing him, all prim and proper, as Isabel one evening, and would continue next evening as Sonia, and was very unlikely indeed to be prim and proper.

		They talked for an hour more. He told her that since leaving university he’d continued with his interest in performing, and he didn’t mean amateur dramatics. He had actually appeared on the London stage. “It was only a minor role,” he said. “But as a non-professional I couldn’t ask for more… I only got it because I knew the director from university days, I can’t pretend otherwise.” But he’d come on stage in a musical, spoke some lines, sung briefly and even did a small dance! Someone whose day job was an astronomer! Yet despite some stereotypes of male dancers, there was nothing camp about him; he was very much a masculine man. He told her he’d turned up at the theatre on his motorbike, and they’d been surprised because it wasn’t the usual image of a male who acted, danced and sang, but to Isabel it all added to the image. Long before they took leave of one another, she was completely smitten. Not that she hadn’t been smitten already, but now it was overwhelming.

		When they got to their feet to go, one other thing was now apparent to Isabel. David’s departure from her life was no longer even remotely regretted. In fact she was grateful to David for causing her to break things off. She had met someone who put David absolutely, completely in the shade. Travis and David: they belonged to different worlds. Travis: a leading scientist, who was also a known performer on the London stage. David: well, not even worth thinking about…

		There were just one or two minor problems about the way she’d met him, that was all! One in particular. She was further than ever from being able to tell him that Isabel and Sonia were one and the same person.

		They left together via the hotel basement, because that was where he’d parked his motorbike. He took from it his helmet, boots and leather jacket, and donned them. Then they looked at one another.

		She couldn’t hide the desire in her eyes. And for all their mutual restraint, surely she saw desire in his eyes too.

		And then – she didn’t even realise she was doing it for a moment – she looked at his crotch. Surely that was a bulge there? She knew what was there of course, because she’d seen it, though he didn’t know that. But he couldn’t hide that bulge.

		He must be able to see that she was looking. He would think she was sending him a crude silent message. But she couldn’t help it. She tried desperately to tear her eyes away, but it was as if an invisible glue held them on his crotch.

		Finally she managed to look up. They gazed each other in the face.

		If he saw where she’d been looking he gave no indication of it. He leaned towards her and gave her a demure kiss on the side of her face.

		It was only the second time they’d touched that evening. And again it was like an electric bolt shooting through her body. She pressed the side of her face against his lips, and he continued the kiss, for just that appreciable little period.

		Then he got on his bike and was away. He roared off, up a ramp and into the road. It looked so improbable – this man with an intellectual occupation, also a stage actor and singer and dancer too, yet decked up at the moment as a ton-up biker in an old film. And yet simultaneously it all fitted together into an awesome personality.

		As she left the hotel she remembered there were more floral tributes to Sonia waiting here to be collected. Well when Sonia next came here, she’d collect them.

		On the way home Isabel found two messages on her mobile. One was a message from Emily acknowledging receipt of her cash-in-an-envelope payment for the orgy, and confirming the date and the location. Isabel looked at the text and wondered if she still really wanted to go. The feeling was strong that she wanted out of such things now that she’d met Travis. Before, she’d told herself not to be absurd. No longer. Yes Travis himself had urged Sonia to go. But he wouldn’t have urged Isabel to go, she felt sure of it. But she was committed to go. God knows why, but she felt it was something she couldn’t get out of.

		The other was a text with no contact details of the sender, the second such since the one which sent her to Flashman’s But like it didn’t need to state the sender.

		“Phone Peter Polykanov, glamour photographer. If you are happy with your disguise.” It gave a number to phone.

		She was committed to the orgy, but she wasn’t committed to this. If she could text back then she would, and tell Lorien she was grateful for what he’d fixed already, but enough was enough. If she couldn’t text him back then, well, she merely didn’t have to go ahead and phone the girlie photographer.

		She started to compose a text. But something made her stay her hand. Maybe she should give herself time to think about it.

		When she got home her hand remained stayed. It wasn’t just that posing for nude photos was no worse than the things she’d done already, in fact a good deal less. As the immediate infatuation induced by meeting with Travis wore off, she still wanted to continue with the artificial Sonia for three months. Was she wanting it both ways? Well maybe. Sonia had met Travis by stripping as completely as anything she was likely to do for this Peter Polysomething, and Sonia had been encouraged by Travis to go to Emily’s events. If, no when, Sonia told Travis she’d been invited to pose for this photographer, he’d surely encourage her to do that too.

		And notice that Travis was going ahead with his tryst, if you used such a romantic word for it, with Sonia next week. He admitted to Isabel to having one night stands and such, but presented it as occasional lapses. It looked to Isabel that it was a good deal more than that. He certainly hadn’t told her that he’d had a one night stand very recently, and made a date with the girl for another night next week. So though he’d not pretended to be all chaste and proper, and she gave him credit for it, he’d not been completely frank either.

		Meanwhile there was Emily’s orgy to prepare for. She tried on the sexy underwear again, and looked at herself at length in the bathroom mirror. Slowly she removed the bra, just as she would when she stripped. With just the pants and thong on, that was the crucial bit. Yes, they could already see the goods, as Emily put it, just clearly enough to know they were really seeing it. The thrill of it took hold of her once more. She turned and checked it was as arousing at the rear. She took down her pants, checked that her bottom was effectively bare, and turned to front. Yes, with only the transparent thong as cover they could see clearly now, very clearly now, what was beneath. The trick at this stage, just before she became completely nude, was to bring their desire to the crucial pitch just at the same moment when she did become completely nude. After that, and hopefully a long wait while they applauded, would come the posing. It would culminate with her opening herself completely, from the rear, from the front, wide open.

		Isabel spent an hour trying different permutations on the ways she would put every part of herself before the audience. She was getting ready.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		At Emily’s Orgy

		

		There were four men and six girls, plus Crystal, the “Mistress of Ceremonies”. The imbalance already said something about the agenda. Crystal stood on a podium at the front, with a reading stand before her face. She was a big blond girl, very expensively dressed, in a bright cream skirt and fitting pullover, bedecked with coloured necklaces, flashing ear-rings and sparkling finger rings.

		The guests gathered and stood awkwardly; there was no socialising to start with. Crystal addressed them as soon as everyone had arrived. First, she gave names all round. Next to Isabel was a chap called Tony, next to Tony a girl called Lucy, and next to her a girl called Lena – Isabel didn’t remember anyone else’s name until well into the evening. Tony was lightly built and lithe looking, with a handsome face. His dress was casual but well put together, and he gave the air of something artistic. Was this the Tony of the “Tingler” who Travis had told her about, Isabel wondered, the character who was building an apparatus to help the spanking sessions?

		Lucy, next to Tony, looked unexpectedly severe at first sight. She wore glasses, had her hair drawn back with a pony tail, and was dressed in an office suit, with jacket and matching skirt. She didn’t speak or look round when introduced.

		The next girl, Lena, seemed the exact opposite. “Hello everyone!” she cried. She was dressed in a flashy white trouser suit, with a vivid red scarf around her neck. Her eyes were dancing, making her look every bit your image of a libertine.

		“We will start,” Crystal announced on her podium, “with a striptease! Sonia here will strip!” She extended an arm, open to the audience and pointing at Isabel, compère style. “A few nights ago Sonia drove an audience at Flashman’s wild with her striptease. Now we’re privileged to have her for ourselves, and we’re going to enjoy her, thoroughly. Prepare yourselves everyone.” The others sat, or stood leaning. It was a large room, with its chairs and furniture pushed against the walls. Isabel took up position in the middle of the room, with the audience on both sides.

		Crystal continued, “First, let’s look at her dressed. Let’s see you Sonia.” Isabel turned round slowly. She was wearing her tight red dress again. “And round again.” Isabel turned again, and found herself looking into Crystal’s face. She had come down from her podium and was standing in front of her.

		Crystal kissed her on the mouth, at great length, while everyone watched. She put a hand on Isabel’s bottom and another in front, on the mound, feeling her uninhibitedly through her clothes. The hand in front rose to her breasts, explored through the dress and bra, and returned to her mound. The other hand fondled her bottom without a pause. Isabel heard murmuring from the audience, and sensed them writhing inside their clothes.

		Crystal put her tongue into Isabel’s mouth. Her mouth tasted really fresh, mint-like, clear and wholesome. Then she suddenly returned to her podium.

		There she pressed a switch, and soft music started. “Lena,” she said. “Will you volunteer to take Sonia’s clothes for her as she strips?”

		“Great!” Lena joined Isabel in the middle of the room.

		Isabel started uncertainly, taken aback by the abruptness of Crystal’s advance then retreat. She unzipped the red dress and stepped out of it. But in too ordinary a way – she detected that immediately. She had to get the feel for this. Flashman’s came back to her. She had overawed on that occasion, and wouldn’t disappoint now.

		Off came the dark stockings, kneeling on one knee at a time, stood and lifted her slip off over her head. Lena took her things from her, at one point snatching a kiss. But Isabel seemed to catch the eye of the other girl, the severe-looking Lucy. She looked at Lucy, and Lucy looked back, apparently impassive, but Isabel sensed strongly that she and Lucy had caught each other’s eyes.

		She was down to the transparent bra and pants. She turned round, and round again, slowly, to ensure the audience realised that everything was already visible through these final garments. Murmurs of excitement showed that they did. She turned right round again, very slowly. She watched people’s eyes, and rubbed her legs together. That caused more than murmurs.

		A pause, and she removed her bra, which she did in the one-eye imitation that had so amused the audience at Flashman’s. But she heard no laughter here; in fact she wondered if there was a ripple of impatience. OK, audience reactions differ. Without ado she handed her bra to Lena and stood topless. They liked that all right. She put a hand on a nipple and circled it with her fingers. The reaction mounted.

		She turned, bent over, and her pants came down. They saw the thong beneath, even from the back. The reaction mounted further – but was there also a touch of uncertainty? She straightened and turned to front. The thong was there, over her mound, and everything was very visible. They responded with applause. Some cheered. But she definitely heard impatience. Maybe next time she’d omit the thong. Totally transparent pants and bra would be beneath her slip. She faced them, counted to three, and released the thong, letting it fall. Great cheers arose.

		She stood nude while people applauded, until she made a sign to show she hadn’t finished. The applause became muted. She turned, bent over, wiggled, straightened and bent back, arms in the air. They liked that. So they’d like the next part a good deal more.

		There was no sloping divan here, so she lay back on the floor for the ultimate revelation, holding herself on her arms. She lay back and opened wide, wide. This was the climax, and she was out to show absolutely everything. She used her hands to swivel round, so people on both sides got the full-on view the climax demanded. Finally she raised her wide-apart legs high in the air, showing everything from beneath as well. The audience cheered, applauded, cried out, waved their arms, moved their limbs around. She’d attained her objective. They were seized with their desire for her, inspired by the intensity of feelings she’d aroused. She held herself in position for one minute, two minutes, while they roared their applause.

		She got up breathless. “Wow!” Crystal cried. She came down from the podium and raised Isabel’s hand in her own, while the applause continued. She held the joint hand up until it began to ebb. “That was wonderful Sonia!” she announced. “Now Sonia will take a rest.” She pointed to a sofa against the wall, letting go of Isabel’s hand. Isabel went over to it, bending over and wiggling on the way, causing more cheering. She reached the sofa, where instead of sitting at first she crouched over on it with her rump in the air. There was more cheering, but Crystal said,

		“Time to rest Sonia.” Isabel sat down.

		Crystal then said,

		“Let’s have the other girls undress in pairs. Lucy and Lena, you two first.”

		Lucy stood up. She took off her glasses and laid them down, undid the band round her hair and shook it loose. She walked into the middle of the room. Lena followed her and the two girls faced each other.

		“Undress each other,” Crystal said.

		Lena helped Lucy’s jacket off, Lucy raised her arms and Lena pulled her pullover off over her head. Lucy did the same to Lena: off with her white jacket and pullover. They faced each other in their bras. Lena unzipped Lucy’s skirt and pulled it down. Lucy stepped out of it and Lena picked it up. As she did so Lucy rubbed her front against her. Lena put a hand inside Lucy’s pants at front, and moved it up and down. Isabel watched, and her hand strayed to her own lower front.

		But she felt another hand. Tony had sat down next to her, still dressed himself, but offering his hand to nude Isabel.

		With one hand in Lucy’s pants in front, Lena put her other hand inside at rear. Lucy undid Lena’s belt, Lena’s trousers fell to the floor, and Lucy put both hands inside her pants. Isabel took Tony’s proffered hand, warm, firm and pleasing, and put it on her naked mound. Tony put his other hand on her breasts, and used both hands to fondle. Isabel put a hand on the bulge in his trousers. Tony put his mouth to hers, but Isabel moved her head back and said,

		“Let me watch the girls.”

		Crystal commanded, “Bras off, girls.”

		Lucy and Lena took their hands from inside each other’s pants and removed each other’s bras. Lucy’s breasts were brilliant, all the more on someone who’d looked so straight-laced: large, but not huge, firm, round, nipples well marked but not oversized – and they’d hardened.

		Lena clearly thought the same. She stood and admired them, then she rubbed her face against them, stopped, sighed, rubbed again, kissed the nipples, rubbed again. “It’s still the undressing stage Lena,” Crystal intervened.

		“I can’t wait!” Lena cried. She pulled at Lucy’s pants, which fell to the floor.

		Isabel gazed. Lucy’s body was like a perfect doll, out at top, in at the waist, out again, the perfect formula for a female. Her pubic V swelled forward, covered with neat clipped hair, and it drew the eyes down to between her legs. Lucy looked at Isabel and smiled. Without her glasses her face was oval, smooth, with perfect features. Her hair was now long and flowing.

		“Now Lena’s pants come down,” Crystal said.

		Lucy pulled, and Lena’s pants fell. “Stand and face us,” Crystal said.

		Lucy and Lena stood side by side. Lena was pretty good too, but Isabel’s eyes were only on Lucy. She was hot between the legs against Tony’s caressing hand.

		“Turn round,” Crystal instructed Lucy and Lena.

		They turned. Lucy’s back and legs were smooth and shapely, curving inwards and outwards where they should. But most of all, of course, Isabel was looking at her bottom – round, firm and smooth, slender, yet jutting. As Isabel and everyone else watched, Lucy and Lena put a hand on each other’s bottoms and moved them around. They wriggled against each other’s hands, and parted their legs.

		“And bend right over,” Crystal said. They bent right over, wiggling.

		“Right,” Crystal said. “It’s time to undress some men.”

		“Will you undress me?” Tony asked Isabel. “I’d love it if you did. And when you have, please, may I do it with you?”

		Isabel laughed, and thought: Why not? Tony seemed nice. She wouldn’t have called him a smasher, but he was nice.

		“You’ve been given first choice,” Crystal said to Isabel. “What’s your choice?”

		“Yes, Tony will do fine,” Isabel replied. She gave him a great smile. “I’ll be very happy to have Tony.”

		“Right,” Crystal said. “Sonia to undress Tony. Lucy and Lena, straighten up.” They straightened from wiggling their bottoms at everyone and turned. Crystal pointed to another man and said, “Strip Edward.”

		Lucy and Lena advanced on the man called Edward. Their manner was startlingly determined, in fact downright rough. They took hold of him and were almost fighting. Lucy tore his shirt open, while Lena unzipped him and put her hand inside. With a cry he fell to the floor. Then he was naked, with his torn clothes scattered around. After that he can’t have known who was doing what.

		Isabel and Tony watched with incredulous hands to their mouths. “Don’t worry,” Isabel assured Tony. “I won’t be like that.”

		“Right girls,” Crystal said to Lucy and Lena. “I think for the next five minutes you should have your way with Edward.”

		The assault continued, the girls on all fours, their rumps pointing at spectators. Isabel and Tony watched Lucy’s tongue go into Edward’s mouth and Edward’s cock go into Lena’s mouth. Edward moaned and groaned, half in protest and half ecstasy.

		Isabel and Tony lost interest and turned to one another. Isabel unbuttoned Tony’s shirt and took it off for him, while he took his trousers down himself. She took his briefs and down they came. A perfectly shaped cock sprang out, and of perfect size. “Um, lovely,” Isabel said, taking it in her hands.

		In the following minutes they explored each other’s bodies with unqualified delight. Here was simple, affectionate sex with no problems, no hang ups, no worries, no complications. Isabel knelt, and loved the feel of Tony’s hands on her breasts and her bottom and her mound. He linked fingers between her legs and pleasured her intensely. In turn Isabel used her lips over his face and body, put her tongue into his mouth and tasted him, went down his body and then of course took his cock into her mouth. The taste was lovely, a comely cock on a comely man. “I’ll show you my way of doing sixty nine,” she told him, and showed him to lie back on the sofa with his head on its arm, while she straddled him facing downwards.

		When that was done she introduced him to a plonk, and like everyone he laughed at the word and performed the act with enthusiasm. It was all delicious.

		And then the climax. A lovely straightforward fuck (or bang as Tony called it), in standard position, the standard way, and now emotion, the emotion of intense pleasure and of real liking for each other, but a liking without possessiveness or jealousy. They shouted in fulfilment, rolled off and lay on the floor.

		Eventually Isabel looked up. Everyone was now naked, and seemed to be performing, or had performed. Edward was lying a few feet away looking dazed, while Lucy and Lena were sitting next to each other, chatting in what looked like small-talk, unselfconsciously naked. Isabel hadn’t heard Crystal give commands, but perhaps she had, or perhaps the others had acted on their own initiative. No: Crystal was a controlling presence. She had directed the others while Isabel wasn’t listening.

		Suddenly Crystal herself was nude. It seemed to happen in a magic flash. And not only nude but glistening. She had rubbed herself with oil. The lights had dimmed and seemed to flicker, or maybe it was the reflection off Crystal’s body as she moved her spectacular limbs. Her large blond hair was now her halo, and her big-framed body was like honey. She had big breasts, firm, and at their peaks large nipples formed like perfect frames. They swung voluptuously as Crystal moved around. Isabel’s eyes went downwards to her wide hips. A large haired V, dark hair just here, went down to a surprisingly small slit, delicate almost, and when she turned her back her ample bottom curved inwards to a dainty parting.

		She went over to Lucy and Lena and leant over them The effect on Isabel made her cry out. She got up and went over to Crystal, and put her arms around her from the back.

		“Wait!” Crystal commanded her. “Wait and watch.” Isabel stood back.

		Crystal commanded Lucy and Lena, “Stand in front of me”

		They stood before her, side by side. Crystal got down on her knees and rubbed her face on Lucy’s pubic bush, at the same time feeling Lena’s with one hand. She wiggled her bottom at Isabel as she kissed Lucy’s mound, while her hand circled round on Lena’s. Lucy was silent, but Lena was crying, “More, more, harder, harder! Crystal fondled harder till Lena stumbled backwards, whereupon Crystal switched over and rubbed her face against Lena while feeling Lucy. She kissed and said,

		“Now turn round, bend over, and touch your toes.’

		They obeyed. Crystal kissed Lucy’s bottom while fondling Lena’s, kissed Lena’s bottom while fondling Lucy’s. Between her kisses she rubbed her face on the main bump of the bottom, rubbed her face lower down on the back of the thighs, raised it again and kissed again where she’d rubbed her face.

		She then said,

		“Lena, stay bending over. Lucy, go over to the wall and face it.”

		Lena wiggled away, giggling loudly. Lucy went over to the wall.

		Crystal said, “Stretch out your arms and hold yourself off the wall.”

		Lucy obeyed. “Stand with your legs apart,” Crystal continued. Lucy parted her legs. Crystal said, “Wider!” When Lucy had her legs wide apart Crystal said, “Push your tits out forwards and your bum out backwards.”

		Lucy stood, breasts and bottom thrust out. Her breasts were more than ever full and firm as they thrust forwards, her bottom firm and round and pushed out backwards, and her cheeks were slightly parted. Isabel, behind Crystal, wanted to scream, “For God’s sake, stop torturing me, give me my turn!”

		But Crystal was making her wait. Again she reached out to Lucy, and explored her whole body, up and down, then concentrated on her breasts and her bottom, at the same time kissing her on the side of her face, and, as Lucy craned her face round, full on the mouth and opening her mouth. She dropped the hand from Lucy’s breasts to her mound, linked the fingers of both hands and held her between her legs. The side of one hand went into the parting between Lucy’s cheeks, and her fingers rubbed Lucy on her opening. Isabel glanced round at Lena, waggling the cheeks of her bottom at her so very invitingly, but her gaze returned to Lucy and what Crystal was doing to Lucy. How much longer before it was herself?

		“Lucy, turn round,” Crystal said eventually. “Lena, come here.”

		Lucy stood with her back against the wall. Lena came up to Crystal, who positioned her to her left, facing away. “Now bend over, wiggling again,” she said.

		Lena resumed bending over. Crystal now fondled Lucy from the front, all over with one hand, while fondling Lena’s bottom with the other hand. She dropped to her knees and rubbed her face against Lucy’s mound, while her hands knew everything about Lucy’s breasts and Lena’s bottom. She kissed Lucy’s mound, more and more passionately, clamping her mouth to the mound, and, as Lucy parted her legs suggestively, going in to her opening.

		“Please!” Isabel pleaded internally. “I can’t just watch!”

		As if she’d heard her Crystal said,

		“Sonia, you saw what I did when Lucy was turned round?”

		No answer was necessary.

		“Do it to me.”

		Crystal resumed enjoyment of Lucy’s and Lena’s bodies, while Isabel dropped to her knees behind her. With one hand she explored Crystal’s bottom. Those ample cheeks, that dainty parting, the hairless soft roundness that only a girl could have and which took her breath away, the warmth, the shape… And the oiled skin made her hands move on her so smoothly, so voluptuously. Her other hand reached round to that ultimate mound, hairy yet so feminine, and that thrilling slit, the centre of the world at this moment, the gate to heaven. And Crystal was loving her hands for what they were doing, she could sense the fact, she was telling Isabel how much she loved it, telling her through her cheeks, her mound and her slit.

		Then Crystal said,

		“Sonia. Want to do to Lucy what I’ve been doing?”

		“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

		Isabel stood in front of Lucy and put a hand on her breasts and a hand on her mound. “No!” Crystal’s voice said. “One hand on Lucy, one on Lena.” Isabel reached reluctantly for Lena’s bottom. It was good. But she wanted Lucy.

		Luck intervened in the form of Tony and Edward. They’d been watching, and they had furious, quivering erections, pointing up towards the vertical.

		“Please!” they pleaded together. “Can’t we have the two of you?”

		Lena helped. “I want to be fucked!” she yelled.

		So Crystal said,

		“All right. Edward, you and Lena. Tony with me. But wait, Tony.”

		Isabel had time to see Lena straighten and grab hold of Edward, as she turned back to Lucy. As she did she felt arms come round her from behind. It was Crystal. She felt the oil against her back.

		Crystal swung her round. “Just a taster with me,” she murmured. “Then you can have your way with Lucy.”

		She encased Isabel in her arms and pressed their bodies together. Her large breasts pushed against Isabel’s, and her hands explored Isabel’s lower parts. When Isabel parted her legs Crystal used a skilful finger on her lump, imitating what she was doing with her tongue in Isabel’s mouth.

		“Right.” Crystal moved back. “You and Lucy.”

		“Thank you! Thank you!” Isabel mumbled. In gratitude she planted a long hard kiss on Crystal’s hairy mound. It tasted of scent.

		She and Lucy turned to one another. Isabel was astounded by the ferocity with which they hurled themselves into each other’s arms. They locked together tight, and without a word fell together onto the sofa. There they explored each other in intimate total detail, with compulsive movements of their hands as if they’d made vows that they’d ensure they’d know every tiny little nook and cranny of each other’s bodies, every texture and square inch. Everything Isabel had done and implied when she did her strip, at the time to every member of the audience, was preparation for what she would now do to Lucy in person. She explored Lucy’s arms and shoulders, all of her front, all of her breasts, above the nipples and below them and round them, and onto them. What she’d done to her own nipples when stripping she did to Lucy’s, gentle fingers round and round on them, before she put her mouth to them in a way she couldn’t and wouldn’t do to herself. Her hands moved down, over Lucy’s lower front and to her most important place. There she ensured she knew the exact shape of the mound, the exact feel of the skin and the curly bush over the skin, the exact feel of the slit which started there. Lucy parted her legs, and she was hot and moist, and when Isabel explored her there she pushed her crucial place hard against her hands. Isabel explored downwards over Lucy’s thighs and legs, down to the lower legs, up again and back to her most important place. Lucy turned over, and Isabel explored her back, so smooth above, the well-marked shoulder bones and the delightful spine, and below of course her bottom, her beautiful breath-taking bottom, and she felt the soft cheeks with her hands, and lowered her head and took a cheek into her mouth. And all the time Lucy was doing the same to her, and the feel of Lucy’s hands and mouth on her body, and most of all on her crucial lower areas, behind and in front and in between, was like an intense visitation from another world, a world of total ecstasy, a total abstraction from any other reality.

		Her desire mounted, mounted and mounted. Her hands were sated but her mouth watered, watered for the taste of a beautiful girl. A man’s cock she also loved, and she’d had one just this evening, but now she screamed madly for the taste of a beautiful girl. Isabel was scarcely coherent, but managed to indicate to Lucy what had to happen next. Somehow she showed Lucy her favoured sixty-nine position, lying on the couch with her head on an arm, with Lucy straddling her with knees on each side and going down on her between her parted legs.

		The taste was the ultimate culmination of the other-worldly visitation. Isabel explored and explored and explored with her tongue, reaching hard into very part of Lucy’s ultimate opening, taking every nuance of taste and flavour. Yet she did not lose awareness of the feel of Lucy’s tongue in herself as well. And even that was not everything, for all the time Isabel was exploring Lucy’s bottom, every final tiny last detail of Lucy’s breathtaking bottom, the swelling cheeks, their warmth and texture, and the parting with its smooth skin and subtle openings. And her hands explored her upper thighs as well, the back of them and round the insides, their slender firmness, then back to her wonderful bottom and knowing every tiny little bit of that again.

		Her desire exploded. It was like a physical eruption. They came screaming, shuddering into each other’s slits, Isabel with hands tight on Lucy’s cheeks, her fingers full into her parting, while huge lights swirled before her eyes, a thunderclap sounded in her ears…. Then suddenly, came peace.

		They fell back. Lucy allowed herself to gently topple to the floor.

		For a long while Isabel just lay there. As the familiar world gradually returned, eventually she looked around. Crystal and Tony had finished, and were lying side by side. Two girls were pleasuring another man, but as she watched they stopped and fell back. Edward was still lying on his face and groaning. Perhaps some other girl had been rough with him. Everyone had stopped.

		“Time for our break,” Crystal announced. She got up and went out.

		Lucy got up and gave Isabel a little smile – a polite suburban smile as if to say, “Thank you for a pleasant time.” Isabel was taken aback. What had just happened, did it mean nothing to Lucy?

		People got up and most, including Isabel, threw a coat over themselves. She sat on the sofa, and Tony rejoined her there. Crystal came in, herself still splendidly nude, pushing a trolley with a coffee urn and cakes, like a parody of an old fashioned tea lady. She flashed Isabel a queenly smile as she strode around, her hips swaying and her breasts bouncing.

		Tony said to Isabel,

		“I’ve a proposition which might interest you.”

		“Oh, I…” At the moment Isabel didn’t really want to know, not after what had just happened with Lucy. And after all, there was also Travis who she was more than interested in. She liked Tony, but didn’t think there was room for him, so to speak.

		“I work for a couple of gay girls called Debbie and Trish,” Tony said. He paused. “My job title is “intimate assistant”.”

		“Intimate assistant?”

		“It means I help them when they’re at it, you know, holding one girl in a position while she’s busy with the other girl, things like that.”

		At least this took Isabel’s attention. “Are you joking?” she asked.

		“No honest, that’s what I do. Well I’m an unemployed actor really. But I couldn’t get any parts, and I was working as a waiter in a club when I met Debbie, that’s one of my employers, who I knew from drama school from way back. She offered me this job of intimate assistant to her and Trish.”

		“Good God!”

		“Mind you it’s a drawback that though I help them I mustn’t join in myself. That can be a bit frustrating for a hetero male I can tell you! But all in all, it’s a pretty good scene. Especially when they have in guest lovers.”

		“Guest lovers?”

		“Sometimes they have in other girls to make it a threesome, or sometimes more, there’s been one foursome while I’ve been there. They call these girls their ‘guest lovers’.”

		Isabel couldn’t believe her ears. She laughed incredulously.

		“Well the point is, my employers, Debbie and Trish, have paid for me to be here tonight, and in return I’m to try to find them a new guest lover. I think you might be suitable.”

		“Well, I mean, I’ve never even seen Debbie and Trish so I don’t know…”

		“Oh you’d be invited to meet them first, so you could all see if you fancy one another. But I can tell you this…” Tony leant towards her. “Lucy, who I could see you were rather struck with…”

		“Oh?”

		“She’s been one of Debbie and Trish’s guest lovers. And she’s on the list to go back again. I could get you both invited at the same time.”

		“Oh!” A way of meeting Lucy again!

		“Besides,” Tony grinned boyishly. “Not all the guest lovers are immune to a bit of male on the side, and I wouldn’t mind meeting you there myself.”

		Well, she wouldn’t mind another bang with Tony, to use his word for it, but it was the possibility of meeting Lucy again which mattered. She wasn’t going to pass that up. “Oh yes, would you?” she said.

		The break was over. People put their used crockery on the trolley and Crystal, now wearing a glowing crimson robe, wheeled it away. Isabel wondered if she’d get another chance with Lucy tonight. But Crystal had other ideas in mind.

		She got up on her podium. Her robe seemed to light up as she spoke. “And now,” she announced, “it’s spanking time.”

		There was a great stir.

		“Does anyone not want spanking?”

		No, nobody wanted out of it.

		“So who wants to spank, and who wants to be spanked?”

		She asked each person individually. She asked Isabel first, and Isabel was up for both giving and receiving from other girls and receiving only if from a man, all “provided it’s not too hard.” The other girls agreed. All the men were keen to spank but not be spanked. “Right!” Crystal said. “Robes off everyone!” Her own fantastic body reappeared and glistened.

		“Sonia,” Crystal then said. “You and Tony got on rather well didn’t you? Care to spank Sonia? Sonia, fancy a spanking by Tony?”

		Isabel and Tony looked at each other, clasped each other’s arms and laughed.

		“Here!” Crystal took a chair the side of the room and placed it in the middle. “Tony, sit on the chair. Sonia, over his lap! Everyone – let’s be inspired by watching Tony spank Sonia.”

		Isabel gave Tony a quick kiss on the mouth, and went over his lap, face down, folded over as far as possible. Tony’s erection was partly in the way, but, laughing, she adjusted it so that it rested, hard and hot, against her flank.

		She listened to the audience moving to the opposite wall, to get a full-on view of her bottom being spanked. Then Crystal cried,

		“Six of the best for Sonia!”

		There was just the briefest of pauses, then SLAP!

		The slap made an enormous sound in the room. Isabel gasped. A hot sting possessed her bottom, no mere tingle here. It downright hurt. Yet it was lovely. There was applause from everyone, all gazing at her bottom, loving the sight of her cheeks, red immediately no doubt, a thrilling sight.

		SLAP!

		How did he manage to make hurting so delightful?

		SLAP!

		That one was harder than ever. There was renewed applause. The knowledge of the audience drinking in the sight of her bare bottom being spanked, the intimacy of them watching, seeing all of her bottom and seeing it being spanked, that alone made Isabel crazy with desire. She pressed her mound and slit onto Tony’s lap, and he surely felt her heat and moisture there. His erection was hard as rock.

		SLAP!

		That really hurt! “Oh!” she cried out, yet as much in pleasure as in pain, and as much to turn the audience on as herself. From the sounds she was succeeding.

		SLAP!

		She wriggled her legs and jerked her bottom up and down and side to side. Tony responded by holding his hand on her bottom for a brief interval after the slap, hard on the stinging cheeks, holding what he’d stung.

		SLAP!

		That was six wasn’t it? Wow! Breathing heavily Isabel rested across Tony’s lap wriggling and wiggling her bottom. She chose to delay getting up but waited, taking in the full feel of the applauding audience enraptured by her spanked bottom. She couldn’t have them looking hard enough, didn’t want them to ever stop looking. She could feel their eyes on her red hot cheeks, and the feel was like a river of desire rubbing in the stinging to an ecstatic climax.

		Suddenly she hurled herself over to face Tony, raised her body, put her arms round his neck and kissed him violently, opening both their mouths. She pushed so hard they both fell off the chair. There was laughter and applause as she rolled on top of him, grabbed his cock with one hand, wrapped her legs round one of his, rubbed her mound and slit against his thigh. Tony responded in kind, and they rolled over, and once more over, on the floor.

		“Yes well!” she heard Crystal say. “I think those two are beyond instructions from me for the next few minutes!”

		There was more laughter, but Isabel and Tony ignored it. She threw herself back, parting her legs as wide as she could, and immediately Tony was hard inside her, his furious, hot, quivering cock filling her, tight in her most important place.

		For the next few minutes she and Tony were engrossed. Vaguely she heard the sounds of the audience getting on with things, moving into positions, then the continued sounds of loud spankings. Isabel moved her legs together and apart, together and apart, while Tony moved up and down, up and down, tight inside her. Somehow they extended the time to climax. They came with shouts, but Tony kept his cock hard even after, and as long as it was hard he kept it in her. Only as the inevitable satiation came upon them did he withdraw.

		They lay back panting. When Isabel finally raised her head it looked as if the spanking had just finished. The girls were rubbing their bottoms and looking a mixture of hurt and delighted, the men rubbing their hands and laughing. The man called Edward was looking on and shouting and jumping with excitement, his face wild and gleaming, totally enraptured.

		Then Crystal’s face appeared above Isabel. “No peace for the wicked!” she jested. “Now I want you to do the spanking. Paula here, she’d love to be spanked by you.” Crystal helped Isabel to her feet.

		Paula was a girl with short dark hair and well-marked eyebrows, with an expressive face which seemed to have a bold look built in to it. She wore large earrings and had a stud through her navel. She was another who’d oiled her body.

		Crystal sat Isabel on the chair, and Paula went across her lap. The feeling of a girl’s body – an extremely attractive girl’s body – over her bare thighs and resting against her pubic bush, was enough to set Isabel off again, even so soon after Tony.

		Slap! Slap! SLAP!

		Isabel brought her hand down with increasing gusto on Paula’s shapely nether cheeks. The oil made them extra smooth and sensuous, and added to the sound.

		SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

		“Ooh! Ooh! Ooh-oooh!” were the appreciative cries from Paula.

		The cheeks reddened beautifully, and were on their way to turning a deeper blushing red. And they wobbled so enticingly at each slap of Isabel’s open hand. Paula wriggled and writhed, and rubbed herself against Isabel’s hot place going down to between her legs.

		“There!” Isabel cried triumphantly. She gave Paula two more. SLAP! SLAP! She gazed at her handiwork, dipped her head and took in a mouthful of hot red cheek.

		Paula threw herself down on the floor, reached up and dragged Isabel down on top of her. They embraced furiously, put their mouths together and used their tongues immediately. Paula lay back and raised her legs up high in the air, above her face, her slit in front of Isabel’s face, a stunning, mouth-watering invitation. Isabel got down on all fours, got her face on Paula between her legs, and put her tongue in.

		Paula’s taste was subtly different to Lucy’s, less sharp and sweet, more musky and mysterious. Isabel reached out with her hands and enjoyed Paula’s breasts, as her mouth savoured the full flavour of Paula further down.

		There was a tap on her shoulder and Tony’s voice in her ear. “Can I plonk you while you’re doing this?” he asked.

		Isabel nodded vigorously, her tongue in Paula.

		Crystal came up to them and instructed, “Paula, go on all fours facing the front of the room, knees apart. Sonia on all fours behind her, with your tongue in her twat. Tony kneel behind Sonia with your cock in her bum.”

		Crystal went on to give instructions to others in the room. “Lena on all fours facing front, Edward to do Lena from behind…” but Isabel couldn’t listen to that. The three of them, herself, Tony and Paula got into their positions and within moments her tongue was immersed once more in Paula’s delicious taste while her hands were knowing every detail of her beautiful bottom. At the same time she felt Tony behind her, gently resting on her back, and then she felt his wonderful hard cock go in between her cheeks and start rubbing up and down.

		Minutes passed. It was all so wonderful, so delicious, tasting Paula in her opening, her tongue right in, deep in and moving around, her hands knowing everything about Paula’s beautiful bottom, all the more perfect for being oiled beneath Isabel’s hands, all the more desirable, knowing all of the shape of her cheeks and how they went into her parting, and the parting itself, with its smooth skin. Every so often she took her tongue out and kissed Paula’s beautiful, beautiful bottom, kissed the main bump and the lower cheeks, rubbed her face, then put her tongue in again. And between the cheeks of her own bottom was real cock, real hard, hot, spasming male cock, filling the parting, pleasuring her skin in there, going up and down, and rotating too. What she was doing to Paula alone was overwhelming, being plonked by Tony alone was overwhelming, but both at once was the ultimate gift.

		Eventually Crystal’s voice intervened.

		“Everyone stop what they’re doing, but stay in your positions. Stay as you are but pay attention!” She sounded oddly school-mistressy. “You too Sonia and Paula, and Tony! Come on!” She clapped her hands.

		Isabel paused, her tongue in Paula and her bottom in her hands, and gazed over Paula’s back. Tony behind used his hands to squeeze Isabel’s cheeks on his hard cock in the parting. Isabel’s breathing gasped in Paula’s opening.

		Crystal went onto her podium, reached down and took out a cane.

		There were gasps from the audience. It was a full-length old fashioned cane, with a handle wound round with cord.

		“Right!” Crystal swished the cane. It sounded even more formidable than it looked. “Who’s brave enough to get the cane?”

		She looked around the audience for a moment, but seemed to know who her eye should alight on. She looked at Lucy.

		“I will,” Lucy said, raising her hand. She went to the front and stood before Crystal on her podium.

		Crystal moved the reading stand to one side, and she and Lucy stood on the raised platform. The lights in the room had dimmed except over the platform, which seemed floodlit by comparison. Crystal’s oiled body made differing reflections in the light as she moved. She swished the cane.

		Isabel watched with incredulity. This looked far beyond anything playful. Why on earth was Lucy volunteering for this? Lucy gave no clue as she stood there. Her face was expressionless. Everything about Lucy seemed incomprehensible.

		“Turn your back, bend over, and touch your toes,” Crystal ordered Lucy.

		Lucy turned and bent right over. Everyone gazed at her bare bottom flaunted at them. From nearby, and it must be Edward, Isabel heard yells of excitement. Otherwise there was total silence.

		WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

		Crystal wielded the cane like a conductor in front of an orchestra, raising it high in the air and bringing it down, vertically till the last moment when it swerved to horizontal and landed full on the cheeks. The whacks were like gunshots. Lucy jerked forwards at each one, and each left a long red lash mark across her bottom. Each mark was in a slightly different place, so her entire bottom was getting every bit of effect. Yet she didn’t cry out once.

		WHACK! WHACK!

		Isabel felt Paula’s desire aroused in her nether regions. Her bottom was hot, her slit wet, her lump as hard as it could get. Behind her Tony’s cock was going up and down vigorously, his breaths hard as he gripped her by her sides.

		WHACK! The last whack was terrific, and it resounded through the room.

		Isabel felt Tony come, his prick spasming between her clenched cheeks, hot seed shooting up her parting and out through the top of her bottom.

		Lucy was writhing. Her bottom was turning black and blue. She didn’t straighten but stayed bending over, a spectacle for everyone.

		“All right everyone,” Crystal announced. “That’s the lot.”

		There was now uproar in the room. Tony, climaxed, fell away from Isabel and lay on the floor. Paula fell forward and lay on her face. Edward nearby was screaming almost as if being tortured himself, which he obviously was, with desire. When Isabel looked round he was rolling on the floor, shouting and beating with his fists. Elsewhere people were getting up. The evening was over.

		Only now did Lucy straighten. Her face was deeply flushed, and there were tears flowing freely down her front. She hadn’t made a sound, but she couldn’t hide her face. Isabel looked at her uncertainly, but Lucy didn’t look at anyone. She simply went to the side of the room and reached for her clothes. Asking Lucy why on earth she’d agreed to this would have to await another occasion. In fact any speaking to Lucy again would have to wait.

		“Can I have your contact details?” Tony asked Isabel.

		“Yes, sure.” She gave him her mobile number.

		She dressed, and tried to sort out how she felt. She’d impressed them with her strip, and that after that Crystal had started most things with her first. Maybe she’d succeeded in being “the star of the event”. But her feelings were ambiguous about the climax of the evening, to put it mildly.

		She was deeply weary when she reached her home. She was using a lot of nervous energy nowadays.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		Mostly As Sonia

		

		In the next few days Isabel thought about many things, but above all she thought furiously about Lucy. Who was this strange inscrutable person, cool, almost uninvolved, yet physically full of passion? She had to meet Lucy again.

		But she had to go on with Travis. Was it possible to be in love with two people simultaneously, one a man and one a woman? Was she just being greedy and deceitful? Wasn’t this whole business of letting herself rip for three months just selfish self-indulgence, her excuse for it perfunctory? But however much she said this to herself, she still felt the same. She had two dates with Travis coming up, one as Isabel, one as Sonia, and she’d given her mobile number (as Sonia) to Tony.

		She’d have to wait for Tony to tell her she could meet this Debbie and Trish. Suppose he didn’t? Why hadn’t she got a contact number for Tony when she had the chance? OK it had been awkward at the time, she hadn’t dressed yet, but she could have managed it if she’d taken the trouble. Now she had to rely on Tony treating it as sufficiently important to remember. He might not.

		It was two days after the orgy. Her mobile rang.

		“Am I speaking to Sonia Tansey?” a man’s voice asked. When she said yes he said, “I am Peter Polykanov.”

		“Oh… Yes.” The glamour photographer. She’d still hadn’t decided whether she’d pose for him.

		“Your name has been given to me as interested in modelling work. I believe you know that.” He sounded very confident and self-assured. She’d imagined someone with a foreign accent because of his surname, but he sounded upper class English – like nearly everyone since she’d embarked on this three month adventure.

		“Oh, yes, sorry…”

		“No doubt you’ve had time to think about it.”

		“I’m sorry I haven’t phoned yet. I’m not sure if it’s right for me or not.”

		“We first have to decide whether you’re suitable. Not everyone is. I would need to meet you and if you seem all right, take test shots of you.” There was a confident fluent tone to this. Perhaps it was his standard words for applicants.

		Test shots? Well if she didn’t have to make a final decision… And it would be interesting to meet this man, at least.

		“Yes of course. I can meet you and pose for test shots.”

		They made an appointment for two days’ time. That meant the day after she’d have seen Travis as Isabel and the afternoon before she’d be seeing him as Sonia. She’d go straight from posing, surely starkers, for test shots for Peter Polykanov to a night of action with Travis. A busy life!

		He gave her an address and time. His studio was in Camden, Belsize Park area, and he asked for an assurance she’d be punctual. As she rang off the thought occurred to her that he’d overcome her hesitation by making himself hard to get.

		An hour later came the phone call she was waiting for.

		“Hello. Sonia? It’s Tony speaking,” Tony’s voice said. “You remember, from the event on Friday –”

		“Oh, don’t worry, I remember! Have you asked Debbie and Trish?”

		“They’re inviting you to come and meet them.”

		“All right. Will they agree to have me and Lucy along at the same time?”

		“First they’ve got to meet you and see if you’re right for a guest-lover. They’re cooperative as far as Lucy’s concerned, and Lucy seems willing as far as we can make out. It’s difficult to read Lucy though.”

		Join the club, Isabel thought.

		“Can you come over and see them?” Tony asked.

		“What now?”

		“Are you busy?”

		“No. I’ll come now.” Tony gave her an address in west London.

		Isabel hastily got ready, or as hastily as she could since it involved putting on the full paraphernalia of her disguise. On went the wig, in went the cheek and nose pads, the pads went behind her ears, and it took a few minutes to apply the lip and face colouring. The framework arrangement Patrick and Sammie had given her was something she’d never used yet – every time she put on her disguise it preceded taking her clothes off somewhere. The framework would probably never be used.

		Debbie and Trish had the ground floor of a house in a leafy road of big houses, in one of those districts most Londoners were priced out of. Tony greeted her. “Hi there Sonia, lovely to see you again!” he effused, and planted a kiss on her lips.

		Debbie was a short blond girl, full figured, really curvy, and came over vivacious, bright and bubbly. Trish was good looking in a more ordinary way, brown haired, medium height, shortish haircut. Their large living room was a perfect mix of cluttered yet ordered. But not so cluttered that there wasn’t plenty of room to move around, Isabel noticed.

		They shook hands and sat on the sofa. “I hear you’ve been stripping,” Debbie said. “I’m a stripper myself, half of a classy double act called Debbie and Sue, well we think it’s classy anyway.”

		“Sue?”

		“Yes, Trish here’s not my stage partner. My stage partner’s called Sue, but Sue’s not my girlfriend.”

		“I’m nothing to do with show business myself,” Trish said. “I work in a bank.”

		“I’m not professional,” Isabel said. “I was shown a routine by a stripper called Eve Arnot.”

		“Oh, I know Eve! Were you her plant in the audience?”

		“Yes. And Emily saw it and invited me to her event. That’s how I met Tony.”

		Debbie leant forward and scrutinised her. “You’re in disguise aren’t you?” she asked. “A Patrick job is that? Looks like a Patrick job.”

		“Well, yes,” Isabel admitted. Everyone who was anyone knew of Patrick and his disguises, it seemed.

		Debbie grinned. “It’s all right, we’ll ask no questions.”

		“OK,” Trish said. “Let’s see you au naturel Sonia.”

		Isabel was taken by surprise, but immediately realised that she shouldn’t have been. “Oh… yes,” she said. “Yes of course.”

		She stood up and undressed, leaving her clothes on a chair. At first she simply undressed, but when she was down to her final underwear she behaved as if doing her strip. She took her bra off slowly, doing the one-eye imitation, and they laughed and applauded. She turned, bent over and wiggled as her pants came down, and Debbie and Trish (and Tony) cried, “Yum!” She stayed wiggling till they cried,

		“And now, the lot!”

		Isabel faced the front and let her pants fall. They applauded, and she thrust herself out towards them. “OK, stand there,” they said.

		The girls got up and walked round her. They put their hands out and felt all over her body. “Yum, yes, lovely!” they said. They kissed her on her mouth, fondled and kissed repeatedly on all parts of her body. Isabel closed her eyes and surrendered to the feeling of their hands and lips.

		“Oh yes!” they said. “You’re invited.”

		Isabel reminded herself of why she was here. She asked,

		“When we do things properly, can we have Lucy here as well?”

		“Yes, we’ve spoken to her and she’ll be here. She sounded quite interested, and asked all sorts of questions about you. Not that we could tell her much.”

		This sounded very promising.

		“We’ll ask both of them for a week’s time, shall we?” Debbie asked Trish, who nodded. “In the evening though. We’ll confirm by phone.”

		Isabel dressed, and they all had coffee. Suddenly, strangely, it was a normal social situation again. Debbie told Isabel that after being at drama school with Tony, like Tony she couldn’t get any parts, so had ended up stripping, and was now in the double act Debbie and Sue. “We’re doing well,” she told Isabel. “Come and watch us. It might give you ideas for your own stripping.”

		Isabel explained that she was only doing it for a temporary period. At first Debbie said, “We all think that at first.” But when Isabel insisted she had an ordinary job to go back to, they didn’t demur further.

		Isabel left, taking a look round the classy area before setting off to ordinary south London and home.

		As she got home, the mobile rang. It was Emily.

		“Well done!” she greeted Isabel. “Crystal briefed me. So to speak! She said you performed as well as expected.”

		“I only did my strip.”

		“But that was really good. They were all inspired, Crystal told me. And you led off on the spanking as well.”

		“It was on Crystal’s instructions. You’ve an inspired leader there yourself.”

		“Crystal’s good, but I can’t rely on only one girl who can lead. I’ve got another girl coming along called Sharon, but I need a pool available, so I’m always looking for promising material. It’s a long term matter of course. First you’d have to attend alongside Crystal and learn the ropes.”

		A long term offer wasn’t what Isabel was looking for. She started to explain, but Emily went on,

		“You don’t have to make it the main part of your life. Lots of girls attend my events from time to time while leading a normal life elsewhere. We even have some married couples who come. So to speak!”

		Isabel had no intention of making Emily orgies a standard part of her life after the three months was up. But something made her not give a firm no to the idea of training to be an event leader.

		“You can attend for free if you become the deputy at an event,” Emily added. “If one day you become a leader you even get a modest payment. Small I admit, since of course you’re attending for your own fun as well.”

		“I couldn’t deliver a caning the way Crystal did. I flinched from watching.”

		“That was a rare event. Usually there’d be no takers. It was only because Crystal was asked to do it, and knew there was someone who’d take it.”

		“Did Lucy ask for it beforehand then? Does Lucy go for that sort of thing?”

		“It was Edward who asked. Not that I’d better say too much – client confidentiality you know! We get to know our regulars, just put it like that.”

		Was Lucy a friend of Edward then? But it might only be counter-productive to try to pump Emily for more information at the moment.

		“I could come to another event in about a month,” Isabel said cautiously. That would give herself some breathing space. It still wasn’t a week since the night she’d been picked up by Lorien le Touzel. “I’ll do my best to be a deputy leader to Crystal,” she said. “She’ll have to tell me what to do of course.”

		“Of course. She’ll give you little tasks like directing sub-groups, and she’ll show you how the event is organised. That involves liaising with me and drawing up a programme. Do become involved! It’s a fun thing to be involved with!”

		The next thing was, it was time for Isabel to take off her disguise. She was meeting Travis as Isabel tonight, Sonia tomorrow night. She checked twice that she was in Isabel mode before she left the house – not just out of disguise, but dressed attractively yet modestly. She had chosen her blue dress this time, not tight fitting but the wholesome type of girl’s skirt which could swirl around her.

		On the way to Flashman’s she was debating with herself again whether to tell him the truth. She was going to have to, really she had to do it. But as she went into the now-familiar bar, and there he was already, waiting, and his tousled hair seemed fresh and his face wonderful, and he looked so gorgeous that she lost her breath for a moment, again she somehow couldn’t. Again she was committed to pretence.

		“So great you’ve come!” he greeted her. He moved his head to give her another peck on the cheek, but she faced him in invitation. It became a quick kiss on the lips. It was the sort people in a relationship would greet each other with.

		“You didn’t think I’d stand you up did you?” she laughed uneasily.

		“I certainly hope not. No I didn’t. I’m just somehow so pleased to see you that it seemed too much to hope for a moment.”

		“I feel the same.”

		After that greeting neither knew what to say.

		“Have you been at work today?” he asked after a moment.

		“No, I’m three months off work –” Isabel stopped abruptly. Had she told him that as Isabel?

		“Was that because you were going to be married?”

		“Yes… Yes, did I say about that?”

		“The fiancé who was behaving in an inappropriate way.”

		“Ah… yes.” Yes of course. But what had she told him as Sonia? She couldn’t remember.

		Did the silence seem odd to him? Maybe that’s why he then said,

		“The whole thing must have disoriented you.”

		“I’m not a bit like my normal self. Maybe I should have gone back to work.”

		“Maybe you should have gone away on holiday during this period. I assume it was intended to be your honeymoon?”

		“Yes. I don’t know why I didn’t. Instead I’ve just not known what to do.”

		He leant forward and said,

		“But I’m glad you didn’t go away, because I wouldn’t have met you.”

		“I feel the same.”

		They finished a drink and went for dinner. Flashman’s main dining room was sumptuous, more than ever like a throwback to another age. They were shown to a small table near a window, as if they were specially honoured guests, bedecked with a spotless white tablecloth, gleaming glasses and cutlery, and shining white table napkins skilfully wrapped in the glasses. Trust Travis to have the knack of just what to book and how, and get the best in places like this. “Shall we have wine?” Travis asked. “Just a little, don’t you think?”

		“Oh gosh, I’ll just have to leave it to you.” Isabel saw no harm in letting him know how overwhelmed she was by all this, and by the way he himself fitted the scene with such panache. “Please, I’ll watch you and be a learner!”

		Travis accepted the role without argument. He raised an arm and effortlessly summoned a white-shirted waiter in tails. Soon wine was brought, sampled judiciously and graciously by Travis, and poured into both their glasses. Isabel took quite a few preliminary sips. There was a danger she’d overdo the drinking in her nervousness. With Travis’s help she choose a starter – sorry, hors d’oeuvre – and main meal. It was all delicious and exactly the right size, even though Isabel forgot what exactly it was even as she was eating it. The main thing she noticed was how the wine went quickly to her head. She was going to have to be very careful.

		He said to her,

		“Did I tell you I’ve got to go to New Mexico for six months?”

		“Yes, you did.” No, he hadn’t – not to Isabel. Hell! Would he notice? First mistake, probably fault of the wine. She tried to cover. “You said something, but it got a bit lost in other things.”

		“It’s a secondment to an observatory there. I’m wishing more and more it could be put off.”

		“I… hope it’s because of me.”

		“Yes it is. And a secondary reason, I repeat secondary, is that there’s a chance of a stage part. I told you didn’t I, that I’ve been briefly on a London stage.”

		Isabel tried to remember whether she’d been Isabel when he told her that. Yes, she had. She broke her momentary silence to say yes.

		“It’s now possible that they’ll let me have the part for the run of the show.”

		“But that’s fantastic!” She could show some strength of reaction now.

		“I don’t know what they’ll say in my university department though.”

		“But it’s such a chance! Surely they won’t stop you advancing your career.”

		“But this isn’t supposed to be my career! It’s a hobby. And asking them to send someone else to New Mexico for the six months could hinder what’s supposed to be my real career.”

		“But not fatally?”

		“It might hinder early advancement, and hope it’s nothing worse.”

		“Where does your heart lie?”

		“You’ve answered me Isabel. You and something else I love.”

		He seemed to realise what he’d said, and looked confused. It just made him look more gorgeous than ever, a telling slight ruffling of his poise and presence.

		They managed, somehow, to regain their composure. When they got up to go and walked very slowly to the hotel lobby, Isabel was wondering how to say goodnight , and Travis was obviously wondering the same.

		They turned and faced each other. She felt great desire come over her. But she couldn’t even hint at it, she dare not…

		But suddenly she was in his arms. Their lips were together in a passionate embrace. They kissed at great length, and only slowly did the embrace get less fierce.

		“I know we’re in public,” he murmured. They moved apart, a little. “But I can’t help it.”

		They looked at each other, him with his arms around her waist, her with her arms around his neck. She responded,

		“I’m sorry I’m being reserved… about what things can happen at this stage. I can’t really explain why, you know, it can’t go further than this at this moment.”

		“I’m not pushing you.”

		“I know. That’s why I’m trying to explain. And not doing very well.”

		“Don’t worry. Let’s get to know one another properly, that’s the priority.”

		If only she could indicate to him how happy she’d be to consummate their relationship. But then, she had consummated their relationship, thoroughly, as Sonia. And she was meeting him as Sonia again tomorrow, to thoroughly consummate it a whole lot more. But how could she explain that? She couldn’t.

		They arranged to meet again early next week, checked their contact details, then Isabel was on her way home, on her own. She felt like a bewildered castaway as she went home on the train. As she slept alone that night, she had vivid dreams of a life of passion with Travis as herself, Isabel, in a long term relationship, but making love like Sonia, totally uninhibited, doing everything two humans in love could do, their wild lovemaking the centre of their lives, for ever.

		It was next day. Today she was Sonia. She got her disguise on, very carefully and very fully, before she went to meet Peter Polykanov. The disguise was going to have to be total today. It mustn’t slip.

		From his phone manner she’d expected someone of early middle age, full of professional nonchalance, in a studio in a trendy area, like that theatrical make-up place. In fact it was in an ordinary-looking side road next to an electrical equipment shop, and she faced a youngish chap, short and squat, in jeans and a T-shirt. He looked like one of your images of a professional wrestler more than anything else. “I was going to be an accountant, of all things,” he told her cheerfully. “I did a degree in accountancy, and was prepared for a life in white shirt and tie, looking at figures. Photography was supposed to be just a hobby, but it was a hobby in which I found other figures were more enticing!”

		Isabel thought that he did look like an accountant, at least when off work. He had a pleasant enough air about him, though he wasn’t fanciable, not in that way. She hoped that the posing she’d be doing for him didn’t give him personal ideas about her.

		“I take still shots of the traditional men’s mag type, and I take videos, mostly for the internet,” he went on. “You realise what sort of pictures I take, and obviously you must be prepared to pose for such pictures. I do girls on their own, and I also do girl-on-girl action. I don’t do full sex scenes with men involved.”

		“Oh.” Isabel was taken aback by the girl-on-girl bit. “I’d only thought of posing on my own.”

		“It would restrict the scope of work I could offer you.”

		“Just other girls you say? Well, can I think about it?”

		“You’ll have to make your mind up. How are you about travelling?”

		When Isabel looked surprised he explained, “I do shots in foreign locations, on tropical beaches and that. Most girls like the chance to visit glamorous locations. They’re only brief visits mind you.”

		Well if Isabel could be back quickly from such locations…

		He first made her stand, fully clothed, in front of a coloured backdrop draping one wall of his casually cluttered studio. Raising a camera in one hand he took shots of her in full face and full figure. He looked at an electronic images and said, “Oh yes! You’re photogenic!” He looked at her. “A nice face, a nice figure, I think. But the proof of the pudding, you know the saying.” He reached out and tried to pat her bottom, managing to touch her thigh as she stepped back. “Yes right,” he said. “Get ‘em off, and let’s take some proper shots of you.”

		Isabel undressed in an alcove in a corner, putting her clothes on a bench. She came out wearing a robe he’d lent her. Such temporary modesty might seem pointless in most ways, except that, hopefully, it helped with the message that their relationship was purely professional.

		He scrutinised her as she stood there. “Nice!” he said approvingly. “Firm tits, slender.” He bent down. “Nice pussy!” he pronounced, straightening again. “Turn round.” Isabel turned her back. “Oh yes, lovely bum!” he exclaimed.

		He took a sequence of full body pictures, full frontal and full rear. Then he homed in on the obvious places. “You’d have to shave, you realise?” he said. “I don’t know why, but shaved pussies are the norm for these type of pictures.”

		Isabel wasn’t keen, but agreed to do it.

		He took pictures of her standing and lolling around. In most of them she had to have her legs wide apart, so her crucial place was continually on display. He laughed at almost every instruction he gave: “Bend right over, no keep legs apart, lie back and raise your legs, over onto your side, turn and face me and raise your upper leg…” His attitude was infectious and Isabel was soon laughing with him, enjoying every moment. He added to the effect by his encouragement. “Think of the hards you’re arousing, go on think of it! Now stick your bum out with your legs apart, and think of all the guys licking their lips and trying to control their hards…” And she did think of the men that would be looking. And it did turn her on. As she showed everything she had to offer it was as if the millions were making love to her, and she could feel all of their attentions all over her body. At one point, as she was bending over with legs apart, she actually felt Peter’s camera nudge her as he took a close up of every detail of what she was showing. Peter’s patter, the warmth of studio lights on her bare body, it all bathed her in glorious attention.

		It seemed strangely non-obscene. It wasn’t as if he was restraining the type of pictures he took, and it wasn’t as if he used polite euphemisms either, yet it seemed so acceptable. He was friendly without being unctuous, open about the sexuality of it all, but he didn’t repeat his earlier attempt to touch her. Provided things stayed like that it was a tremendous laugh. Posing for him was real good fun.

		At the end he made a quick video of her walking towards him and away from him, with, of course, concentration on her naughty bits (as he called them). “When I started I concentrated on the videos, assuming I could take the stills from the videos. But strangely that’s not so good. So now I do both with most girls.”

		He showed her the pictures he’d taken. They certainly didn’t leave anything to the imagination, but then, she didn’t expect otherwise. “I can sell some of them all right,” he said. “And they’ll go on my website. It all means you’ll get some money already.” The question of pay hadn’t even occurred to Isabel until he said that. She wondered if it seemed strange to him that she hadn’t asked. Of course, she was doing none of this for pay. In fact she wasn’t sure how she’d feel once she received money for anything. No, she liked things as they were. She went home almost laughing openly on the train, squeezing her legs together at the thought of what she’d done, of what she’d showed all those men, and what she was going to show them, and how they’d love it. And the immediately important thing was that she was unrecognisable as Isabel. The pictures proved it.

		Part two of today. Meeting Travis tonight as Sonia.

		As she entered Flashman’s Hotel, she remembered the flowers and presents that were still waiting for Sonia. She went up to the receptionist and asked about them. No shyness now. How she had felt on her first visit to this place was a million miles from how she felt now.

		“Ah yes Sonia,” the receptionist said, as if they were well known to each other. “I’ll fetch them.” She went away and came back, carrying three bouquets, two large parcels and a collection of cards in envelopes held together by an elastic band. “Wow!” she said. “They really went overboard on you! I’ll find you a large bag to help you carry them.” She found a bag a few desks away. “This’ll help, but you’ll still have to do some carrying. Are you leaving with them right away?”

		“I’m having dinner with someone here first.”

		“Shall I leave them here, beneath this counter? When you leave later, just ask whoever’s on this desk.”

		Isabel first said yes, then changed her mind. It might be awkward having them by her chair in the dining room, but she wanted to show them triumphantly to Travis.

		With her arms weighed down and her face partly obscured, she went into the main foyer to wait for him. She nearly went to the little bar, but remembered that she didn’t even know about the little bar as Sonia.

		There he was, waiting. “What’s this?” he asked, at what she was carrying. When she explained, he remarked laughing, “I congratulate myself! I’ve got good taste. Everyone else fancies you like mad as well.”

		She laughed too. “Reporting to you sir! I’ve tons of things to tell you! I’ve been to Emily’s event and they were madly keen on how I performed. She wants me to become a mistress of ceremonies for her! How’s that!” She realised she was boasting, which made her laugh some more.

		“It’s what I’d have expected, you wicked, bold, breath-taking thing!” They embraced, full of life together, and she laughed a third time as it caused her to drop the things she was carrying.

		“What about this photographer?” Travis asked, as he helped her pick them up.

		“I was there this afternoon. Wow! He’s not exactly inhibited either!”

		They managed to stagger into the dining room to their table, and dropped the presents by the side of a chair. Isabel was telling him about her afternoon’s test shots for Peter.

		“That chap’s well known,” Travis remarked as they sat down. “He got himself banned by some internet providers, so that access is denied to his pages.”

		Isabel was taken aback at that. “How did he go too far?”

		“I don’t know. But I heard it happened.”

		She was sobered, for a short while. She did have to show some caution about who and what she got herself involved herself with. But… The strip at Flashman’s had been such a triumph. Travis helped Isabel open the presents and read the cards. The messages were from people she didn’t know, not all were signed, but all were effusive. The flowers, though days old, were still fresh looking, and the presents, though obvious (perfume and more chocolates) seemed tinged with magic.

		They stowed the bag and tributes beneath the table. Isabel went through the rigmarole of ordering as if last night hadn’t happened, again asking for Travis’s help and leaving most of it to him.

		He asked her about the orgy and she talked about it at length, including her intense interest in Lucy. It was strange to tell him so naturally, but that was how it was. He wanted to know and wasn’t jealous, not of Sonia. She might have preferred it if he was, but he wasn’t. She’d have wanted him to be jealous if it was Isabel of course, not that Isabel would be involved in such things.

		She said at the end,

		“But I’m no bisexual really you know. Not usually.”

		“Only when in disguise.”

		She said carefully, “I suppose so, yes.”

		He might have pumped her for information at that point, but he didn’t.

		After some moments she added,

		“I’m far more interested in you than all these other things combined.”

		“You may be just flattering me. You don’t need to.’ He leaned towards her. “You’re going to have done to you every single thing a man can do to give pleasure to a beautiful woman.”

		Desire flushed through her. She leaned over the table to meet his face. “I can hardly wait,” she told him, looking him hard in the eye. They kissed at length, openly in the restaurant.

		After that they hurried through their meal. It was a brilliant meal, but it was delaying what came next. She’d been through this with him anyway, last night, as Isabel. As Sonia came the urgent aftermath which was totally indispensable. She wanted what was next so much she could hardly speak as they finished their meal.

		They stumbled up to their room, their arms tightly round each other, carrying the bouquets and presents as best they could, along with her handbag and his case. They threw them down against a wall when they got in.

		She hurled herself into his arms. He held her tight, so tight for a moment that they couldn’t breathe. When they parted their bodies slightly, their mouths clamped together in a real kiss, a kiss that they wouldn’t do in public, even with her being Sonia. But even that was a delay to the real action.

		He unzipped her dress for her, helped her out of it, removed her underwear. She helped him in the corresponding way. Too impatient for prolonged undressing they were naked in seconds. They threw themselves onto the bed.

		She cried out and kicked her legs, taking the full feel of his hard malehood deep inside her, in as far as it could go, helping to draw it in. She couldn’t have it in deep enough, hard enough. It filled her female cavity to the full: she squeezed and pulled until it felt completely full. The clouds before her eyes that preceded climax swam, turned purple and exploded, and the intensity, the sheer fury of her desire subsided. They topped onto their sides, their arms still tight around each other, their breathing subsided, and they kissed each other’s faces with gentle kisses of love and gratitude.

		After that their lovemaking was more gentle. At least, at first. “You’ve told me some of the things you did in the orgy,” he said. “Now show me them.” So she stood facing the wall in the way that Lucy had done, her breasts out forwards, her bottom out backwards, and Travis played the role of Crystal and herself, exploring deeply with his hands, going into every nook and cranny. She was soon trembling with desire again, hot and moist, as his hands learnt everything – no not learnt, for he knew already, but restated his ownership, an ownership she was so glad to give him – about every single inch of her body. She closed her eyes and simply experienced, as his hands and his kisses relearnt every part of her, head to toe. When he’d explored her and repossessed her at great, great length, she stood back from the wall and bent over and touched the floor, legs wide apart, and he continued his exploration and his repossession, homing in more and more on the most crucial places of all, places so private yet so much intended for another person, and here he was, this other person.

		She straightened, and he held her with hands clasped between her legs as they stumbled over to the bed. She gasped repeatedly at the feel of his hands in the places where they were, on her crucial slit, on her hard lump, and on the skin right in between her cheeks. She knelt on the bed and folded over, and his hands were everywhere upon her cheeks and her parting, and his tongue went in where it mattered most of all. She shouted out, crazy with desire again.

		“Sixty-nine?” he murmured.

		With no more words she hurled herself aside to let him take up position on the bed, his head on the pillow. She took the position above him, dipped down, and then they were locked in that most urgent of statements of total intimacy. They stayed locked for many minutes. Physical tiredness made them part eventually, but desire was still building. She knelt in front of the bed, words still unnecessary. He knelt behind her and his manhood went in between her cheeks. He rubbed her up and down, so very gently yet so very firmly. The skin there was so sensitive and so much in love with the hard cock that had always been destined for her and which she’d been waiting for all her life, and she could only close her eyes and experience the fullness of it, and its meaning. Finally they coupled again, intensely, thrillingly, bodies enwrapped so tightly as they climaxed that she thought they could never part again.

		At last they rested. Eventually she spoke. “Liking spanking like we do –”

		“Yes! Shall we do that next?”

		“Oh yes! Yes!”

		But as they waited she resumed,

		“Spanking’s one thing. But how can anyone get pleasure from what I witnessed? Giving it if your tastes are strong enough, maybe, but my tastes aren’t. But getting it? What can possess Lucy to volunteer?”

		“I suppose taste for gentler stuff gets jaded. You want stronger and stronger things in the end.”

		Hell! That sounded only too right. At the end of the three months she must give up all these things. Travis, seeing her unease, added,

		“I don’t see us getting to that. Even if we know one another for long enough.”

		Isabel turned and looked at him. “I want this to go on,” she said.

		Travis seemed to be wondering what to say. But then, what could he say? Face the fact. Sonia was the sort of girl a man like him bedded, but didn’t marry.

		She asked,

		“Is there any, well more restrained girl than me that you’re interested in?”

		Travis replied,

		“I’ve met someone in the last week who I do like. At least I’m not sure. I know it’s rather recent. I hope it doesn’t worry you.”

		He added,

		“She looks and sounds surprisingly like you.”

		Oh God! Why did she keep risking trouble by asking the things she did?

		Travis took her face in his hands. He said,

		“Would you like me to kiss you like a restrained girl, respectably on the cheeks?”

		“I’d like you to kiss me non-respectably on the cheeks.”

		She got off the bed and bent over a chair. Travis wrapped his arms round her hips and kissed her bottom at very great length, hot lips pressing madly on her hot cheeks, long and deeply, his hands joined together over her mound, kissing and kissing, every part of her cheeks, smothering them with his kisses.

		Then they began their playful spanking. Isabel remained bending over the chair. Despite what she’d said about it, what she’d witnessed with Lucy now had a stimulating effect. She was imitating someone being disciplined.

		Travis had intuited what was in her mind. He spanked her with great wide sweeps of his hand, just pulling back on the strength of the swipes as his hand struck her cheeks. She gasped and writhed, moved her bottom up and down as if pulling the stinging feeling inside the skin and spreading it to between her legs and from there up and through her body. She left the chair and lay over his lap, writhing over his manly lap. After a while asked him to do it again. So he gave her a second six, harsher at the start, but gentler at the finish.

		“That’s enough,” he said. After a pause his hands felt gently all of her cheeks, soothing the soreness, loving hands knowing her entirely, seeing and feeling, loving and kissing all of her in places that normally were kept so private. His hands moved on and explored her down her thighs, then up and on her inner thighs.

		After that she turned over, pulling him down on top of her. Their bodies came together and they coupled again, there and then, lying on the chair.

		They passed the night in alternate periods of lovemaking and resting. When it was morning they had to rouse themselves.

		“We’ll meet again next week?” Isabel asked.

		“Can we wait that long? I suppose we must.”

		“You’ve got to meet that other girl haven’t you. The respectable one.”

		“I wouldn’t put it exactly like that.”

		“Oh don’t worry. I do understand, honestly. We’ll meet again next week.”

		“By then you may have met Lucy again. That may change things for you.”

		“I admit I want her. But it doesn’t lessen how much more I want you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		I Love Lucy

		

		“Great to be having you!” Debbie cried, and laughed at her own words. She brought Isabel in from the front door and embraced her warmly, hugged and kissed her like a long awaited lover. Then Trish hugged and kissed in the same way, then Tony did the same, though Tony was a little more restrained. Of course, in this house he was only supposed to help the girls and not join in. She had a strong feeling, though, that there was definite meaning in the way Tony embraced and kissed her.

		Isabel was escorted to the long sofa and the three girls fell onto it. There was no bothering with preliminaries. Isabel found herself lying squeezed on both sides between Debbie and Trish, who writhed against her turning her over and over. Alternately one or the other was in front and kissing voraciously, while the other used her hands from behind. Her zip was pulled down and her dress pulled off.

		Then Lucy arrived. Trish let her in and greeted her the same way as Debbie had greeted Isabel. “We’d just started a bit of rumpy with Sonia,” she said.

		Isabel stood up in her slip and faced Lucy. “Hello again Lucy,” she said.

		Lucy gave her a gracious smile. “Hello Sonia,” she replied.

		“Lucy knows that you asked to see her again, her specially,” Debbie said.

		“Yes, that’s very nice,” Lucy replied. She gave Isabel a repeat smile.

		“What should be first?” Trish asked Isabel. “Do you want to do your strip, or should Lucy undress you?” She turned to Lucy, “Which do you prefer?”

		“I’ve seen her strip,” Lucy replied. “It was very nice. Maybe this time I should undress her myself.”

		Isabel was overjoyed.

		She stood in the middle of the room and closed her eyes. She felt Lucy’s hands go up and down on her. And surely they were loving hands – she felt sure of Lucy’s tender and intense interest. Lucy kissed her, and her breath seemed wonderful – “like a tropical breeze,’ she thought – and her lips were warm and soft. She kissed back ardently, and Lucy’s lips parted.

		“Raise your arms,” Lucy instructed. Isabel raised her arms and Lucy lifted off her slip, removed her bra and caressed her breasts. “Oh!” Isabel cried ecstatically into Lucy’s mouth. Lucy put her hands inside Isabel’s pants, at front and rear. “Oh!” Isabel cried again. There were appreciative murmurs from the others. Isabel writhed as Lucy’s hands were everywhere where she so much wanted them to be, the places where strangers’ hands were forbidden and lovers’ hands were essential. Finally Lucy gave a tug, and Isabel’s pants fell to the floor.

		Lucy stepped back, and Isabel stood still displaying herself, to Lucy and to two other lovely girls as well.

		Trish asked,

		“When you did your strip, what did you do next after going nude?”

		For answer Isabel turned round and bent over.

		Debbie and Trish appeared at Isabel’s side and took her arms. They escorted her to a recliner armchair and draped her over it, face down. There was a pause while she listened to the three girls undressing. Then they got down to business.

		All three girls shared her out together. First, over the chair, face down, face up, face down again. Then they picked her up and placed her on the floor, on her back. Tony stood behind her and raised her head and shoulders, to hold her upper half semi-vertical. Trish raised her legs in the air, and Tony wrapped his arms round them to hold them. He had an intense erection which she noticed through his trousers – and felt sure he’d let her notice it deliberately. She looked up at him. He looked back.

		Trish got onto all fours and muzzled her face against Isabel’s slit. She rubbed her face and kissed her on her mound and slit, while her hands explored Isabel’s bottom from below, all of it, cheeks and parting.

		“Stretch out Sonia, and explore Trish’s naughty bits while she’s doing this,” Tony said.

		Isabel stretched out both arms and got one hand onto Trish’s bottom and the other between her legs. And surely, while she did so Tony was moving his hands on her in a way that wasn’t exactly uninvolved. Trish was herself a pretty shapely girl once her clothes were off, with a perfectly shaped rounded bottom, warm smooth skin, and a thrilling centre of her femininity.

		But where was Lucy? As she thought that she saw Lucy and Debbie out of the corner of her eye, locked together on another part of the floor. Her feeling changed abruptly. She was here for Lucy.

		She let Trish carry on awhile, but when her activity faltered she sat up and gazed meaningfully at Lucy and Debbie a few feet away.

		Trish and Tony released her. Debbie was facing her and clearly understood, but Lucy had her back to Isabel and carried on with Debbie.

		A noticeable quietness came into the room. Lucy eventually looked round to see what was wrong. “She was hoping it would be you and her,” Debbie said to Lucy.

		“Just my bit on the side,” Lucy replied with a laugh. “I’ll be back with you soon enough.”

		Isabel’s feelings veered back to happiness.

		“We’ll have a break now,” Debbie said.

		Debbie and Trish went out and made coffee for everyone. Isabel sat on the sofa and said to Lucy,

		“Won’t you sit next to me?”

		“Yes of course,” Lucy said. She went and sat next to Isabel.

		During the break there was little conversation. According to Debbie and Trish Lucy had been asking questions about Isabel, but there was no questioning now.

		“Time for bed don’t you think?” Debbie said eventually.

		They got up. To Isabel’s chagrin Debbie and Lucy were holding hands. She hoped she hadn’t lost Lucy to Debbie for the rest of the night.

		They went into a bedroom dominated by the most gigantic bed Isabel had ever seen, if bed was the word for it. It was round and huge, perhaps designed as a sort of great divan for many people, and it occupied almost the whole room. There were different blankets on different parts, and pillows ran round the circumference.

		They climbed onto it, Lucy in front of Isabel. Isabel leant forward and kissed Lucy’s bottom as they did so. Lucy craned her head round with a laughing smile and reached out to ruffle Isabel’s wig, forcing Isabel to ensure she’d miss.

		A long night followed in which everyone was active with everyone else. As far as she could Isabel kept Lucy to herself, but Debbie and Trish weren’t going to allow much of that – after all, Isabel (or rather Sonia) and Lucy were supposed to be their “guest lovers”. There wasn’t a lot of one-on-one anyway; the hosts much favoured three-on-one at frequent intervals. Isabel soon found herself pinned down while one girl tongued her mouth and fondled her breasts while the others attended to her lower regions with the most extreme frankness possible. They entered her with their tongues, but also toys, not hard pricks like she’d met so far but soft toys, more comfortable but less satisfying than something hard when it came to climax.

		The bed was so huge that people could do things simultaneously on different parts of it. At one point Lucy lay on her back and Tony helped Isabel stand over her on the swaying mattress and bend down to trap her head between Lucy’s thighs, while Lucy reached out and inserted the side of a hand into the parting in Isabel’s bottom. Isabel fell over at the sensations, and she and Lucy writhed furiously with interlocked limbs. Debbie and Trish, just themselves on this occasion, were busy feet away.

		As first light came through the curtains, all four fell huddled together. Tony covered them with blankets and they dozed. Then Lucy and Trish got up.

		“It’s all right for you two!” Trish remarked. “Lucy and I have to go to work.”

		After a moment Isabel mumbled,

		“What do you do?”

		“We both work in human resources,” Trish said. “Human Resources.”

		“In the same place?”

		“No in different places.” Trish didn’t say more and this wasn’t the time to ask.

		All four put on gowns and they went into the kitchen. They were soon sitting at a large table eating a wholesome breakfast with bran, milk, toast and honey. Everything tasted clean and fresh, a perfect after to the night before. The kitchen too was fresh in appearance and smell, spotless in bright colours and shiny furniture. Everything was somehow so lovely, and the people were lovely: Debbie humorous, attractive, friendly and helpful, Trish the straightforward one but nice, kind, a marvellous friend. And Lucy: all the straight respectable working girl again, in an office suit and putting on glasses, and everything there was more than perfect.

		When Lucy went to the bedroom to get dressed, Isabel followed her in.

		“Lucy?” she said. Lucy looked at her, but casually. She would have to be explicit. She dropped her voice, if only to indicate a change of tone.

		“Can we meet again?”

		“We can ask Debbie and Trish to arrange it,” Lucy replied.

		“I meant just you and me.”

		Lucy seemed puzzled. “What for?”

		“Well… We could start off by having dinner together. But you know…”

		“I normally have dinner beforehand.” She saw Lucy suddenly catch on. “I’m not sure. I’m not into old fashioned dating anymore.”

		“How about, well, if we start with dinner? And see if we’d like to? Can I have your phone number, work or mobile or something? We can arrange something.”

		There was a pause while Lucy and Isabel looked at one another. Isabel tried to figure out what Lucy was thinking, but her face gave nothing away. Then Lucy said,

		“You can have my work number.”

		Tony came into the room. Lucy said,

		“Tony, will you give Sonia my contact number? I haven’t time to dig it out.”

		“Sure,” Tony said. “I hope you and Lucy hit it off together. We all hope so.”

		Then, as Isabel thought it odd that Lucy couldn’t remember her own phone number, Lucy suddenly said,

		“That was lovely Sonia. Sure I’ll see you on your own as well.” She kissed her warmly, then went out and Isabel heard her say goodbye to the other two girls.

		Well she’d got the answer she wanted, but Lucy sounded less involved than she’d hoped.

		Before she left she said to Tony,

		“Is it you who’s building something called a Tingler?”

		Tony laughed. “That’s me. A lot of the guest lovers are into spanking, and I’m something of a handyman, no pun intended, so I’m putting together an invention.”

		He then urged, “Come and have a look at it. No really, do look. It’s quite an invention, if I say so myself.”

		He led her to a back room and showed her the beginnings of a contraption with a stand, a seat, a bar and arms. “The spankee will mount it you see, and either bend over the bar, or bend over the lap of the spanker if the spanker is seated on the chair.” He sounded every bit the solemn inventor demonstrating his creation to fellow scientists. “The stand at the side is for canes or straps, or whatever is appropriate... I’ll also put straps on the bar to hold the spankee in position if needed.’ Isabel remembered again what Lucy had volunteered for, incomprehensibly, and the bar reminded her of something too.

		“Come to think of it, there wasn’t any spanking last night,” Tony added.

		No, there wasn’t, now he mentioned it.

		Tony lowered his voice. “How about you and me? While Debbie and Trish aren’t in the room.”

		“What, now?”

		“Why not?”

		He added,

		“Don’t you dare?”

		Isabel undressed at lightning speed – she wouldn’t have believed she could get ‘em off so quickly. Tony did the same.

		There wasn’t time for foreplay, and Tony already had a full erection anyway. He was immediately inside her as they lay on the floor. The climax came in seconds too; the pleasure was brief but intense. Somehow Isabel prevented herself moaning loudly as she rubbed Tony’s erection inside herself onto her pleasure points, and gasped for air as she enjoyed Tony’s body with her hands.

		Then even as she lay back panting, Tony did more for her. He took her over his lap and gave her six lovely slaps. They were delicious. It made a noise though.

		They had to dress again instantly: they could hear the voices of Debbie and Trish the whole while. Debbie came in the very moment they finished dressing.

		“I was just showing her my Tingler,” Tony said.

		Debbie could obviously see what had happened. “Euphemism for prick?” she enquired with an amused frown.

		“It was all lovely,” Isabel replied ambiguously. She left Tony to get a bollocking from his employers (perhaps literally), and went home.

		A weekend passed. Isabel visited her parents. She’d been putting this off because it meant saying something about her break up with David, and she wasn’t sure how much she wanted to say. She admitted it was because she’d found out he’d been cheating on her, and she even said something about how.

		“It used to be traditional for men to let their hair down in the days before they got married,” her mother remarked. “In the seventies in my student days, they used to hire a stripper on their stag nights. I don’t know if they still do.” Her mother often talked of student life in the seventies. They sounded more carefree than nowadays.

		“Mind you,” her mother then said. “It sounds as if David went rather far.”

		“Too far!” Isabel said dryly. She felt no more than mildly hypocritical as she said it.

		“Plenty of other fish in the sea.” Her mother patted her on the shoulder.

		“Just get a character who does no more than hire a stripper for his stag night,” her father said with a chuckle.

		Well, Isabel didn’t see Travis hiring a stripper for his stag night, not because he was too prim and proper but because it was naff.

		Her mother then asked, “What’s this?” pointing to Isabel’s wig.

		“Oh…” Isabel told her story about trying short hair and not liking it.

		“Let’s see,” her mother insisted.

		Isabel took off the wig. “Well it’s different,” her father said.

		“It might suit you for a while,” her mother said. “Now you’ve had it done, why not try it?” She gave Isabel a look which brought back memories. The look meant that her mother detected that she wasn’t being told the truth, or not the entire truth.

		“Maybe I will,” Isabel replied. She left the wig off for the rest of the visit.

		Into the following week, and it was time to see Travis, first as Isabel and the following day as Sonia. (Was this a pattern setting in?) She thought of being newly short-haired for Travis, and asking what he thought of it. Or might it help him realise that Isabel and Sonia were the same person? She put the wig back on.

		Before she set off to Flashman’s she made an attempt to contact Lucy. At first she had no luck at all at the work number she’d been given, and she became worried. All she got was a receptionist who told her they didn’t have a human resources’ department, and sounded unwilling to be helpful either. When Isabel insisted she’d definitely been given this phone number for someone called Lucy, the woman said she should phone their general enquiries in Plymouth, and gave her a number. The disconcerted Isabel would have to try this, but later. She was off to meet Travis now.

		As she entered Flashman’s she almost felt she was as used to the place as home. She went to the little bar, beating Travis to it this time. She didn’t really know it here of course, had no idea where most corridors led, but she felt she’d been coming here for ages. This Dr Jekyll and Ms Hyde business was disorientating her. She reminded herself she was Isabel tonight, checked it in a mirror, and ran over in her mind what she knew about Travis as Isabel and what as Sonia, as best she remembered.

		It was needed, for he greeted her with,

		“You remember that I’ve done a brief appearance on the London stage?”

		“Why yes!” He’d told that to both Isabel and Sonia.

		“Well there’s a chance of a part in the permanent production!”

		Surely he’d told Isabel that. “Have they said more about the possibility then?”

		He suddenly looked confused himself. “Oh I told you didn’t I?” He went on, “They’ve confirmed I can have the part if I wish! Now I’ve got to persuade my academic department.”

		“But that’s fantastic! That’s wonderful!” She meant it. A stage performer as well as a practising scientist! “Don’t throw it away! You must do it.”

		“They’d probably forget me if I didn’t jump at the chance,” Travis admitted. “They’re like that in show business… Yes I’ll go for it.”

		They went back later to where he lived. It risked getting carried away, but she still accepted the invitation. To get there she sat behind him on his motorbike, and they roared exhilaratingly through the streets. It was intimidating at first but soon she loved it, clutching both arms round him, the sound and feeling of the speed and the wind rushing past.

		He lived in Pimlico, in a top floor flat cluttered with books and papers and artistic memorabilia, with posters of movie stars and writers. He made her coffee and they sat there, on the surface chatting calmly. He told her about his upbringing – as he sounded, he went to public school, though he insisted it was a minor one – and he’d gone on to university with no trouble (of course), after an adventurous gap year in the wilds of the north-east India. “It’s was the area known to the British as the North-East Frontier,” he said. “There was a lot of reporting from it in Victorian times, about how the British Indian army had to fight restive tribesmen.” He hinted he’d had various girlfriends – “I bet you did!” Isabel insisted, and in the end he laughed – before he met the one he’d been going to marry, was studiously vague about his love life since, but hinted that he thought he’d found the right person here. She didn’t think he was pretending.

		She got up to go – and found herself tightly in his arms. It broke her heart that she had to put a stop to it because of where it would lead. She thought it the more as his hands on her back strayed to her zip.

		She put the pressure on to move away and he let go. “We can’t go too far,” she said. “Oh God, I’m sorry that we can’t. It’s not that I’m a century out of date in my attitudes, and the trouble is, I can’t explain why not. but I mustn’t go too far, not yet.”

		He didn’t argue. She was puzzled that he didn’t. But he simply said,

		“Things will happen at their own pace.”

		Uncertain in attitude, she turned to go. But then she was in his arms again. They kissed passionately, and it was a while before they stopped.

		“Shall I see you next week?” he asked. “Usual time and place.”

		“Oh yes,” she said. “Yes.”

		He offered to bike her to her home, but couldn’t let him. She still hadn’t told him the most important secret. And as her feelings simmered down as she got home, she realised he still hadn’t told her, either, he was seeing this other girl Sonia.

		She prepared carefully next day, disguising herself from the time she got up. Before she went out she made another attempt to contact Lucy.

		She phoned the number in Plymouth they’d given her. The menus were interminable, but she got a key for general enquiries at the end. At no point did the firm identify itself.

		“Hello,” she said, when a voice answered. “Er, does your firm have a branch in London?”

		“Would you state your business please.”

		“Well I’m just trying to find out if there’s a Lucy who works for your firm in London.” There was an awkward pause. She made up a reason. “She was at a dinner party in London here, and she left her handbag.”

		There was a long pause. Isabel added, “I’m sorry that I don’t have Lucy’s surname.” She wasn’t doing very well.

		After a further long pause the woman said,

		“I’ll put you through to the enquiry office.”

		The man in their enquiry office was a good deal worse.

		“May I have your name and address please.”

		Isabel gave Sonia’s name and her own address. She tried to go on,

		“You see we want to return –”

		“And telephone number.”

		She gave her mobile number. “Landline too,” he insisted. She had to give it.

		“Email?”

		At that Isabel jibbed. “Look please, are you willing to help?”

		“Your email please.”

		“I don’t have an email at the moment.”

		The man changed tack. “Where and when did this event occur?”

		It was like your image of being questioned by the police. She found herself giving the names and address of Debbie and Trish. Help! Would it get back to them?

		“Who else was present?”

		“Oh, it was just Lucy and me.”

		“You said ‘we’ wanted to return her handbag.”

		“Sorry. Look please. I meant me.”

		“We will make enquiries,” the man said abruptly, and hung up.

		Isabel was left bemused, and disturbed too. She fought down anger at their manner. So overbearing!

		That evening she reported this to Travis, as Sonia. Travis frowned and said,

		“You know, I may remember a Lucy from the Emily event I went to.”

		“Really? You didn’t say.”

		“I’ve only just remembered. But now you tell me I remember a girl who wore glasses, and she was there with a man called Edward who came from an embassy.”

		“Oh! There was a man called Edward. But there was no sign he was connected with Lucy. From an embassy? Surely not, at a thing like that.”

		“Apparently. Did you notice he had a strong foreign accent?”

		“I didn’t hear him speak.” Isabel laughed. “I can tell you, though, he was wildly excited by Lucy being caned.”

		“Who are these people – spies?” Travis wondered out loud.

		“Surely spies wouldn’t act quite so obvious!”

		“Never underestimate the unsubtlety of organisations!” Travis laughed.

		Abruptly they stopped talking. Then they came together with intense ferocity.

		They embarked on one long, long night of love. They tried methods that they hadn’t tried before. Travis sat on the bed with his feet on the floor, and Isabel knelt behind him on the bed and bent over him with her thighs resting on his shoulders. Her face went down to his lap and she took him into her mouth. His beloved cock, his gift to her from God, filled her mouth, huge and hot, totally intended for her, totally theirs together, while Travis filled her in her own place, warming and loving her, and his hands were on all other parts of her lower places, knowing them totally, sharing them with her but giving them a joy that only a lover could.

		For the climax, Travis lay back on the bed, feet still on the floor, and Isabel went right over the side, holding herself off the floor with her hands. She fitted her crucial opening on top of Travis’s upright erection and lowered it gently, bringing him into her, moving her hips downwards until she felt it, his gift from God, fully inside her, filling her where she was born to be filled, right in, urgently, as far as it would go.

		They began their next lovemaking with Isabel kneeling over on the bed, and Travis behind her, exploring her as deeply as a person ever could, with loving hands and passionate kisses. “Tell me that you’re knowing everything!” Isabel cried. “Tell me what you’re seeing and what you’re touching and what you’re kissing!” So Travis told her all about her and how much he loved and desired everything there was to know about her body. “Your cheeks are round and warm, and they rise up suddenly from the top of your legs. They go inwards to a line of parting, and between your legs is the place I enter you, the place that’s crucial to our lovemaking, but only means something because of what it’s part of…” She couldn’t have enough confirmation that everything was known to him, for it had to be known to him, to make her totally his, and give her everything to him.

		He paused and Isabel hauled herself up from the floor. They seized each other on the bed and locked together furiously. Moments later he was inside her with the key gift he’d been born to give her, and the intensity mounted and the clouds and the colours swam before her eyes. They climaxed, and fell back exhausted.

		The night passed. It became morning and they lay there on the bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, as light through the curtains gradually illuminated them.

		There was a noise, which after some moments Isabel identified as her mobile ringing inside her handbag. She reached for it, forcing her to sit up on the bed. “Hello?” she mumbled.

		“Hello Sonia,” a voice said. “This is Lucy.”

		“Lucy!” Isabel exclaimed. “I tried to contact you, but it was all peculiar.”

		Travis sat up. She turned and nodded eagerly to him, and mouthed, “Yes, it’s Lucy.” Encouragingly he took her by the shoulders.

		“I’m sorry about my employers,” Lucy said. “They want to know everyone I get involved with, though it’s silly of them.”

		She didn’t explain why but went on,

		“By all means I’ll make a date.”

		“Oh great!” Isabel turned a happy face and Travis kissed his congratulations.

		Travis continued to kiss and fondle her, while without any irony Isabel talked to Lucy. “Where shall we meet?” she asked Lucy. “Shall we make it a restaurant?”

		“We don’t want to bother with that. We can meet tonight, the two of us.”

		“Oh yes!” Isabel turned to Travis and said,

		“Did you hear that?”

		“Yes. Lovely for you!” Travis said. He kissed again and fondled her breasts and mound. “Oh!” Isabel cried.

		“Are you with someone?” Lucy asked.

		“Oh… Yes. I’ve just spent the night with a man, to tell you the truth.”

		“That’s nice. Well give me your address and I’ll come round to you.”

		Isabel was forced to a halt. So far when Sonia she’d let no one know the details that belonged to Isabel. “Can you tell me yours, and I’ll come to you,” she said.

		“I’m afraid that’s not allowed.”

		“Why?”

		“I can’t explain, but I’m afraid I’m not allowed.”

		“Suggest this hotel room,” Travis murmured in Isabel’s ear.

		“How about a hotel room?” Isabel said to Lucy. “I could book the hotel room where I am at the moment.”

		“That’s a good idea.”

		Isabel suggested meeting in her by-now favourite bar, but Lucy didn’t want to waste that much time apparently. They arranged that Isabel would book the room, and Lucy would come there at eight this evening.

		“Are you into spanking?” Lucy asked. “Did I see you spanked at Emily’s?”

		“Well, sometimes… If it’s not too hard.” What she’d seen at the event came back to Isabel. “I couldn’t take the cane. I don’t understand how you wanted that.”

		“Don’t worry, I won’t bring a cane, just a hairdryer. And two toy pricks.”

		“Hairdryer?”

		“Can’t you see the scene?”

		“I get it about the pricks. But why the hairdryer?”

		Lucy’s voice went lower, in the intimate way a lover’s would. “Think! Imagine! I have you over my lap Isabel.” There was a momentary hitch in Lucy’s voice as if she’d mispronounced a word, but she continued. “Your beautiful bum is below my hand. I raise my hand, and I bring it down. Slap! Your bum wobbles and the sting spreads through those lovely lower cheeks of yours, a great hot stinging on your lower cheeks, beautiful isn’t it? Slap! Slap! Think of it. Slap! Slap! The sound itself adds to it. Doesn’t it?”

		“Yes.”

		“Slap! slap! Just enough pause between each spank! Then the next spank! Spank! Spank! You will writhe so intimately over my lap, and I’ll be completely naked myself so you’ll feel all my lap and the place where my legs start…”

		Lucy went on for ages. Isabel listened with incredulity. What had come over Lucy of that so-straight, self-possessed image? But she was also deeply thrilled.

		“Can I do the same to you?” she managed to ask, eventually.

		“Of course! As for why the hairdryer, have you guessed yet?”

		“No. Shall I find out when I get there?” Isabel writhed, and Travis used his hands to help.

		“Well, The next thing is, I’ll want you to kneel up on the edge of the bed, kneel up and bend over with your back to me. Knees apart. Show me your fabulous fanny as well as your beautiful bum.”

		“How far onto the edge do you want me to go?”

		“Don’t risk falling off, but no further than you’ve got to go. Then bend right over. Get your head to between your knees as far as you can.”

		“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Isabel cried, both because of what Lucy was saying, and because of the way Travis was using his hands.

		“So now I kneel behind you, turn on the hairdryer, and I direct a flow of hot air onto your reddened rear.”

		Isabel cried ecstatically.

		“The sting is warmed, the sting is sharpened…”

		“Oh! Oh! Oh!”

		“And then I’ll use my hands on your warm and stinging bum, and you know where I’ll put my tongue!”

		When Lucy had finished describing that part of the activity, she went on, “Now it’s time to use the pricks. Have you used a toy prick before?”

		“Yes.”

		“You have one in your mouth and guess where you’ve got the other?”

		“Can I already have one in my mouth when you’re spanking me then using the dryer on me?”

		“You sure can.’

		“Can you also use a prick to rub me up and down in the parting between the cheeks of my bottom?”

		“A great idea!”

		“And when you’ve finished, can I do all of that back to you as well?”

		“Of course.”

		“Oh! Oh! Oh!”

		Lucy went on and on and on, for an astonishing period of time, an hour, perhaps two hours, as if some entity had taken over her. She went on describing and describing, while Travis kissed, fondled and caressed in the places being described. When Lucy finally stopped Isabel fell forward writhing onto the bed, and Travis stroked her gently till she recovered.

		When at last they were getting dressed, Isabel asked Travis, “Have you done it with Lucy yourself?”

		“I don’t think so.” Travis frowned, recollecting. “The only girl there I remember doing it with was called Paula. She also had a foreign accent.”

		“Paula! Oh, I did it with her too. I didn’t notice a foreign accent though. Though come to think of it, I don’t remember us speaking!” Isabel laughed.

		They arranged another date for next week and were soon out of the room. In the foyer Isabel booked the room again for tonight, parted from Travis with more kisses, and went home.

		When she got back to her flat, something seemed odd, though she didn’t know why. Everything was in its normal place, yet there was an intangible feeling that something had happened. In the end she decided it was just the effect of the amazing double life she was leading.

		That afternoon she had texts from Eve Arnot, inviting her to be her audience plant at a strip next week (but provided she didn’t try to do her own thing again), and also one from Emily, inviting her to an orgy next month, in which she would be the assistant to the mistress of ceremonies, and another from Peter Polykanov asking her for a modelling shot in three days’ time – no test shots this time but her first full-scale modelling assignment. Life was busy! She sent back messages saying that she’d answer them tomorrow. Tonight was all encompassing. Lucy to herself at last! Her jubilation made her shout out loud.

		She rolled up a thin dressing gown and put it in her bag, checked her disguise and left for Flashman’s. There she treated herself to dinner on her own, feeling surprisingly confident. They helped by treating her as a regular, which put her further at ease. She sat there till it was time to go up to her room. There she undressed and put on her dressing gown. She waited, every part of her mind completely dominated by the coming session with Lucy.

		Hadn’t there been a famous old television series once, called “I love Lucy”. How appropriate!

		Her phone rang.

		“Sonia,” Lucy’s voice said. “I’m awfully sorry, but I’m afraid I’ve got bad news.”

		A cold dagger seemed to pierce Isabel’s heart. “What is it?” she asked.

		“I hate to let you down, but I can’t make it tonight. Something’s happened at work and I’ve got to stay here this evening. There’s going to be a meeting this evening, starting at eight, exactly when I was due to see you.”

		“But… What exactly is this meeting about?” She knew as she said that that it was a question she shouldn’t ask.

		“It’s too complicated to explain, a great long story it would be, but I’ve got to be there.”

		It might be true. But the fear which gripped Isabel was that it was an excuse. Lucy had had second thoughts. She’d lost Lucy before she’d even gained her.

		“Then let’s make it later,” Isabel said. “When your meeting’s over. After all our session was going to last the night.”

		“Oh but it might be any time. It might go on all night for all I know. No, I’m awfully sorry, but our session will have to be postponed.”

		“Tomorrow night then. Let’s make it tomorrow night.”

		“I don’t know what will happen after the meeting. There might be other things for tomorrow.”

		“So when is it then? When are we going to meet?” Isabel heard her own voice sounding shrill and petulant, like a little girl.

		“Well it’s all up in the air. I can’t say when I’m free again. I’ll let you know.”

		“Say in three days then. I need to know. Please, otherwise I don’t know if you really mean it.”

		“Isabel!” Lucy’s voice went sharp. She was suddenly the formidable boss who people crossed at their peril. “Control yourself! I’ve told you I’ll let you know.”

		“I’m only asking for an assurance that you’ll really make another date.”

		“I’ll see you provided you control yourself. I won’t see you if you don’t. Understood?”

		“So when then. This week?”

		“I’ll try to make it this week.” Lucy’s voice went a bit softer. “I’ll let you know, I promise. This week if I can possibly make it, next week otherwise. That’s a promise. But you mustn’t make any sort of scene, are you clear about that? Least of all in public. Anything like that and it’ll be over, understood?”

		Resentment flooded Isabel. “All right, all right!” she shouted. “I know how to behave in public! What about you behaving as well? You can start with how you talk to people!” Hell, part of her mind thought, even as she said it. I’ve probably just ended it with Lucy, right now.

		“I’m just saying that these things happen sometimes and we have to accept the fact. Now if you just accept that it’s one of those things we’ll still meet for a one-on-one, I promise.”

		There was nothing Isabel could say. A few more words and Lucy rang off.

		Isabel sat around, still in disguise, until bed time. She might well have lost Lucy, and made a fool of herself into the bargain. But did Lucy have to talk to her like that? All right, she’d over-reacted, but Lucy didn’t have to talk to her like that. God knows whether she’d really see her or not now, but everything seemed spoilt already. Would she feel quite at ease in Lucy’s company after this?

		By bedtime she was beginning to calm her feelings of frustration, humiliation and fear of loss. She went to bed without bothering with any further rehearsal for tomorrow’s event.

		As she got dressed next morning, something else flopped into her mind.

		Lucy had (twice) addressed her as Isabel.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Posing For Peter

		

		When Isabel arrived for her first full photo shoot with Peter Polykanov and had undressed, he frowned and said,

		“You haven’t shaved.”

		“Oh… Sorry, I forgot.” Isabel was taken aback. She blushed.

		“We’ll lend you an electric shaver. You can do it in the bathroom.”

		“By why do people want it? I think it’s –”

		“It’s required.” She was given an electric shaver.

		She went to the bathroom, where she stopped and gazed down at herself. Her curling dark bush which she’d already clipped to a neat alluring V – it was a lovely feature, not a disfigurement. Why, why, why was this required? After all, they wouldn’t want her to shave her head would they?

		Mind you, her head was indeed shaved at the moment, or at least, cut pretty short. It would grow again. So would her bush. She sighed, and shaved it off.

		When she’d finished she looked at the result. Maybe she could disguise it, or at least lessen it, for Travis and others. A pubic wig! She laughed at that.

		She came out, bare in every sense. She still felt flustered at having forgotten. “I’m sorry about that,” she repeated.

		Peter had a middle aged woman assistant who was also called Isabel. This contained the obvious danger of “Sonia” answering to the name by mistake, but at least he did have a woman assistant, which should lessen the danger of him having any casting couch ideas. This other Isabel took her to a section of the studio which had been set up as if part of a living room, with a sofa, carpets, curtains, and a few odd things which might be anything, including a big window frame, no glass in it, resting on a stand. No doubt the usage would become apparent.

		Peter said, “I’ll call the first set ‘Introducing Sonia’. That is, if you want to use the name Sonia?”

		“Yes, that’s all right,” Isabel said.

		The other Isabel came forward to put make up on her face, but paused and scrutinised her. “Oh you don’t need it,” she said. Presumably she could see that her face was artificially coloured, but she made no comment.

		For the first shot they put her back into just one item of clothing, a pair of transparent pants. “Face the camera and put your hand inside,” Peter instructed. “Now play with yourself. Go on, let’s see hand on your twat, finger inside.”

		Isabel didn’t like that. At least, not here, as a first thing to do, in front of the two of them. True it wasn’t a lot more than some of the things she’d done already – look at the way she’d put a toy prick into Eve Arnot on stage at Flashman’s – yet somehow it didn’t suit her at all well right now.

		She did it after a moment, but obviously in a hesitant way, because Peter said,

		“Come on, finger yourself whole-heartedly, move your hand on your twat, come on!” Isabel moved her hand more obviously. “And look as if you’re enjoying it for God’s sake! Come on, I want pleasure on your face! No no, I don’t mean grin nervously, look ecstatic! You’re getting pleasure from what you’re doing!” He took a whole series of shots, stopping for more exhortation between them, and he and his assistant Isabel examined each image when taken. He went on until he said, “Yes, that’s better.”

		The second shot was much happier. She had to simply turn round and bend over, and be shot from close behind. “Shot!” She laughed at his word for it, and when she explained her laughter they all joined it. The atmosphere had lifted. “Very nice!” Peter proclaimed as he looked at the image. “Your entire bum beautifully visible, enhanced by the knickers, filling the camera.” Isabel wiggled appreciatively. This was much better. This was what she liked.

		After that the pants came off and the rest of the session was completely in the nude. She had to lie back on the carpet, legs wide apart and up and over, almost touching her face – a “full foldover”, Peter called it. It was fine till Peter wanted her to put a finger in herself again, and again she didn’t like it. In the end he allowed her to merely make the total revelation, which he zoomed in on very closely. But he admonished her, “It’s the sort of thing you have to do in glamour shots nowadays.”

		“I suppose so,” Isabel said.

		The next two shots were fine. There was a simple upper half, face on, a “classic topless” as he called it. She stood smiling triumphantly, her breasts jutting forward, hard nipples on display. Then there was another “straight, no garnishes”, a “full frontal”, standing full forward to the camera. Posing for that was very nice. She rubbed her legs together as she did it. She even appreciated the extra nakedness which had been added to her mound. “That was perfect!” Peter cried. “The movement round your twat, and the eager enjoyment on your face! See, you can do it when you don’t go all self-conscious!”

		“You look so lovely!” the other Isabel put in.

		Then came the bumshots (his language). First, a standard “full bendover”: bending over touching her toes, and Peter zooming in from behind, closer and closer and right onto her bottom. “The whole frame is filled with bum!” he announced. “Lovely, full-on, complete, unadorned bum!” Isabel wiggled exaggeratedly. “No, keep still!” he laughed.

		Then he used the empty window frame. She had to push her head and shoulders through the frame and bend over with her hands touching the floor. “Legs nice and apart for this one,” he instructed. “Push your bum out, that’s right, and let’s make sure your pussy’s fully on display. Yes, that’s right, bum cheeks nice and apart.” He took some shots. “Look Isabel!” he exclaimed to his assistant. “See the puckered lips of her pussy and between her cheeks the round pink arsehole! They’ll love it!” He homed in really close and she felt his camera touch her between her legs as he took the closest of close-ups of her open bottom and her slit. No one could show herself more thoroughly than this. “Help her straighten up would you Isabel, without giving her splinters!” he joked.

		But for the final pose he wanted her to touch herself again. He placed her lying face up on the sofa, hips raised, and told her to open her legs really wide. “Absolutely wide!” he proclaimed. “Totally, completely open, come on, flaunt it, flaunt it!” She opened her legs as wide as she possibly could, right out on either side of the couch. He knelt in front of her. “Now I want you to put your hand on your pussy.” She put it there, obediently. “Now. I want you to put your thumb into your twat and stretch the hand and put a finger on your arsehole.” Isabel hesitated. He knew she didn’t want to, but he insisted. “Come on!” he cried. “Think of the way they’ll be gazing at you! Think of all those hard pricks and tongues hanging out! Come on, you’re flaunting it at them, and you’re loving it!”

		“Can’t I just show what I’m flaunting?”

		“You’ve shown it already by this stage. They’ve seen every bit of you, and how lovely it was for them to see it all! But was that all? It wasn’t all. Now you’re rousing them even further, further and further. They’ll go half crazy!”

		Isabel slowly inserted her thumb, and stretched out a finger. She tried to tell herself it was silly to jib at this, at this point. Think of the things she’d already done. Flashman’s, the orgy, Debbie and Trish… But she still wasn’t happy.

		Peter shot the scene crying “Smile!” repeatedly, and she tried to oblige. He did a second shot in which he zoomed in right on what she was doing. Then he told her that the stills were finished.

		As she sat up he remarked,

		“I’d have pasted pictures of a hard prick and a tongue once, pointing at you from the side of the shot. But I got shut out of some websites for it!”

		“Oh yes, what happened there? Someone told me you’d had a problem.”

		“It was ridiculous. I simply pasted an image of an upright prick and a tongue pointing at a girl from the side of the picture. They were completely disembodied, just pictures of a tongue and a prick at the side. Is anyone seriously saying that added anything harmful? But one internet provider denied access to my website for several months. Then they lost interest and I was able to get back on by changing a few technical details.”

		To finish the session he made a video of her. This consisted mostly of sprawling on the couch, turning over and over, her legs wide apart. First a quick all-over of her, then zooming in for a face shot, and moving downwards breast shots, down, and shots of the crucial place, really close in. It was more immediately in-your-face than she’d have chosen herself, not enough build-up, but there was nothing objectionable at all (not to Sonia that was, of course). With his camera focussed right on her opening he bade her move her so that the entry lips moved around, as well as thrusting it forward onto the camera.

		Then there was more turning over. “Good, another nice view of your bum. Keep legs wide, I want to see your twat at all times, but waggle your bum… Oh very good, you got a nice bit of wobble there! That’s something you can’t see in stills of course, so in videos I always go for seeing bumcheeks wobble..

		She told him about Eve’s “Mountains and Valley”, so he gave her the opportunity to do that one herself now. She knelt on the couch with her legs wide apart, and huddled herself right over tightly, till her cheeks were horizontal to the camera, the parting open and showing everything inside, and beneath it the opening between her legs, all flaunted to the viewer.

		“OK, that’s it,” he then said.

		As Isabel got up he said, “That went very well. You’re really lovely darling, do you know that?” Isabel laughed happily.

		But then he disconcerted her. He reached out and touched her in the intimate places he’d just been videoing: a hand on her breasts, a hand on her mound and slit. She also felt hands behind her: the other Isabel was feeling her bottom. They did it as if in naïve appreciation, an artistic admiration of what she’d shown. But it was a sexual grope all the same, and that wasn’t so good with people she didn’t fancy.

		They didn’t press their attentions. Whether they realised it wasn’t welcome, or whether such touching meant little to them, they stopped after a moment. The session was over, and Isabel got dressed. It had lasted all afternoon and been surprisingly hard work.

		“I’ll be doing a big group shoot in a couple of weeks’ time,” Peter said. “You’d be suitable to be included.”

		“Me and other girls? Would we have to have sex together?”

		“Nothing I’d call serious sex. You’ll be one of six girls working as a group. There won’t be any out and out sex with one another, though there might be a bit of kissing and touching and having arms round each other and hands on each other’s bums and that. And it’ll be in the open air, round a swimming pool I think.”

		“Yes all right,” Isabel said. He patted her bottom with approval. Again she wasn’t pleased but didn’t say anything. He asked,

		“Where’s your strip with Eve happening? Flashman’s again?”

		“No, it’s a West End club this time. It’s called Benediction, of all things!”

		“Oh I know them. That’s where I did a video of Eve performing.”

		“I didn’t know you did videos in clubs.”

		“Yes. I wonder if they’d let me video you when you perform. Are you doing a double with Eve?”

		“I’m not clear what exactly’s going to happen. She said I won’t be a plant in the audience this time, because they don’t work that way in this club. She said she’d have to rehearse me what to do.”

		When she got home she phoned Eve. Eve said,

		“You could be my warm up this time, that is, you do a strip just before me, total, but not doing all the things I do of course.”

		Isabel was taken aback. She said doubtfully,

		“I haven’t enough experience to do a strip on my own.”

		“You’ve done it at Emily’s don’t I understand? And you’ve just been posing for Peter, didn’t you say. You could cobble together an act by now. Go on. Be bold.”

		Isabel was simultaneously apprehensive and excited. Could she rise to this challenge? What was this three months about if not rising to such challenges?

		“I’ll do it,” she said.

		“Great girl!” Eve gave her the details of the club. “You’d better contact them to confirm you’ll be one of the acts,” she said. She gave the contact details.

		Isabel phoned the club Benediction. “I’m very pleased to hear from you!” the man she spoke to said. “The whole business has been talking about you!”

		Isabel wondered what business that was, but merely said,

		“All I did was a strip at Flashman’s.”

		“All London is talking about it. We are honoured you should now think of us.”

		He gave her the details. “It’s next Tuesday afternoon. A matinée.”

		She’d be seeing Travis the same evening. It would mean doing the strip as Sonia, dashing home and removing her disguise, then going out again as Isabel.

		So? She could do that. She asked,

		“I believe you know the photographer Peter Polykanov?”

		“Yes,” the man said immediately. “Will he be videoing you?”

		“He asked if he could.”

		“Of course, of course.” He then asked, “Is there anything you’ll need?”

		Isabel thought of what she’d used at Flashman’s and the orgy. “Well do you have a sloping divan? Or else a couch which you can put on the stage? For, er, at the climax, you know. Oh, and a chair for my clothes, as they come off.”

		“We have a couch, certainly. Eve does not use a divan when she is here.”

		“A couch then?”

		“Certainly, certainly.”

		It occurred to Isabel to ask,

		“I don’t know your terms.”

		“It’ll be £100 for a ten minute performance, £200 for 15. You don’t do extras I take it?”

		Isabel wondered what those would be, and thought it better not to ask. “I’m afraid not,” she replied.

		£100-£200 for a single-slot performance. She had no idea whether that was good, bad or average. It didn’t make any difference, since she was going to accept. When she phoned Peter, he told her it was standard.

		“Extras can mean all sorts of things,” he said. “It might mean you’ll do a few extra stripper tricks if the audience demands it. It often means being willing to take someone to a private room.”

		“Oh you mean…?”

		“Officially the private room’s for you to do an extra special strip for someone personally. You haggle of course how much he’ll pay you, and you go to the room and shove your tits and bum in his face, but he’s not supposed to touch you. Unofficially, well, who knows, but it’s obvious that more might be arranged.”

		No, that would be going too far. She’d found the line she wouldn’t cross. “I’ll stick to a strip on stage,” she said.

		“Right, I’ll be there, videoing it. So do some rehearsing won’t you?”

		“I’ll make it good.”

		In the days which followed she rehearsed intensively. She had a basic routine from Flashman’s, as refined at Emily’s, and she set to work to polish it. She didn’t know how well her shaved mound would be accepted, though she’d take Peter’s word that it was usual. She improved the way she swayed as she removed her bra, and wiggled more subtly as her pants came down. She experimented with self-touching, Peter style, but wasn’t so sure about that. But it was possible to combine swaying and pouting, waggling and wiggling, and she practised with zeal. She would be as ready as she could be when she went to the club.

		She phoned and invited Travis. She had a moment’s worry in case her performance disappointed, but no, this would be the overriding motivation to make it really good, no superb! She was going to achieve, and he would be watching, surely full of male pride. She was his, she the one arousing so much desire in so many other men, but she was his, and he would be the one who would be having her afterwards.

		“I’m going to do a strip at a West End club,” she said. “Solo! No Eve or anyone else!”

		“I’ll be there!” he said immediately. “I’ll be watching and I’ll be cheering! I know you good you’ll be!”

		“I’m nervous as hell about it. I hope I do a good performance.”

		“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

		“Provided I do all right.”

		“You will. You’ll be brilliant. I know it.”

		“You’ll see a change though.” She told him about having to shave.

		“I’m sure you’ll be lovelier than ever.”

		“No really, how do you feel about that?”

		“All right, I’d have preferred you natural. Yet it might be interestingly different.”

		She gave him the time and venue. “The day before we’ll be meeting again!” they both said.

		And the same day as she’d be seeing him as Isabel. She kept risking him discovering the truth. And in a way which made it more impossible than ever to volunteer the information.

		Meanwhile, for good or bad, there was someone else than Travis who shared her mind. There had been no word from Lucy. Had Lucy had enough of her after their row? Why wouldn’t Lucy let her have her phone number? It seemed only too obvious that Lucy wanted to be able to drop her when she wanted to. And there was nothing Isabel could do but wait.

		But above all – Lucy had addressed her as Isabel. Obviously a slip of the tongue, and was it not possible that Lucy knew another Isabel? No, too much of a coincidence. How to ask Lucy about this, when she saw her again, or would it be better not to say anything? Given Lucy’s strange employment, which sure sounded like something to do with spying, it looked as if she, Isabel posing as Sonia, had been investigated –

		Of course! When she’d got home and her surroundings felt different somehow. The flat had been searched!

		And it had happened while Lucy was keeping her talking on the phone.

		Well they’d have found nothing to interest them. But all the same… Lucy was someone to steer clear of, really.

		But she couldn’t. Lucy had a hold on her. She couldn’t willingly let go.

		She shoved the matter to the back of her mind and got on with rehearsing.

		Benediction Club, when she reached it, was at first a puzzling place to her. There was no grand entrance but a tiny doorway, easy to miss, and you went in down steep stairs. But inside it was large and lavish. There were paintings on walls, gleaming mirrors, deep carpets and shining furniture. The hall was lined with plinths, though they were untopped and of unclear purpose. The place shone in the light of flames coming from holders on the walls. Through a door she saw a big room with lights illuminating the tables where people sat.

		“Are you looking for anyone?” a dark haired man in a suit asked.

		“Well… I’m a performer.”

		“Not Sonia Tansey?”

		“Yes.”

		“Ah I am so very pleased to see you! I am the manager. How do you do! How do you do!” He shook her hand so vigorously that Isabel might have protested. “Good God, you must have doubled our audience tonight! The coverage there’s been of you, on the internet, the social media, even in the papers!” He was a big burly man, but his manner was almost absurdly deferential. “We’re very pleased with Emily Anderson, I can tell you. When she persuaded us to bill you for tonight, we were doubtful of casting someone unknown. What we’d have missed!”

		He showed her personally to the dressing room. “We’ve obtained the couch you asked for,” he said. “Nothing else? No pole?”

		“Pole?” Then Isabel cottoned on. “No. I’ve no experience of pole dancing.”

		“You could try it. Could Benediction be the club where you first used a pole?”

		Isabel thought, “I am spending three months doing new things.”

		She said, “Can I decide when I come on?”

		“Of course. We’ll put both pole and couch on stage for you.”

		He showed her to a changing room – well changing area, which was perhaps a bit of a let-down. It was simply a space which opened out on the side of a corridor, with benches in it and clothes pegs. People were walking past. As it happened she wasn’t going to change for she was already dressed in the clothes which she’d be taking off on stage. “I just wanted somewhere to put my bag,” she said.

		“I’ll keep it for you in the office,” he said.

		She waited. Soon two other performers were waiting with her. “We’re a singers and dancers,” they said. “They’ve hired us as a warm up before you strippers get busy.” Isabel nodded, with her one touch of embarrassment of the evening.

		The dancers went out and she heard music. As she waited Eve came in. She greeted her, though a bit perfunctorily, and started changing. It occurred to her that Eve wanting her to do an act on her own, and before Eve’s, might be because she was still sore at having been upstaged. Then Travis looked in through the door, but they didn’t make much conversation – he could see that she was tensed up – and he went off to wait in the audience.

		The stage she went onto was in the middle of a huge room, with nightclub guests around her on all sides. There was the couch she’d asked for, and the chair, but also in the middle of the stage was a great high pole. There was a great cheer as she appeared.

		She stood on stage, feeling almost professional, almost used to this. She turned round and round, her arm raised high, taking the applause until they quietened. At the same time she gazed into the audience, searching for Toby. There he was, in a semi-shaded corner of the auditorium. He waved and gave her a thumbs-up sign. Well, she was going to make him proud.

		Music started. She faced the audience with a laughing, provoking look, and reached behind her for her zip. Down came her dress, eased off to the floor and placed on the chair they’d put on stage. Off came her slip, over her head and onto the chair. She put one leg on the chair and rolled down dark stockings, then the same with the other leg. All the straight start to a strip.

		She faced them in completely transparent bra and pants, the ones she’d bought for Emily’s. Noise started, laughter and applause, as the audience realised. She stood with open arms to encourage it. When the laughter flagged she turned to give those in front a rear view and those behind the view from front., and it intensified again. What already she was showing, they were drinking in.

		Facing front – front meant the direction Travis was in – she removed her bra, slowly, doing her one-eyed trick. Some good humoured shouting set in. She waited for it to die down. The audience picked up the intention and went silent.

		She turned her back, bent over, and down came her pants. Slowly, slowly. She wiggled as they came down, and she remained bent over and wiggling. Roars of appreciation. She was doing well. She wiggled harder as they roared harder, and went on wiggling..

		She straightened, holding a hand over her lower mound, paused, removed the hand and raised her arms. She turned round, and round again, to give the people on all sides the full view, full frontal and fully from the rear.

		There was shouting and applause. But it was dying down quickly. Of course they expected more. And were going to get it. She looked at Travis. He was standing and applauding, and making some sign to her. Was he pointing at the pole? She made a show for the audience of looking at it appraisingly. As she looked at it, it started rotating. The audience gasped, cheered and applauded wildly. OK then.

		She reached out an arm and clasped the pole. It was on a rotating disc just large enough to stand on, so she stood and rotated with the pole. She stretched one leg high into the air, making her ultimate revelation to those in front of her, her mound, hairless and so bare, her slit, and the full opening between her legs. From behind there was a full rear view, and every so often she bent over, the raised leg parting her cheeks. They were seeing everything, from the front and from behind. Whenever she could she looked at Travis who stood solidly on his feet, applauding.

		At some point Peter had appeared and was videoing her, shooting from one side then dashing to the other and shooting more. He came really near several times, and a couple of audience members tried to do the same, holding cameras, before being shooed away by burly men from the club.

		Of course Peter liked self-touching, so on an impulse she wrapped her legs round the pole, holding it on the crucial place which she’d previously been showing.

		The audience went wild. Huge roars went on and on. She continued rubbing herself suggestively on the pole, her legs going up and down, every so often opening them to “remind” the audience what she was rubbing, then bending over and waggling, then rubbing again. She looked at Toby, who was doing a parody of mopping his brow. In the rest of the audience there were men who had their tongues pushed out, and surely there was one man, yes and another, who’d undone themselves and had their pricks were pointing out towards her. One had both prick and tongue out, and was leaning back howling his desire.

		The climax of the act would still be on the couch. She went over, lay back and folded herself right over, raising her legs and stretching them back till full over her face, wide apart for as extreme a revelation as anyone could. She did it again in the opposite direction, to make sure all of the audience saw all of it completely. For her last pose she did Eve’s “Mountains and Valley”, using the kneeling on the couch, her knees apart, and bent over the side till her head touched the seat. She got what she wanted: cheeks and parting open and horizontal to the audience, everything in sight in a new way. Again she had to repeat it in the opposite direction, to ensure all the audience got the sight.

		She got up and stood, arms raised in the air. The audience were yelling and screaming as if they’d never stop. People had their tongues out – and, she suddenly saw, some more than their tongues. Crikey, she was surprised they weren’t thrown out for that. She stood with her legs wide apart and bent over to more yells and screams. She straightened, changed direction and did it again and again, pointing in every direction. As a kind of bow at the end of the performance, she did a very full bendover in which she wrapped her arms round the back of her knees, pulling her knees inwards and hence her bottom even more outwards, bending right down to the floor while the audience yelled and yelled, before she finally ran off the stage.

		In the dressing room she started dressing, accompanied by the noise going on and on from outside. Then Toby appeared and she rushed into his arms. They hugged wordlessly, until the manager came in.

		“When can we have you back?” he asked without ado.

		She asked Travis,

		“Were you proud of me?”

		` “You bet I was! I wanted to shout out that you were mine! It was brilliant, fantastic! You’ve fantastic performance ability.”

		The manager was repeating his question. “Of course she will,” Travis replied for her.

		The manager gave her a list of future events at the club. “Get in touch any time,” he pressed her.

		“That’s going to be a full video on its own,” Peter said, waving his camera. “It can also be a promotional video for you of course. We can talk terms.”

		Unwillingly Isabel remembered her schedule for tonight. “I’ll be forced to go now,” she said. “There’s someone I have to see tonight.”

		She wondered if Travis would protest, but he didn’t. He was keeping to his promise not the hinder Sonia’s three months. “Tomorrow night then,” was all he said.

		When she got home, there was a message from Debbie and Trish asking her to another guest evening. Debbie and Trish were her only contact with Lucy at the moment. Never mind anything else; she phoned Debbie immediately.

		“If she’s said she’ll contact you when she’s ready, I think it’s best to wait for that,” Debbie said. She sounded hesitant.

		“I just want to see her and me on our own occasionally,” Isabel half pleaded. “I liked our foursome, honestly, but I want Lucy and me to have a relationship.”

		“Sonia, the fact is, Lucy’s just not like that.”

		“Everybody wants a relationship.”

		“Not Lucy.”

		“Please! Can’t you tell her how I feel?”

		Debbie agreed. But she kept insisting, “I can’t promise anything.”

		All Isabel could do was concentrate on the fact that she was to meet her other love this evening. She checked compulsively that her disguise was removed and prepared to go to Flashman’s.

		Emily phoned, inviting her to her next event. “It’s arranged that you should be Crystal’s deputy,” she said.

		“Will Lucy be there?” Isabel asked.

		“I haven’t fixed up the other guest list. Why?”

		“I’m keen on Lucy.”

		“Hey, don’t get too involved with any one person will you? My events go wrong when things like that mixed up in it.”

		Everyone was warning her not to become emotionally involved with Lucy.

		“It should be fun,” Emily went on. “You met Tony didn’t you? Did he tell you about this apparatus he’s building?”

		“Yes. His Tingler.” Isabel gave a laugh.

		“His Tingler’s ready, and he’s going to bring it. You can help christen it!”

		Isabel’s wishes suddenly changed. So far from wanting Lucy to be there, she would prefer it if she wasn’t. She wanted Lucy to herself, not a share in Lucy at an orgy. “On second thoughts, I won’t press for Lucy to be there,” she said.

		She went out to Flashman’s. This evening was for Travis – as Isabel.

		He was waiting for her. Almost the first thing he said was,

		“Would you like to come and watch a rehearsal for my musical?”

		“Why yes, that would be lovely! Oh thank you!” She reminded herself of everything about Travis. “It’s incredible that you’re be both a practising scientist and a talented stage performer! How can anyone manage it!” She felt overwhelmed. How could she fuss on about Lucy when there was Travis?

		“You don’t know whether I’m talented or not,” Travis laughed.

		“They wouldn’t offer the part if you weren’t talented. And you’re not even a professional. You must be incredibly talented!”

		“Come and watch and tell me what you think. That is, tell me what you think provided you still think I’m talented!”

		She looked at him. She so much wanted the evening to end up in bed. That was where they belonged together. And not just for one night, but for life.

		More than ever that she was going to have to find some way of telling him. Yet tonight, again, it was impossible. She had to sit there, meek, no not meek, forbidding…

		Mind you, he equally hadn’t told her he was seeing this other girl Sonia.

		“Tomorrow afternoon?” he was asking her.

		“Yes of course. Any time.”

		“No problem with work?”

		Hell, had she told him, as Isabel, that she was off work at the moment? She couldn’t remember. She searched for an oblique answer. “I’ll be there,” she replied.

		Travis offered to pick her up, adding that he still didn’t know where she lived. She had to be evasive – there was nothing else for it. He accepted her evasion without comment.

		They arranged to meet at Flashman’s, yet again, Isabel insisting that it was an easy place for her to get to (a half-truth), though in the afternoon this time.

		Back home she was soon checking her messages for Lucy. Nothing. “Never mind,” she kept telling herself. “Travis is what matters.”

		The rehearsal, the following afternoon, was a strangely low key affair. In another way it was just what you were always told theatre rehearsals were like – something that took place in backstage premises that themselves looked anything but glamorous. The surroundings were rather shabby in fact, and there were all sorts of people wandering around, some there for no obvious reason. Simultaneously it was fantastic! Real theatre, at its most authentic, and she was there, with a star, and a star that was hers! She was shy about introducing herself to people, so she simply sat and watched, first on a spare chair at the side of the stage, then in the auditorium.

		He was brilliant – everything she knew he’d be. Maybe she was prejudiced, but he was every bit as professional as the professionals, and had exactly the right manner, less outgoing in some ways than the others, less effusive, not the type to call everyone “darling” (though to be fair the others didn’t either), but hardly formal; he joined in all the laughing and joking. But he really could perform! He could really sing, he could act, he could even dance! He was fantastic!

		They embraced tightly before she left, hugging and kissing. “I’ll see you in a few days can I?” she said. “I don’t want to wait a week anymore.”

		“Tonight? – Oh, no, can’t, really can’t!” they exclaimed together.

		They arranged to meet tomorrow. Then Isabel was on her way home. That was to disguise herself. Then she was on her way back to meet him tonight as Sonia.

		They could hardly be bothered with the preliminary meal. They chose a couple of dishes from a Light Dishes menu, then rushed upstairs.

		“See how you can take me being bald,” she laughed.

		“I’m crazy about you however you’re decked out. Or not decked out.”

		“Shall I strip for you? Or would you rather undress me?”

		They mutually chose that she should strip. She made a great play of her hairless mound coming into view. Travis gazed long and longingly, knelt down and rubbed his face against it. “Stubbly!” he remarked. “But in a way that turns me on.” Isabel rubbed it all the harder against his face, feeling his loving forehead, his full face, his lips, his chin and neck. “You’re stubbly too,” she murmured.

		“All the more suited to one another.” She helped him undress at speed.

		She showed him the poses she’d struck for Peter, and he demonstrated the desire her body aroused in men. He asked her to think of the most daring poses she hadn’t yet performed before an audience, and she did an imitation of going over a bar, Eve style, opening as wide as she possibly could. What had been only in her thoughts when she’d stripped at Flashman’s and in Benediction, and as she posed for Peter, was now actual with a man she loved, his rapt gazing, his gasps as she made each new revelation, his cries of longing, his reaching out, his hands and face and manhood against her, and then when they could wait no longer his tight embrace, his entry where it really mattered, the ecstasy as he moved inside her, their wild cries and then the climax, and the clouds and colours and fury of unbearable desire till it exploded.

		They continued lovemaking all night. Far from tiring they grew more and more desirous. Even when it was morning and they heard the hotel staff moving, talking and hovering outside their door, they couldn’t stop. They did every single things either of them knew about. Nothing was forbidden, not even entry into that third place as she’d once called it, and now with the full prick of a man – even that taboo was broken by the morning.

		When they were finally dressing, slowly, repeatedly stopping for more embraces and more use of their hands and mouths, Isabel mumbled,

		“Next time in a few days, please! As few as possible!”

		“Tomorrow?”

		“Yes… No!” She was seeing him as Isabel tomorrow evening. As she said that he also suddenly remembered and cried out, “No!”

		“Tomorrow afternoon?” she suggested. A second time she’d see him in both roles on the same day.

		They arranged tomorrow afternoon. “I’ll have to sneak off work!” he laughed.

		And Isabel would have to bring a change of clothing with her to the hotel. She thought about it as she left. In the time available she couldn’t get home and back again, so the only way was to have a place in the hotel to change. They’d booked the room for the afternoon, so she stopped at Reception and booked until later in the evening. She’d arrive early and hide Isabel’s clothes in a cupboard in the room. After she – as Sonia – and Toby had parted, she’d go back, remove her disguise and stow it in her bag, wash and change, then go downstairs as Isabel to see him again. Simple!

		Her phone rang when she was in the street. It was Lucy.

		“Sonia!” she said. No slip of the tongue this time. “Look Sonia. Please don’t chase after me. I meant it when I said I’ll contact you when I’m ready.”

		“Sorry. It’s just, well, I’d like to see you again, one on one.”

		“I did gather.”

		“Well can I?”

		“Listen. We can meet at the Emily event which is coming up –”

		“That’s not remotely the same thing!”

		“But we can meet there. We can arrange a one-on-one there.”

		“We don’t need to meet there for that. We can arrange it now.”

		“It should be good, this next Emily event. Did you hear that Tony’s going to bring that thing he’s built?”

		“Oh for God’s sake!”

		“It might appeal to you more than you realise. Don’t rule out meeting me at this event. Please Sonia.”

		“Oh… All right.” Isabel was bound to give in. “We’ll watch people being spanked on Tony’s Tingler. Will you promise a one-on-one if I attend?”

		“It can be used for more than ordinary spanking you know.”

		“Yes, but will you promise a one-on-one if I attend?”

		“I guess so. There’s something you could do for me there actually. Yes, I’ll definitely promise a one-on-one if you do something for me there.”

		“What’s that?”

		Then before Lucy spoke next, Isabel sensed what the condition was. She suddenly knew it.

		“You can have a one-on-one if you get the cane on Tony’s Tingler.”

		Isabel stopped in the street and gazed down at her phone. She stopped for quite a while, gazing. “Well?” Lucy asked.

		Isabel spoke into her phone. “I’ll do it,” she said.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		Bend Over For Britain

		

		The next time she saw Travis was as Sonia, which was just as well since as Isabel she’d have found it near-impossible to hide the matter on her mind.

		“Are you sure Lucy’s really worth that?” was Travis’s reaction.

		“Somehow I’ve got to.”

		“You can get other girls. The next Emily event. What Lucy wants isn’t going to be nice for you.”

		“I know, I know. But I’ve got to have a one-on-one with Lucy.”

		“That can lead to an even stronger feeling afterwards you know. Indulging it isn’t the best way to get rid of a fixation.”

		He was right. Yet she was going to do it. She was going to bend over at Emily’s next event and get a full scale hard caning. She would do it for Lucy. Travis accepted that that was her decision.

		They didn’t do spanking that night, because Isabel was too put off. During the periods when he was attending to her bottom he stroked and caressed it long and thoroughly. She bent over touching her toes, for sure, but he knelt behind her and explored very gently everything about the exact shape and texture of her nether regions. Every so often he stopped to kiss, and that was the only time he applied pressure, kissing more and more passionately on her cheeks and the back of her thighs. He rubbed his face on them, and returned to the tender exploration with his hands. Then when she was across his lap he took tender mouthfuls of each cheek in turn, kneading it gently. He followed this with loving massages, rolling the cheeks round and round inside his cupped hands, paused, kissed again, took more mouthfuls and kissed again.

		She turned over. He lay on top of her and moved his face onto her stubbly mound. ( “Ow!” he laughed.) Reaching up he took her breasts in his hands, his fingers encircling, stroking and mastering her nipples, while he rubbed his face on her mound and slit. Isabel breathed deeply as he gave full pleasure to the firmness yet softness of her breasts and the abrupt hardness of her nipples, and the sensations there flowed downwards into her entire body and onto her mound and into her female opening. And all this while she received what seemed like a portrait of his beloved face on the bared mound which was totally his, as she experienced the feel of his forehead, eyes, nose, cheeks, even chin, on the most intimately exposed of all her places.

		He asked her to show him her latest ideas for her next strip. “Have you tried going over a bar yet?” he asked.

		“I haven’t got one to practice with. Can’t very well practice that at a gym! I’ve perfected a couch-type thing, like Eve Arnot used when I did my first strip.”

		“Eve Arnot… Have you seen her again?”

		“No. She obviously thought I was too much of a loose cannon, can’t blame her really.”

		“Show me your couch technique.”

		She showed her what she’d practised of exposing herself on a couch, lying on her back, then turning over and kneeling up. Toby watched then cried, “I can’t keep my hands off any longer!” and rushed over to her. They were then very busy again.

		After they’d next rested he exclaimed,

		“Look what I see!”

		He got up and plucked a feather which was poking from a cushion on a chair. He returned flourishing it. “Didn’t Eve Arnot say in her act, ‘It’s rather fine weather,’?”

		“Come again? Ooops! Yes, that is an invitation!”

		She knelt on the bed and bent over as hard as she could, pushing her head down to between her parted knees. Travis knelt behind, and stroked her with the feather – full over her cheeks and into her parting, up and down, down further till it stroked her crucial opening, up and onto the cheeks again. When he paused Isabel cried, “No! Go on! Go on for ages!” They were laughing but suffused with desire. He stroked and stroked while Isabel writhed and writhed.

		When he eventually cast the feather aside, they coupled again. He was on top in their usual way – other ways, though interesting, weren’t as good, they’d finally decided – his hard cock inside her deep and tight, while their arms embraced each other with as much vigour as was conceivable, their tongues in each other’s mouths, and her hands were experiencing everything there was to experience about his muscular hard bottom.

		After they’d rested he asked her to show him some of the things she’d done with girls. “Some of them are the same,” she said. “Except of course I can’t have real cock in my opening or mouth, or between my cheeks. We use false ones for that, but of course it’s not the same. There’s nothing as good as the real thing.”

		“But you can put your tongue in between the legs, which you can’t with a man.”

		“That’s the real difference. It’s nice to have done that occasionally. And I do love the taste of an attractive girl. But there’s no substitute for the cock of a man you desire. Which…” She raised her head and looked at Travis, “my mouth’s still waiting for tonight.”

		So they then had sixty-nine. Their standard position again, Travis lying back with his head on the pillow, Isabel kneeling on either side of him and facing the other way. She laughed with joy as she felt his tongue go in, his hands knowing yet again every single thing there was to know about her bottom. Then she dipped her head and took his centre of his manliness inside her mouth, full and deep, and she explored it totally with her mouth and tongue. The stem was hard like metal, the round valley before the tip perfect, the tip moist with his desire, pleasuring her deeper mouth and totally given to her. She tasted and tasted and tasted, having him totally hers in her mouth, while his hands were so gently yet so strongly and above all so lovingly giving such intense pleasure to her lower regions, and inside her crucial place was his tongue, full in.

		When that was over he explored her bottom again, this time with his prick. She knelt down on the floor and bent over, and writhed against Travis’s hot prick as he moved it around on her cheeks, first on top and round and round on the main bump, then into the parting and up and down. He held her round the front, on her breasts and on her mound as she raised herself to clench between her cheeks, and he continued till they both cried out their desire for climax. He let go, she fell to the floor, turned over, opened wide and he was inside her.

		They made love all night, as they always did, and fell back exhausted when light came through the curtains. They dressed and stumbled out when there were the sounds of morning life outside.

		Back home that afternoon, she phoned Emily to tell her what she was volunteering for at the coming event. “About Lucy,” she introduced the subject. “I’m going to have to ask for her to be there after all.”

		“She’s already told me,” was Emily’s response. “And how you’ve agreed to christen Tony’s Tingler. I say, you are brave! Bravo!”

		“Hell, I don’t know how I’m going to take it.”

		“Well Lucy’s had it herself, as you know. So put it like this. She isn’t asking you to do anything that she isn’t prepared to do herself.”

		“Just tell Crystal to go no more harshly than she’s got to.”

		“It won’t be Crystal. It’s to be Lucy who delivers it herself, or she may want it to be someone nominated by her.”

		“Oh.” Was that good or bad news? God knows. Lucy’s attitude was baffling.

		Emily then said, “It’ll be introduced by you and Crystal jointly, standing in front. I’ll send you a guest list and our ideas for what will happen in the first half. I think we’ll kick things off with your strip again. That was very successful you know. I think we can make that our standard starter. And the last part will be dominated by you getting the cane of course. I say, you’re jolly brave!”

		Isabel wished that Emily wouldn’t keep saying that. It didn’t exactly make it easier to go through with it. “I just feel I’m forced to agree to it,” she said.

		Emily then said,

		“You remember a girl called Lena who was at the last one?”

		“Sure do! She did quite a performance with Lucy. Seemed quite a character!”

		“Well Lena’s been in touch with me, asking if you’d be available to do your striptease for her fiancé’s stag night.”

		Isabel burst out laughing. “What?”

		“They do that sort of thing on stag nights.”

		“I know. But it’s a bit unusual for the bride to organise it isn’t it?”

		“Lena says she’d rather she was involved than let him do whatever he might get up to! A stripper’s traditional, and after the event you were both at, she thought it would be great if it was you.”

		Well that would be unusual and amusing. So long as she was pursuing this three month career, why not? “I guess so,” she said.

		“She’ll pay you £200 for it.”

		“Oh, that’s all right.”

		“I’d take it if I was you. You won’t feel less dissolute for doing it for free.”

		“Yes, all right.”

		“Jolly good. There’s a condition Lena insists on though. Don’t tell her fiancé or anyone else there how she knew you to invite you. She’ll pretend you’re not acquainted personally.”

		“Oh, she’s hiding things from him then.”

		“No comment.”

		It was a bit mean of Lena to pretend to be all understanding about a chap at his stag night, but not tell him that she herself had been doing orgies. In fact it was David-like: it was what Isabel’s own (ex) fiancé had been doing to her. But Isabel shouldn’t judge. Her own behaviour would be criticised by rather a lot of people.

		Meanwhile she had a big Peter shoot to occupy the next few days. She’d received a phone call followed by an air ticket to Madagascar. He was going to do his big shoot of her and five others in the grounds of a beach hotel, and they’d be staying there for just two days – a lightning visit. It would be her only departure from London in this three months, and the brevity of it added to the feeling of a flash of differentness. She was to leave tomorrow morning, which wasn’t exactly a lot of notice, but that seemed to be part of Peter’s style. Visiting Madagascar would be quite something. There were advantages to working for Peter.

		She was the only English girl amongst the group, when they met in the departure lounge at Heathrow. There was one Spanish girl and one Brazilian, and the other three were from eastern Europe, Isabel kept forgetting just where, but then, they seemed deliberately unspecific about it. It was a fair bet that none of them were using their reals names, any more than Isabel was.

		And there was someone she’d seen before – Paula, who she’d met (well shagged) at Emily’s orgy. “Why hello!” she said.

		Paula looked at her without interest. “Hello,” she said, and Isabel did detect a strong foreign accent. She was one of the east Europeans. Isabel didn’t know whether she recognised her (well Sonia) or not. “We met at an event organised by Emily,” Isabel prompted.

		Paula shrugged. “I attend many events,’ she replied.

		“Oh…” Paula’s casualness seemed odd, and a snub. “Well, I recognise your face,” Isabel said. Paula didn’t reply and they didn’t speak again during the journey.

		She saw nothing of Madagascar during the two days, unless you counted glimpses from the taxi window on the drive from and to the airport. Her whole time was confined to the hotel and its grounds. But it was a total change from London all the same. It was hot outside, and brightly, blindingly lit, and the whole atmosphere was different, everything bold to the eye, the colours vivid, making her feel how grey was the place she’d left behind.

		Everything was lavished on them. The girls even had separate rooms, which was a relief to Isabel since she’d been wondering how she’d handle the business of her disguise. Not that the other girls wanted separate rooms. All night Isabel heard rushing footsteps and a lot of laughing, endlessly in and out of each other’s rooms plus noisy larking in the corridors. It didn’t need much imagination to realise what they were up to. These girls would need no encouragement to do things with one another in front of Peter’s camera. Bold Sonia Tansey was going to be the most inhibited of all of them.

		He assembled them late morning (no getting up early) in one of the lounges, and told them they’d be going to a swimming pool outside which was specially roped off for them. “Get your clothes off in your rooms and assemble back here,” he said. “Bring your swimming costumes, but don’t put them on.”

		Isabel undressed in her room and returned wearing a dressing gown, holding her swimming costume in her hand. So did two other girls, but the other three came downstairs unselfconsciously nude, ignoring startled looks from the receptionists and whoever else was around. Peter made them go and get their gowns. “Don’t frighten the horses!” he laughed. “Other people aren’t as advanced as we are. They don’t understand.” Or understand too well, Isabel thought.

		He led them to the pool, past signs put up by the hotel telling others to keep away. They disrobed and he said,

		“Right, let’s get straight into the mood with some action!”

		He had them first embrace each other in pairs, two pairs with a girl with her back to his camera, but in Isabel’s pair one girl, Isabel herself, was full on to the camera and her partner, a girl called (or calling herself) August, had her arms round her from behind, with her hands on Isabel’s breasts and mound. Isabel remembered Peter’s claim that there’d be “nothing he’d call serious sex,” and wondered what he would call serious sex. August was openly enjoying her feel, holding Isabel hard, moving her hands on her intimate places, and rubbing her hands over the rest of her when Peter wasn’t clicking with his camera. Isabel did respond, her nipples hardened, and Peter was pleased to see it.

		“Now move your hands so we can see Sonia’s vital bits,” he instructed for his next shot. “Now you’ve got her nips nice and hard, let’s see them, and see her fanny. Just put your arms round her waist.” He told the two girls whose backs were to the camera, “Move your legs backward and bend down to kiss your partners’ fannies. Stick your bums out towards the camera and part your legs, but not too much.” Isabel felt peculiarly bare, despite all her recent experiences, very self-conscious as she showed her all before the camera, proclaiming her readiness for sex.

		After that the whole group was lined up together, each girl with her hands on the next girl’s bottom. Peter shot them first facing the camera, then turned them round and took shots of their rears. Then they took their hands off one another and bent over, first with their legs together, then with their legs apart. “Wiggle!” Peter called out. “I know these are stills, but wiggle just to get your bumcheeks parted.”

		Then he put them in the pool, or at the poolside. He had three girls splashing in the water tightly huddled together, while the other three sat with their feet in the water and their legs wide apart. Then he had them all in the pool standing up to their hips in the water, and then they had to bend over and put their heads under, their rumps pointing out and upwards, and they had to hold it while he took his shots.

		After that he had them in pairs again, for close ups of every indecent variety.

		Isabel enjoyed it, but the sharp delight she’d felt when stripping elsewhere was missing. Was she becoming all blasé about showing herself by now? The other girls were loving it, all the more when they did things with one another. There was a tremendous amount of laughing and shouting, with the noise level becoming really high. Peter’s assistant, the other Isabel, was there, but her role was not to restrain but to egg people on. Everyone had become tremendously matey. Even Paula went all intimate and friendly when she was paired with Isabel for a shot. Isabel leant back with her legs wide apart while Paula bent over, and Peter zoomed in to a close up of Isabel’s mound and slit with Paula’s bottom next to it. When that was done Paula seized Isabel, kissed her hard using her tongue, and felt her very thoroughly in the place she’d just displayed for the camera. Then suddenly she moved away and never gave Isabel another glance.

		After that Peter called a rest, and shouted at them to pipe down (which they did, more or less, after he’d shouted about a dozen times). The girls rested by the poolside or wandered around, while Peter disappeared, and, Isabel noticed after a few minutes, so had Paula. She peered into the shrubbery surrounding the pool, and could just make out a hut. Yes, that was where they’d gone, for as she watched Peter reappeared leading Paula by the hand, while the other Isabel was holding her other hand. All three had big grins on their faces. Moreover Peter was now naked himself, except for a robe which he wore completely open at the front. There was no doubting the real purpose of the interval. The only surprise was that they’d gone somewhere private, instead of doing it in front of everyone. It was exactly what Isabel had feared.

		Peter commenced his videos. He told them to put on their swimming suits, though only so he could shoot them taking them off. He told Isabel,

		“You’ve done good strips. Let’s have you stripping from your suit.”

		Isabel wriggled and writhed as she unzipped the suit and eased it down. He zoomed in on her breasts as they came into view, and she pushed them towards the lens. She did the same with her lower parts as she slowly revealed her mound, leaning back and thrusting it forward. He turned her round, and she waggled her bottom, bent over, parted her legs, wiggling as hard as she could, until he said, “Now right over, touch the ground, and freeze!” She stood, while his camera touched her on the cheeks to look inside her parting, and touched her again between her legs.

		“Smashing!” he said, putting the camera down. “Really smashing! You and me and Isabel” (his assistant Isabel) “need to meet and discuss your further career!” The other Isabel laughed. “We’ll do so shortly.”

		Isabel pondered what that meant, as he got on with videoing the other girls taking off their swimsuits. Or rather, it was clear what it meant, but how was she going to deal with it?

		The other girls he shot as a group of five together as they exposed themselves, larking and laughing, and unzipping and stripping one another. Peter zoomed in on one then another, pushing his camera right on top of their “naughty bits” as they came in view. He encouraged them to jostle as much as they could. He took his shots with his tongue right out of his mouth, and, suddenly, his prick was poking forward from his open robe as well. Isabel eyed it. It was the only real male prick available during this vacation, if only she fancied Peter. But she didn’t, and that was that.

		On his instructions, two girls took Paula by the arms and leant her back, her legs apart, holding her in their arms. One girl stood behind Paula, and Peter handed her something long and poking. She moved her hands meaningfully, and Paula’s eyes grew round. She emitted a scream, though it was unclear whether it was delight or pain. It was obvious where she was being penetrated. At the same time another girl stood in front of Paula and pushed a toy penis into her between her legs. Yes, Peter had a surprising notion of what constituted “nothing you’d call serious sex.”

		The removal-of-swimsuits video was over and he called another break. This meant it was now Isabel’s turn to be led off to the hut.

		“Peter,” she said, as he and the other Isabel appeared by her side and took her by the arms. “You remember you said I wouldn’t have to do anything –”

		“We’ll discuss it when we reach the hut,” Peter said.

		She let them march her into the shrubbery. The hut became visible: it was a large hut, with plenty of room to romp around inside. She forced them to a stop.

		“Peter,” she said. “Look, please, I don’t want to cause offence…” Peter’s expression froze. Isabel tried to think of how to word what she had do say. “Everyone has different tastes who they’re attracted to, and well, I think on the whole you and I aren’t quite compatible –”

		“Don’t be silly,” the other Isabel said.

		“No Isabel,” Peter said. “Sonia here has a perfect right to choose.”

		Isabel gulped. “I’m sorry, but I’d just rather not,” she said.

		“Fair enough,” Peter said. He was taking it well, Isabel thought relieved. Of course surrounded by so many other willing girls…

		“Do you want to carry on at the moment?” Peter asked. “Or do you want to go home early?”

		Taken aback, Isabel consulted her immediate feelings. “Maybe it would be best if I went home.” Yes, maybe it would.

		“Right, there’s an afternoon flight. If you go to Reception they’ll find you a spare seat.”

		She realised that he hadn’t really been suggesting. She’d been ordered out. But she felt relieved.

		She went back to the poolside, put on her robe and left without explanation to anyone there – not that anyone asked, or watched her go. She asked the receptionists about a flight home, and they said immediately that they’d get her on it and added that they’d call a taxi straight away. It was as if they’d been prepared for it. Perhaps this kind of thing had happened before.

		She seemed back in London at lightning speed, and half an hour after getting home it was as if she hadn’t been away. The whole episode seemed dreamlike. She obviously wasn’t going to be invited to any more posing for Peter, but that was all right. She would complete her three month interlude with the other things that had come along. She’d done the girly photos now.

		Her second Emily orgy, and an ordeal she would have to get through – that was the next thing.

		The following day she had a phone call about it. “Hello, Sonia?” a voice said. “This is Karen. You’ve met me as Crystal.”

		“Oh, right.”

		“Congratulations to be co-organiser. On only your second event!”

		Isabel might have felt quite proud, if it wasn’t for how the evening would end.

		“The arrangements I have in mind are, after the usual introductions you will start things with a strip,” Crystal said. “That was so successful last time, I think we should make it the standard start to events. After your strip, I’ll ask you to choreograph things by pointing to people with parts of your body, to signal when they should get going and do what.” She described the idea, causing Isabel to laugh a lot. “In the second half Tony will bring in his Tingler, and it’ll be used for a spanking session, culminating in what you’ve volunteered to do at the climax.”

		“Oh God, I wish I hadn’t!”

		“A brave person like you! I’m sure you won’t back out now.”

		Crystal was giving the same dubious comfort as Emily, it seemed. Still, Isabel thought as she rang off, a compliment was a compliment!

		There was nothing now but to wait the week till the event. She even made an excuse not to see Travis as Isabel, because it would show through what was on her mind. She’d already arranged not to see him as Sonia either, so even Travis was in abeyance until this business was over. It was a relief when the evening came.

		She stood with Crystal on the podium as the other guests assembled. Lena arrived, went up to her and said,

		“We’ve got to arrange the job you’re doing for me.”

		Ah yes, stripping for her fiancé’s stag night. “We’ll discuss it in the interval,” she told Lena from the podium, her mind far away.

		Lucy came in. Edward was with her, and also a third person, a girl Isabel hadn’t seen before. Edward looked at Isabel and his eyes lit up. He obviously knew what he was going to witness. Isabel remembered his excitement last time when he’d watched Lucy get the cane. As she stood watching Lucy and Edward, plus this new girl who was with them, a thought came to Isabel.

		Was Edward’s excitement the reason why Lucy was so intent on a caning?

		Crystal addressed them as soon as everyone had arrived. First, she gave names all round. While she did so Isabel stood by her side, and thought.

		Edward was from some foreign embassy. Lucy was in the intelligence services. Edward liked watching girls get corporal punishment. Edward would know some of his country’s secrets. Lucy would want those secrets…

		“Sonia here will start things off. She’ll also be our sensational finish! We know how we like to finish our special events don’t we?” Cheering and clapping from the audience. “All I need say is that Tony here,” – she gestured at Tony – “has brought the special apparatus he’s been building for us,” – more cheering – “and we will christen it tonight!” The cheering went on. Edward looked as if he was already preparing to faint with excitement. By comparison Lucy and the girl who was with her were completely blank faced.

		“But there’s a condition I must tell you. This has to be our secret. Remember that everyone’s presence is confidential. Tonight I mean that more than ever. If there’s any leak who was here tonight, all names will come out. Not just one or two, but all. Do I make myself clear?” Lucy must have insisted on that, Isabel thought.

		There was momentary silence. Then Crystal continued in lighter vein,

		“We’ll start with Sonia’s famous strip.” Great cheering. “Take it away Sonia!”

		Isabel commenced things with her strip. It went well. She felt the familiar hot glow of their admiration for her body. Recently she’d seemed to be losing the more intense excitement of Sonia’s early days. Tonight it was back. As her dress came off, and then her slip, stockings rolled down, her bra and then her pants, and finally that thong, the excitement mounted up. Perhaps it was surprising, with apprehension for what would come later, but her feelings were back… She finished her strip by folding herself right over on a couch, where she waited, doing Mountains and Valley.

		“And now, everyone,” Crystal announced, “It’s time to get you all going. And Sonia will coordinate it!” Isabel got up from the couch. “So listen! Quiet now, listen!

		“When Sonia points her beautiful bottom at two of you, those two are to undress each other.” Everyone roared with laughter, but it was eager, impatient laughter. “When everyone’s undressed, Sonia will point her lower front to whoever is to get down to it together. When people are busy, Sonia will show you the gate to heaven that’s between her legs to tell you that it’s time to fuck.”

		They got going with a lot of noise. The only person who didn’t entangle with anyone was Isabel. Even when she’d finished her choreography and Crystal looked at her and took off all her clothes, she hung back. She’d had her thrill, and her interest now was in what Lucy was doing. She watched as Lucy busied herself with Edward, though pausing a lot, to Edward’s visible frustration, and whispering in his ear. What was the betting she was whispering a promise that he really would see Sonia caned if he told her something she was asking?

		Crystal was beckoning her over to two other people, Tony and the girl who’d arrived with Lucy and Edward, and was called Jenny apparently. Crystal had a foursome in mind apparently. But then Crystal held up the fingers of a hand and mouthed a fivesome, and beckoned to Edward, who had just finished with Lucy and was looking around. Isabel shook her head with open brusqueness – Edward was to granted more than enough at Isabel’s expense later on. She watched as Edward lay on the floor, with an erection raised bizarrely in the air, while Crystal knelt over him with raised rump and took him in her mouth, and Tony knelt behind Crystal and entered her from that position.

		Everyone was occupied except Jenny, who expressed frustration. But she was soon getting satisfaction elsewhere. She knelt to be pleasured simultaneously by a man and a girl, and when it was over lay luxuriously on the floor.

		Everyone was then exhausted, so it was time to break.

		As they sat around a breathless Lena came up to Isabel to remind her again about the stag night. “Not a word about how I found you!” she emphasised.

		“Yes all right.”

		Lena gave her the address where the stag party would take place. It made Isabel sit up and stare. “What’s your fiancé’s name?” she asked.

		“David Garnett.”

		It was Isabel’s own ex-fiancé!

		At a loss Isabel said,

		“Have you known him long?”

		“No, whirlwind romance!” Lena laughed. “We’ve still to find out lots about each other. I’d better let him know some things rather slowly, if you get me.”

		Isabel thought that David was equally going to have to let Lena learn some things about him rather slowly.

		Fancy him turning up like this, like the proverbial bad penny! She hadn’t given him a thought since she’d met Toby. Her only emotion towards him now was gratitude that he’d caused her to meet someone who put him completely in the shade. But now he’d barged back on the scene, she might have a bit of fun at the expense of this downmarket debauchee. Could she do a Sonia-strip for him and he not recognise her as Isabel? That might be fun to find out…

		No, when he recognised her he’d probably go and tell the whole world. She would have to get out of this commitment.

		Lena went and Tony came and sat next to her. He said,

		“Sonia, how much do you know about Lucy?”

		“Very good question. Why do you ask?”

		“There’s something jolly peculiar. She and another guest-lover have been getting me to do what they call ‘special missions’, and they’re causing all sorts of funny things to happen, strange people coming to the house at odd hours and things. Do you think Lucy’s something to do with, well,…”

		“Spying? Yes, I think she must be.”

		“And now the two of them have arrived together. They never let on before that they even knew one another.”

		“Sorry?”

		“Lucy and Jenny. That’s the two guest-lovers who asked me to do these odd special missions. I’ve only seen them separately before, but now I realise! They know one another and they’re working together! Something’s going on!”

		“Lucy’s more or less admitted she works for some secret outfit. She claimed she’s only a secretary.”

		“I bet she isn’t! She’s a full scale agent, or operative or whatever they call it. And now Jenny’s going to give you the cane, with Lucy calling out when to give the strokes! That’s something to do with what they’re up to, I bet you.”

		“Jenny? I didn’t know it was Jenny going to do it.”

		“They were talking to Crystal just now. Why are you cooperating?”

		Crystal at the podium clapped her hands. “Interval over!” she called out.

		As they parted they exclaimed together,

		“We don’t know anything about this!”

		“Neither of us are in a position to get involved in things like this.”

		“We haven’t noticed anything and we haven’t realised anything!”

		Isabel rejoined Crystal at the podium, while Tony went off into a side room. Crystal announced,

		“You know what’s coming next! The second half is the spanking half!”

		There was cheering, laughter and applause.

		“And it’s going to be extra special this evening! Tony’s built his apparatus! We christen it this evening! So without further ado,” Crystal opened an arm towards the side room, and cried out,

		“Tony and his Tingler!”

		Tony came out wheeling his apparatus in front of him (on wobbly wheels, Isabel noticed). There was more laughter and applause, though it faltered as people saw the cane which was propped in a stand on one side. Isabel eyed that cane.

		“We will start with Tony spanking a volunteer,” Crystal announced. Tony grinned and made slapping signs with his hand. “And then we’ll have half the girls spanked by the other half, and then the girls who did the spanking will themselves be spanked by the men!

		“All this,” Crystal raised a hand as people exchanged remarks, “will be hand spanking, though we’ve a slipper ready for anyone who wants it.”

		“But as I know you’ve noticed, we are going to climax with a caning! Sonia here is going to get the cane!” Crystal gestured theatrically at Isabel. “Show your appreciation of Sonia and her bravery! Isabel stood while Crystal led the applause. There was great cheering, clapping and cries of encouragement. “So brave!” people cried. “So brave!” That word again.

		The proceedings started. Lena volunteered eagerly, knelt on the padded section of the Tingler platform and bent over the beam, in a nearly full bendover, her bottom invitingly full-on to the audience. Isabel would have loved the spectacle if her mind wasn’t full of what she was waiting for herself. The cheeks of Lena’s bottom were just the right mixture of plump and firm, very well rounded, nicely together as was appropriate for this, though you saw the slit between her legs, squeezed together in this posture, but so inviting for a tongue to penetrate.

		Slap! Tony’s hand descended. “Hooray!” the audience cheered. There was a delicious vibration of Lena’s cheeks. “Ooh, wooh!” Pleasured cries came from Lena. She wiggled exaggeratedly.

		Slap! Slap! Tony’s hand struck twice more. More cries from Lena and the audience. Her bottom wobbled each time.

		Slap! Slap! Slap! There were now red handmarks on both cheeks, with the redness spreading out. That was now six.

		“Six enough?” Tony asked her.

		“No!”

		Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! He gave her another six. Lena’s bottom was red and wriggling, and all the more scrumptious for that.

		“That will do!” Crystal said laughing.

		She then started organising pairs of girls, but was interrupted by Lucy. She came up to the podium, though without glancing at Isabel, and said to Crystal,

		“I need Edward to spank some girls, straight away.”

		Crystal was taken aback and started to speak, but Lucy rapped out startlingly,

		“Just do it! I’ll justify it to Emily afterwards.”

		Crystal took refuge in asking everyone,

		“There’s a request that Edward spank a girl. Everyone agreed?” The audience didn’t understand of course and merely nodded.

		Edward spanked all the remaining girls except Crystal and Isabel themselves. At first they knelt and bent over the padded bar on the Tingler, and Edward spanked them with his hand. His excitement grew with each girl, and he spanked harder and harder, till the cries from the girls turned from pleasure to protest. Twice Crystal called out to restrain him, but he only mitigated it slightly. Every so often he paused and gazed lovingly at his handiwork, felt it thoroughly, then spanked on. Then he turned an ecstatic face to Crystal, wanting more. Crystal asked if a girl would bend over the full bar, and agree to the slipper. There was one volunteer. She bent over the bar, holding onto the lower bar with her hands. With his eyes blazing, Edward whacked with the slipper.

		Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! WHACK!

		He fell back in exhaustion. Lucy and Jenny took hold of him and laid him in the middle of the floor, where Lucy knelt above him. Jenny went over to the Tingler, and took the cane out of its stand. She waited, swishing it.

		Crystal returned to the podium. “And now,” she announced. “The climax!”

		Isabel took a deep breath. Crystal, helped by Tony, escorted her to the Tingler. She stepped onto the platform and stood facing the bar. She heard the sounds of the audience gathering behind her, to get a full-on view.

		A nudge, and she bent over. Murmurs started from the audience, a mixture of appreciation and incredulity. She took hold of the lower bar with its straps and cuffs. Jenny tied her hands to the lower bar with the cuffs, and her legs with the strap.

		She waited bent over, gazing down. Jenny inserted a cushion between her crotch and the padding on the bar, pushing her bottom outwards further, to emphasise it for everyone in the room. She heard Lucy and Edward talking, Lucy in a sort of wheedling voice, Edward mumbling some stuff. “Yes? Go on!” she heard Lucy say. She was getting information out of Edward, while she, Isabel, was the fall guy. Wasn’t there a saying for female spies, “Lie back and think of England!” Well she’d found a variant. “Bend over for Britain!” She might have laughed.

		WHACK!

		There was a moment’s numbness then terrific pain. A cry escaped her. A white hot vibrating stick had hurtled onto her bottom, only it wasn’t heat but a searing pain, setting in, pushing itself down through the skin, deep into her.

		She heard Edward mumbling again. Lucy called out, “Go on!”

		WHACK!

		“Maybe that’s enough,” Crystal said, sounding uneasy.

		“I’ll need at least two more,” Lucy replied. Her voice was hard as nails.

		There was a flash of light from somewhere at the back, and startled sounds from the audience. Isabel heard Jenny drop the cane and move away rapidly. There were words, then sounds of a scuffle.

		“Paula, what are you doing here?” Crystal cried out.

		There were two more flashes of light. Paula? That Paula of the last event and Peter’s Mauritian photoshoot. Isabel strained to look round but couldn’t; she was tied in position.

		The noise from the audience became louder, and people were running. At a guess they were running for their clothes first, then to get out of here. Above it Isabel heard obscenities in Lucy’s voice. Paula had unexpectedly broken into this place and was taking photographs, it seemed, and Lucy (and presumably Jenny) was not exactly pleased. There was another flash of light, the sound of blows being exchanged, more noise of people getting out, then silence.

		Was anyone now here? “Someone release me for fuck’s sake!” Isabel shouted.

		A moment passed, then hands on the bonds, releasing her. Crystal was still here, and good old Tony was also here and helping. Everyone else had gone.

		When they’d untied her, she tried to get up and walk, but it was difficult. They helped her over to a sofa, where she lay face down.

		“What was that all about?” she mumbled to Crystal and Tony.

		“I don’t know!” Crystal replied, bemused. “I don’t understand it at all.”

		Tony said in a significant tone, “It would be best not to ask.”

		They left her on the sofa, face down for the rest of the night. In the morning she was able, slowly and painfully, to get dressed. She went home mid-morning.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		The Grand Finale

		

		Her bend over for Britain was one high point (if you called it that) of the three month career of Sonia Tansey. It was exceeded only by her grand finale.

		First a pause was necessary. She could do no more stripping, posing or Emily events for a month because of the marks on her bottom. When she resumed, the end of the three month period was near.

		She never got the promised one-on-one with Lucy, of course, and would never do so now. Her use to Lucy was over, and she wouldn’t see her again. But she felt surprisingly little betrayal or bitterness; that would be simply inappropriate. Lucy was a dedicated intelligence agent, who was willing to take an awful lot as part of her job, and wasn’t likely to spare others the things she didn’t spare herself. She’d been willing to bend over and get the cane, as hard as it took, and must have prepared to do it a second time, before she found she could get someone else to do it for her. That was how these people operated. There was no cunning subterfuge – in fact they were ludicrously transparent – but that didn’t matter. They achieved results by spotting people they could manipulate. That was their job.

		The one person Isabel could run to for comfort was Travis, which she did next day. Or rather, Sonia ran to him. At the moment she was lying over his lap in their room at Flashman’s, and he was applying a soothing balm to her lashmarked rear. “Wow!” she cried, and wriggled as he touched her, but then, “Oh yes, that’s better.”

		“Hm,” Travis said, as if in judicial judgement. She could feel a quiver running through him though, suggesting he was laughing. But then he stooped and kissed her on her injuries, which was lovely despite the stinging. He rubbed her with more balm, kissed again long and lovingly, rubbed his face, applied more balm. “It’ll take a while to heal properly,” he said.

		“Hell, I’m booked to appear at that club Benediction again in a month’s time. I wonder if that’s long enough.”

		“You’ll feel comfortable by then I’m sure. Whether all marks will have gone is another matter.”

		“Thank God I only got two strokes before it was interrupted!”

		She turned over. He kissed her on her mound and bush, buried his face there, and they forgot all other things.

		She wanted this relationship to go on forever. But of course, this feeling brought on the worry. Soon enough the three months would be over, and Sonia would be no more. Isabel would have to take over. And it couldn’t be kept from him for ever that Sonia had been Isabel in disguise.

		Was it to push this thought away that they made love twice in a short time? She urged him on, crying out impatience, and he was soon inside her, tight, as tight as a man could ever be. They lay on their sides to avoid a weight on her, but otherwise it was as it ever was, the sensations overwhelming, the purple clouds and wild desire and the final explosion which all but blew them away.

		They continued with their tight embrace even after he’d withdrawn, lying together on their sides totally enwrapped.

		The second time was on their other sides, and just as ardently. After than they rested, but not for long.

		They sat up and looked at one another. Travis sat on the edge of the bed, and Isabel knelt behind him. No words were necessary.

		She leaned right over him, a thigh on each of his shoulders. Her crucial regions were before his face, and there, rearing up at her as her upper body descended over him, was his furious erection, which she took into her mouth. And as she did she felt his tongue go into her, and his hands, dry, warm and tender, explored her other regions, very gently here, but totally, all of her nether regions totally his, and the centre of his masculinity, totally hers.

		Wild desire reached climax, they cried, “Time!” and they coupled. They coupled for a fourth time as they reached morning.

		As Isabel stooped to put on her clothes, suddenly conscious of the marked rump she presented, Travis said,

		“I’ve an idea! Ask Patrick who disguised you, to see if he can hide the marks with his make-up stuff.”

		He said it as a joke. But then the idea seemed plausible – though asking Patrick felt embarrassing. “I’ll blush furiously all over!” Isabel said laughing.

		Travis agreed to phone and ask on her behalf.

		As they said goodbye, tight in each other’s arms, Isabel said,

		“I wish something could be done to go on seeing one another after my disguise period’s over.”

		“I’ve a feeling we will.”

		“You’re seeing another girl.”

		“I am and I’m not.”

		She leant back and looked at him. But she didn’t say anything.

		He said, “I’ve got a conviction it will be all right. Really.”

		Before they parted he asked her, “So what have you got booked, as soon as that delicious derrière allows?”

		“Another appearance at Benediction, another Emily orgy, though I’m not sure of the order of those two, and a joint strip with Eve. Oh, and there’s that strip for my ex-fiancé’s stag night of all things! But I’ll have to get out of that one.”

		As it turned out, all these events except the last were to be merged. As for the strip for David, it never materialised for its own reason. For next day Isabel was phoned by Lena, who said,

		“It’s off, sorry!” Her voice was heated. “We’ve broken it off!”

		“Oh! What –”

		“He was two-timing me! He was seeing other girls whenever he could. And not only seeing them, if you get my meaning.”

		Isabel didn’t point out that Lena herself had been going to orgies behind his back. This was the time to confine herself to sounds of sympathy.

		It was a pity it was off, in a way. If it hadn’t been too dodgy for security, she could have had some fun with this.

		The other things became one grand event. It started with a phone call from Emily. “I understand you’re stripping at Benediction,” she said, and gave the date. When Isabel said yes, she said,

		“That’s about the time I intend my next event. So I was thinking. Benediction hire out rooms for social events, so I could book a room there. You’d do your strip in the club, and my other people would be in the audience, and that would be the first part of my event. When you’d done your act, you and my other guests would leave and go to the room upstairs, you leading the way completely starkers, ha!”

		“Wouldn’t the other people in the club raise their eyebrows?”

		“Raise something! Marvellous publicity if they ask what’s going on! I don’t see the club objecting, it’s great publicity for them too. I bet it would give you a thrill too, a new dare eh? I’ve got to know you that much.”

		“Surely the club don’t want it known that orgies take place there?”

		“Oh, the authorities turn a blind eye, unless someone makes an issue of it. Then they’ll just deny knowing about it.”

		Emily went on,

		“You know Tony? Well Tony’s been doing more of his handyman stuff, and he’s keen to help with your Benediction strip. He’ll put a great big screen up on part of the stage, and then when you’re starkers he’ll use some apparatus he’s got to project huge images of your naughty bits while you pose. By the time you lead my guests off to the room they’ll have been looking at your crucial bits in absolute close-up, complete detail, and they’ll have their tongues out helplessly and the men’ll hardly be able to walk!”

		“Oh come on, that’s really crude. You don’t want me to do that do you?”

		“Well it’s for Benediction, it takes a fair bit to be unacceptable there. And it’s going to be your finale as a stripper isn’t it? Sonia’s last act.”

		“I’ll discuss it with Tony,” Isabel said. She could visit Debbie and Trish at the same time, she thought with an inward grin.

		She then asked Emily,

		“What do you want at the private event? No more caning, I’ll ask you that.”

		“The people who wanted it won’t be there. Lucy and her friend aren’t coming, and Edward can’t. You know he worked for an embassy? Well he’s been packed off home in disgrace, I don’t know why exactly.”

		Isabel reckoned that she, Isabel, did know why. Emily went on,

		“And Paula’s also been sent home.”

		“Paula? Was she a diplomat too?”

		“She was with the same embassy, but a much more junior role I understood.”

		Told to keep an eye on Edward, Isabel thought, and partially successful. But she’d been too busy on junkets herself.

		“Now, something else,” Emily said. “Yes, not finished yet! There’s going to be a new girl at the orgy called Sandra, who needs something special.”

		“Oh yes? What things does she want to do then?”

		“It’s not like that. She’s shy about sex, and our job is her gentle induction.”

		Isabel was incredulous. “Is this the way to do it? Surely a nice boyfriend –”

		“Oh she’s not a complete virgin. But she’s not very experienced either, and can’t get over drawing back from sex. So this is a case of slowly, sympathetically helping her realise the pleasure she can get, awaken things in her you could say.”

		“Well,” Isabel said. “I’ll try.”

		She now had a month to prepare for the event. The first thing was to cover the marks on her bottom. Travis had made the promised appointment with Patrick and Sammie for that. She went reluctantly, but it was the best thing she could think of.

		“This is the most unusual job I’ve ever had,” Patrick said. He and Sammie were straight faced, too straight faced. She’d put on her disguise hoping to reduce her embarrassment, though that was silly of course, since they’d seen her as Isabel and were the people who’d disguised her as Sonia.

		She followed them into the workroom, where they’d put a couch down ready for her. “Just human bodies to us darling,” Patrick said lightly as she looked at it. He added, “If you’d care to take off your clothes down to your bra and pants, and lie on your front.” Sammie gave a burst of her giggles at that point, unfortunately.

		Isabel undressed, leaving her clothes on a chair, went over to the couch and lay face down. “When you’re ready,” Patrick said. Isabel reached behind her, and pulled down her pants.

		There was a pause while they examined the marks. “We won’t ask what you’ve been doing,” Patrick said. “Does it feel healed enough for us to put our make-up on it? It might irritate the tissues otherwise.”

		“I think it’s all right by now,” Isabel replied.

		For the next few minutes they worked on her, sometimes speaking quietly to one another. They brushed her with a brush as if for face make-up, powdered her and brushed it off, and painted their coloration onto her. Eventually Patrick said,

		“That should hide it, if it’s a bit more healed when you need it. Have a look.”

		Isabel got up, helped by Sammie. She went over to a full-length mirror, turned her back and strained her head round. The marks were greatly faded, though not quite invisible.

		“For the meantime it’s best to take the make-up off, to let yourself get air in that region,” Patrick said. “I’ll show you how to apply it again when you need to.”

		Sammie fetched a hand mirror and held it in front of Isabel, so between the two mirrors all three of them examined and talked about her bottom. Patrick demonstrated how to apply his nether-disguise, then Sammie kindly washed down her bottom for her. Finally Patrick gave her a holder with all necessary make-up in it. She took her leave of them, avoiding their eyes.

		That evening she began rehearsing the Benediction act. There she was going to be pure Sonia. And Sonia was not embarrassed.

		She wondered whether to invite Travis to Benediction to watch. But she hesitated. If she did, would it feel right at the Emily event afterwards? However much he insisted he wasn’t jealous of Sonia, how could she do things with other people if he was there? (And might he do things with other girls if he was there?)

		As it happened the question didn’t arise. When she phoned him he said,

		“I can’t anyway. It’s the night before my show is opening.”

		“Oh yes of course! I’m going!” She bit the words back, but too late. She was going because he’d invited her. But as Isabel.

		“I’ll be far too psyched up. Anyway it’s rehearsals all day.”

		At least he didn’t seem to have noticed a give-away mistake.

		Some days later she was phoned by Eve Arnot, who said,

		“I know I’m due for another strip with you. I’ve heard how successful your Benediction act was. I appear there too sometimes. I’m willing to make it a double.”

		Once, a double with Eve was Isabel’s great ambition. Now her immediate feeling was that she didn’t want someone diluting her act. She wanted the audience’s attention on her, undiminished. She felt as Eve must have felt at Flashman’s.

		“Will I be planted in the audience again?”

		“Emily’s persuaded me to make it a full double, coming on together. It’ll work if we respect each other.”

		Surprised, Isabel said, “OK. I won’t try to upstage you, I promise.”

		They discussed how to arrange things. Eve would take Isabel’s clothes for her as she stripped, would strip herself. The posing after that would be Isabel on her own though. “Will you come on a second time for your own posing?” Isabel asked.

		“I’ll do a full act there on my own another time. I may go to the Emily event with you when you’ve finished. I’ve been once before and wasn’t going to go again. But since I’m there I might. If Emily will pay me something.”

		A week to go, and she rehearsed her act like mad. She went round to Debbie and Trish, where Debbie, being a stripper herself, watched as Isabel stripped and demonstrated. Tony came in and showed her the, er, erection he was building for her forthcoming ultimate revelations. He’d taken parts of his Tingler for it, in particular the double bar, to which he’d attached an electric motor. It was very reminiscent of the apparatus Lorien had used on her on the night of her induction into this period of her life. She would use the double bar to show the audience everything from the front and from the rear, leaning back or bending over. Tony would focus his lens on her crucial parts, and enlarged images would appear on a big screen on the stage.

		Isabel was still doubtful. “It’s a bit Peter Polykanov,” she said.

		“You can carry it off darling! You can. You’ve got the style and personality.”

		Everyone was congratulating her on being a superb performer! So Isabel was won round, and Tony and the girls helped her rehearse. After that it was only natural that their own clothes came off as well, they got down to some lovely activities, and Isabel didn’t leave till morning.

		The day arrived. She was at the club an hour early. Tony was there setting up his apparatus in a small room off the auditorium. The stage, previously a platform in the middle, was now against the wall, and the pole which had dominated it was gone. Watched by the manager, two bouncers where struggling with a huge screen and putting it down on a stand at the side of the stage, facing the audience.

		“Ah, good, good, great to see you!” the manager greeted her, every inch the manager greeting the star of the night and being honoured to do so. “Is this just right for you? We’ve changed the evening from Men Only to mixed, though we’ve emphasised that it’s Adult Only, obviously.”

		“My experience has been that women like it as much as men.”

		“Normally this would be Men Only. A lot of men feel that a girl taking her clothes off should only be for men. But this time is different, completely different.”

		People were arriving in droves. The place was packed to the rafters as the time approached, a slight preponderance of men but plenty of women. Isabel watched, keyed up. Raring to go! She was going to blow their minds!

		She could pick out the Emily group. Not all the faces were familiar, but there was Crystal, looking strangely nondescript for once, and there was Lena, and there were others around them whom she recognised. And that must be the new girl, shy Sandra, sitting between Crystal and Lena, glancing at them every so often as if for protection. She had short, dark hair in a halo round a pretty oval face, almost masculine in cut yet unmistakably on a girl. Her expression was something between wary and flabbergasted. She was obviously wondering what the hell she was doing here. Isabel understood. Sandra’s induction would be done with total sympathy and gentleness. But it was also going to be totally thorough.

		Isabel went backstage when Eve arrived and they waited while the preliminary singers (the same as last time she was here; they said hello) went through their act. Eve undressed, and put her topclothes on again with nothing beneath. Isabel remained as she was. They ran on stage together.

		Eve did the talking. She pointed to Isabel, laughed, and said,

		“Which of us is it? Need I say more?”

		Music struck up, and the audience was cheering from the start. Eve took her clothes as Isabel eased off her red dress, stood in her slip, lifted it off, put a leg on a chair and rolled down dark stockings. She did this at an unrushed pace, but she didn’t linger. Most of her act would be when she was nude.

		Her bra came off, and then her pants. Beneath her pants her G-string came in sight – she’d decided to use it tonight – nearly invisible at the back where the thin string went between her cheeks, but covering her mound in front. She faced the audience, changed the expression on her face to film star vamp, and gave them a preview, pulling down the string in front and holding it for several seconds. There was the inevitable roar and shouts of protest when she pulled it up again. She turned, bent over, lowered it and let it drop. She wiggled and swayed as it hit the floor.

		Eve picked up her clothes and ran backstage, while Isabel waited, intensely conscious of everyone’s eyes on her. Then there was a roar of applause, meaning Eve had reappeared, now herself completely nude.

		Tony came on stage, wheeling his apparatus in front of him. Isabel remained bent over while he set it up, and waited till Tony signalled by clapping his hands.

		She straightened, turned and ran over to the bar, mounted the platform, parted her legs and bent over it.

		The motor whirred and she was raised in the air. She bent over as hard as she could, her head right down the other side, her hands holding the lower bar. What she displayed was high and open, her parting horizontal to the audience, everything above and beneath, every detail was on show. The spotlight came on and focused on the intimacies she was flaunting. From the corner of her eye she saw the great enlargement on the screen. She could feel the tension between herself and the audience, the women gasping and the men writhing, their total immersion in the power which overwhelmed them from her body.

		“If you like what you’re seeing,’ Eve announced, “you may put out your tongues, ladies and gentlemen.” Tongues came out.

		The motor whirred, the bar descended, and she turned to front. She leaned back against the padded bar, held the lower bar, and was raised again. Up in the air she opened her legs completely, as wide as they could go. The spotlight focused on her ultimate revelation. She strained and raised her upper body, and the spotlight was briefly on her breasts, then the light dropped back to between her legs so she raised them upwards, so they saw beneath as well, everything at once. It all appeared in a huge image on the screen.

		There was a final clash of music. The bar descended and she stood there. The audience screamed, screamed and screamed for more. People rolled in their seats and some fell to the floor. Eve came up and hung a picture of an arrow round her shoulders, the arrow pointing down to between her legs.

		Isabel bowed, and prepared to leave the stage. The audience carried on screaming. The manager came on stage, followed by two members of his staff carrying bouquets. He held up his hands to speak, but couldn’t get sufficient silence, so eventually he gestured at the staff who presented the bouquets to Isabel. At a loss she curtsied, then stood holding the bouquets. She took a bow, another bow, and a third bow, as the noise got slightly less. Then something new caused a stir.

		Another nude girl had appeared in the auditorium – no, it was Eve again, down from the stage, and still in the nude – and was walking towards Emily’s group. A spotlight fastened on her as she gestured at them to follow her. She called out,

		“All those attending the Emily Anderson event, please follow Sonia and me.”

		Emily’s group stood up shakily. They gathered in the gangway and stumbled after Eve. Isabel left the stage and joined Lena and the girl next to her. Bouncers appeared and pushed back the audience to let them pass. One man got through and fell at Isabel’s feet, reaching out imploringly, and had to be dragged away.

		“You’re Sandra are you?” Isabel said to the girl.

		“Sandy, yes,” the girl said. She was deeply flushed in the face, and looked at Isabel with incredulity.

		“Follow us, and don’t worry,” Isabel said. “I can see how it feels to you at the moment, but my job is to make you comfortable with what’s happening.”

		She and Eve led the way. The press had been summoned and paparazzi appeared, and flashing lights followed the group as they mounted the staircase, Isabel and Eve swaying provocatively. They reached the first floor, and there ahead was the room marked out for them.

		The group went in and instantly tore their clothes off, all except Sandy who stood looking blank. “Hang on you lot!” Isabel began. They rushed towards her, and Isabel backed to the door. “Can I be first?” Lena at the front cried. Everyone else cried the same, “First with you! I want you!” All the men had pricks pointing furiously at her, and all the women had their tongues out. They continued to shout, “I want you!”

		Crystal and Eve set out to restore order. They stood in front of Isabel, clapped their hands repeatedly, and made it clear that nothing would happen till everyone quietened down. Then Crystal announced,

		“Sonia will choreograph you with her naughty bits, but only if you behave.”

		Isabel did her trick of pointing to people with her breasts, her mound, her slit and her bottom, while Crystal told them what to do. It risked someone rushing at her, but she was drunk with the power of her body. She had aroused their wild desire and continued to arouse it, and though they had to quench it with one another, it was the desire for Isabel that was being quenched.

		When everyone was busy she joined Crystal and Sandy. Sandy was nude at last, but she held a hand over her frontal mound, looking away and blushing. Isabel gently removed her hand for her. Fully revealed she was truly lovely, exactly the right mix of curvy and slender for any girl, with a jutting mound and dark curling pubic hair. “Would you like to go somewhere private?” she asked Sandy quietly.

		Sandy nodded. Isabel and Crystal called over Tony. Two girls and a man: that would be just right. They took Sandy out of the big room and found a small room next door, where they closed the door.

		Sandy knelt on the floor. Isabel held her, and stroked her upper back with her hand. “Tell me if this is all right,” she whispered in Sandy’s ear, and moved the hand down to Sandy’s bottom. Sandy nodded. Her body was warm, cool, soft, smooth-skinned, with warm firm breasts, a cooler soft bottom, and Isabel stroked her up and down. Very soon, Sandy rubbed her face against Isabel’s breasts.

		“Would you like to go further?” Isabel asked. “We’ll be slow and gentle.”

		“Just a little bit.”

		Isabel caressed Sandy’s mound. Its shape was the perfect V, smooth skin beneath soft hair, a tantalising slit going downwards. At the same time Crystal stooped and kissed her on the mouth. Isabel felt Sandy respond; her body stiffened, her front and back put pressure on Isabel’s hands, and Isabel sensed the lips of Sandy and Crystal parting as their kiss became intense. Sandy’s vertical posture went over to an angle as she pushed against Isabel’s pleasuring hands. Isabel took hold of her with both hands between her legs. “Oh!” Sandy cried.

		Then Isabel saw Sandy’s eyes open wide. Tony was kneeling in front of her, with his erection pointing towards her in silent offer.

		Isabel said quietly,

		“Have you ever had that in your mouth Sandy?”

		A pause, then Sandy whispered,

		“Do people really do that? I’ve heard of it, but I couldn’t believe it.”

		“Everyone does it, take my word for it.”

		“But it’s not meant to go there. You know where it’s meant to go.”

		“Humans have used their imagination. It’s what we humans do.”

		Isabel caressed Sandy on her crucial opening, and felt her hard lump form. She placed the side of her other hand into the parting in Sandy’s bottom. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” Sandy cried. She was silenced by Crystal putting her tongue in her mouth.

		Tony continued to offer his quivering manhood. Isabel murmured,

		“Every girl wants to do that you know. Whether they tell you or not, every girl wants that in her mouth from time to time. Every woman, even the most straight-laced, even the most respectable, underneath they all want it, even those you’d never believe it of them, they all need that in their mouth from time to time.”

		She let go of Sandy, and Crystal withdrew her mouth. Sandy fell forward and lay gasping. Isabel said,

		“And Sandy, have you ever had a tongue in the other place, not your mouth?”

		“A boyfriend wanted to. But I wouldn’t let him.”

		“Everyone does that too you know. If you do decide to take that part of Tony in your mouth, would you like to see what that’s like as well?”

		There was a pause. Then Sandy said,

		“Can I try taking it in just slightly?”

		Isabel said to Crystal, “Would you fetch a cushion and put it on the floor for Tony’s head?”

		Crystal left and returned with a cushion which she placed on the floor. Tony lay down facing upwards with his head on it. Isabel showed Sandy to kneel over him, looking down at the quivering cock rising up at her. No more instruction was needed.

		Sandy took Tony’s cock half way into her mouth, hesitated, took it further. Tony raised his head and put his tongue in her between her legs. He used his hands to fondle her bottom, massaging the cheeks then gently parting them, and he ran a gentle finger on the skin between. Cries came from Sandy. They were muffled but huge. Her whole body juddered, and she writhed convulsively.

		Isabel got up. “Would you continue to help when needed?” she asked Crystal. “I’ll see what’s happening next door.”

		She went back to the main room. Eve was standing over someone who was being pleasured by any number of people simultaneously. It looked like… yes, Lena, getting consolation for the breakup of her engagement, evidently. Elsewhere two pairs of girls were locked together rolling on the floor, and two girls were kneeling, joyfully awaiting hard pricks to slide up and down between the cheeks of their jutting bottoms, while two men stood behind them preparing to oblige. “I introduced that,” Isabel thought. “And the term for it, a plonk! There’s one legacy I’ve left.”

		Eve gave Isabel a look. “I haven’t done anything myself yet,” she said.

		“Oh!” Isabel exclaimed. “Neither have I!”

		Without ado they went into a clench and fell to the floor. Had it been only a few weeks ago that Isabel had been gazing with such longing at Eve as she watched her on the stage? Now having Eve was almost an afterthought. Not that she forgot the longing as they rolled over and over. First they faced the same way and their tongues were in each other’s mouths while their hands explored compulsively the things they had previously only seen, then they faced opposite ways as they locked in sixty-nine. As they climaxed, their cries joining with the shouts from Lena and her entourage, from the two pairs of girls and the two pairs who were plonking, Isabel knew that tonight was the grand finale of Sonia Tansey.

		They lay panting on the floor. When she could recover Isabel remarked,

		“It’s nearly over now. Too late to be your plant in the audience again.”

		“Yes, Larry Towers, aka Lorien le Touzel, will have to find me another volunteer. Not that he has any difficulty finding them.”

		“Larry Towers!” Isabel laughed. “I never did believe he was called Lorien le Touzel.”

		“He claims it is, but I believe his name’s Larry Towers. He makes his secret service work sounds big, but it’s just ridiculous, that’s why he takes satisfaction in creations like you.”

		“Secret service work?”

		“Didn’t he tell you? He’s usually too willing by half to tell people.”

		“He said he did special tasks… I thought it was just bullshit to pick me up!”

		“He procures girls for them, to seduce people with.”

		“Oh no!”

		“He nearly got the sack recently though. There’s this flat they use, all set up with a lot of specialised equipment for sex scenes and cameras to film what was happening. But he took a girl there for overnight, and left it all tatty. Just as they were about it use it, to blackmail someone obviously. They were furious with him.”

		Eve added,

		“You weren’t that girl were you?”

		“I think I may have been… Well yes, I suppose I was.”

		Isabel lay silent for a while. Then she got up and went to see what was happening with Sandy.

		She found Sandy kneeling up, with Tony’s cock between her cheeks from behind, and Crystal lying on the floor with her tongue in her between her legs. As Isabel watched Sandy cried,

		“I’m ready!”

		Tony withdrew from between her cheeks while Crystal rolled away. Sandy lay back on the floor with her legs wide, and Tony threw himself on top of her and entered her in the proper way.

		Crystal got up and said to Isabel,

		“How about you and me?”

		“If only to pass the time!” Isabel laughed.

		So Isabel and Crystal clenched together, rolled on the floor, and made much love until they climaxed.

		A while later Isabel went back to the main room, where she found people getting dressed. The evening was over. Everyone turned to her and showered her with congratulations. She had performed fantastically, and sparked off the most amazing passion and delight.

		Sandy and the others came in and also got dressed. Sandy’s face was flushed but her eyes were shining. She looked embarrassed for a moment when she caught Isabel’s eye, but then laughed happily.

		An idea came to Isabel. She said to Sandy, in Eve’s presence,

		“Eve here does a fantastic striptease act in clubs. How would you like to join her on the stage and strip?”

		Sandy was first flabbergasted. “What we’ve done here was private, well more or less. But going in front of audiences…!”

		“I know a disguise artist,” Isabel said. “He can make you unrecognisable. I’m in his disguise at this moment. You didn’t even realise I’m disguised did you? Without it you wouldn’t know me.”

		Sandy came up to her and looked at her, hard. “Oh,” she said.

		There was a pause. Sandy looked at Isabel, at Eve, then back to Isabel. “All right,” she then said.

		And so the world turns, Isabel thought. I’m retiring, and a successor will take my mantle. I can see Sandy becoming as successful as me with practice. She has the looks, the air and the grace.

		As the last people finished dressing, a man came into the room. “Oh hi Larry,” Eve said.

		Isabel gazed at him. He looked back, smiling. Surely… The manner was different to the commanding enigmatic style which had lodged in her mind, but it was the same features, the same build, surely the same face – at least, there was nothing she could say was different. Yes, it was Lorien le Touzel.

		But where was the fabulously attractive man of that previous encounter? The man who stood before her was quite ordinary. He was all right, he wasn’t bad, he’d have been good enough to end up snogging at a student party for instance. But where was the magnetic personality, the overwhelming sexuality? Where was the air of effortless mastery, backed by huge wealth and total self-confidence?

		Isabel then realised that she’d been in a bit of a peculiar mental state that evening when he’d picked her up.

		“Hello,” she said. “You won’t recognise me, but I’m the girl –”

		“Yes Sonia, I know,” he said. “I’ve been following my creation with great care.”

		“I can only thank you for giving me this amazing second life,” Isabel said.

		He leaned forward with a light in his eye. “I knew I could do it. I found the right person, and I knew the phenomenon I could create! You may be about to go, but what I created was real, and it will always have been real!”

		Isabel looked at him, perplexed. The only clue to understanding him was Eve’s words that his job was ridiculous, so he took his satisfaction from “creations”.

		“Besides,” he added. “It was my thanks for a memorable night.”

		She laughed. “Sorry to hear you got into trouble for it,” she said.

		“They were fussing about nothing,” he replied with dignity. “I left the place in perfect condition, it was nonsense to say I didn’t. They could have got on with what they planned if they’d chosen to.”

		Isabel asked, “It didn’t involve a diplomat called Edward did it?”

		“I am not at liberty to answer that question,” he replied.

		Right. It had all been part of the attempted blackmail of Edward.

		Before leaving Isabel wished Sandy a happy period in the next few months. She then thanked Eve, Crystal, and Lorien again, made a note to thank Emily, wished Lena goodbye, and Tony, and promised to phone Debbie and Trish. “It’s unlikely that we’ll meet again,” she said. “But I’ll never forget any of you.”

		When she got home she took off her disguise and put it away in a drawer.

		Next evening, as Isabel, she went as an invited guest to Travis’s opening night. It was everything she’d imagined. She was shown to one of the special seats in the auditorium, reserved for guests and celebrities, indeed with celebrities around her, for she recognised several well-known actors and performers. Isabel sat there, quiet, demure, too shy to speak to famous people at first, but they were around her as if friends of hers, and they did exchange words before the end.

		The show started with an incredible burst of music, and with lights dimmed in the auditorium and the blazing light on stage it seemed hard to believe that the performers were mere humans. Of course the intention was to enhance them, and it did; their personalities seemed overwhelming. When Travis came on and spoke, and then sang, he was truly larger than life. She followed everything, not that it would have mattered if she hadn’t. Travis was the centre of the world.

		When the show was over she was escorted backstage. There she found a strange mixture of triumph and chaos, people running to and fro and shouting things she didn’t understand. Travis rescued her. “You look bewildered,” he said.

		“I’m just overwhelmed. The atmosphere… But you were fantastic!” She flew into his arms. “The show’s fantastic, and to me you were the star!”

		There were reporters there, interviewing the cast. One said to Travis that he understood he was the one non-professional there. “You’d never believe it would you?” Isabel cried ecstatically. The chap agreed he wouldn’t. Another reporter said the same. Travis told them what he did for a living. “Remarkable!” they said.

		It was getting too much. Travis saw how she felt and said he felt the same. “Come home with me,” he said, and added. “If only for a while.”

		Isabel thought for a moment then said,

		“Come to my home this time. First time.”

		He looked at her. “Something’s changing.”

		“Yes. Something is.” She told him where she lived.

		They roared off on his motorbike, off across the Thames, through the inner suburbs and out for miles till they reached where Isabel lived. Travis parked the bike and they went up to the flat. They went into a clench the moment they were inside. It lasted a long time. Eventually they stumbled to the living room and sat down.

		They sat in sudden silence on the sofa. They were going to make love, they both knew it. Isabel broke the silence.

		“The time has come to tell you something,” she said.

		“Ah,” he said. “Is it that Sonia Tansey’s been laid to rest?”

		She gazed at him at length. Then she said,

		“You knew all along?”

		“Not all along. I cottoned on the second time you were Isabel. You asked in a very strange way if I’d succumbed to any temptations lately. Well it just sounded as if you knew about my night with Sonia. And your build was the same as Sonia, and your voice was similar to Sonia’s. And I knew that Sonia was someone in disguise. Then I realised.”

		“I thought at the time you were wondering if I was a call girl angling for a customer, for saying a leading thing to you like that.”

		“Did you? No, that wasn’t it at all.”

		“Why did you play along with me?”

		“I didn’t want to spoil your fun for three months. No honestly, I didn’t.” They both laughed. “I didn’t know how you’d take it if you knew I knew. So in the end I left it to you when you wanted to tell me.”

		“And I kept wanting to tell you. But I found it ever harder.”

		“We were going through our wild youth, the thing we’ll remember as a married couple.”

		“Yes.”

		At times during the night which followed they left the bed and wandered around in the flat. At one point Isabel went into the living room and pulled out the drawer where she’d put her disguise. Travis stood behind her with his arms round her, their naked bodies warm against each other. “Just looking,” she remarked, when Travis saw what it was. “It’s nostalgia already.”
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