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Chapter One
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STEPHANIE ANSWERED the phone with reluctance. Another minute and she would have been across the office and on her way home. She was tired. It had been a long day collating the latest market research on a new product range and she was desperate to get home, have a long bath and an early night. But her sense of conscientiousness would not allow her to walk away leaving the phone to ring.

'Stephanie Curtis?' The voice was cool, precise and very feminine. It was not a voice Stephanie recognised.

'Yes?'

'I'm Mr Devlin's driver. I have the car outside. He wondered if you might like a lift home.'

Stephanie's mind was racing. Devlin! She hadn't seen or heard from him for three months. She couldn't say she'd forgotten him - Devlin was not a man forgotten easily - but this message came out of the blue. Any misgivings she might have had were overcome immediately by the thought of not having to fight her way home on the tube.

'That would be very nice.'

'I'm parked outside. You'll recognise the car, won't you?'

She headed across the open-plan office too wrapped up in her own thoughts to acknowledge the goodnights of the two girls who remained. Stephanie had always attracted a lot of attention with the men in the office. Her long black hair, brandy eyes, fleshy mouth and her trim waist, complementing her firm breasts and long, lithe legs, made her an obvious target for male lust and fantasy. It was no surprise, then, when Dennis Andrews, a founder member of the lust brigade, leered at her in the lift all the way down the six floors to the foyer.

'Out on the raze tonight then, is it?' he drawled.

'No, Dennis. An early night.'

'I bet. Tucked up in bed...' He tried to make tuck sound like fuck.

'Give it a rest, Dennis.'

'You know I'll do anything you say, Stephanie. Given half a chance.'

'Don't tempt me.' Meaning she'd like to tell him to jump into a very large vat of boiling oil.

'Why not? You tempt me.'

Dennis held the main entrance door open for her. Parked outside the building on double yellow lines was a large Mercedes coupé so clean and highly polished that the building was perfectly reflected in every panel of the car. Standing by the passenger door was a tall, slim woman wearing a black suit and white blouse. The skirt of the suit was short and revealed most of her long, shapely legs. She wore black high heels, as shiny as the car, which accentuated her pinched ankles. Her blouse was tight, more like a leotard, and clearly revealed the outline of her large breasts, flattened slightly by the material. The suit was clearly meant to be a uniform, but a very expensive one.

As Stephanie walked towards the car, and the driver opened the passenger door for her, she could see it was empty. She had expected Devlin to be there, sitting in the car waiting for her. His absence made the invitation even more mysterious.

Dennis Andrews followed in Stephanie's wake, his mouth wide open. 'Goodnight then,' he said, perhaps hoping for a lift.

Stephanie got in without replying. The driver closed the passenger door behind her and looked at Dennis.

'Goodnight, sir,' she said, turning to walk around to the driver's door. Dennis's mouth remained open as the car pulled effortlessly into the traffic.

'The office bore,' Stephanie explained.

'There's always one.' The woman drove precisely, with the minimum of effort. Stephanie remembered the way the car felt, silent, with not the slightest vibration - instantly soothing despite the snarling traffic outside. 'My name's Venetia.' She had obviously been given Stephanie's address, as she appeared not to be waiting for directions.

Stephanie relaxed into the big leather seat of the car, determined to appear cool. She watched Venetia drive. The skirt of the uniform had ridden up to display all of her thighs. She was wearing black tights, very sheer and shiny, and Stephanie could see her muscles flex in her right leg as it dabbed on the brake pedal or darted to the accelerator. The left leg remained passive. They were magnificent legs and Stephanie had to admit that Venetia had the body and the face to match.

'How long have you been working for Mr Devlin?'

'A year.'

'Where is he?'

'I'm not sure. He phoned and asked me to give you this.' Venetia reached over to the glove compartment and flicked it open. The light inside revealed a thick white envelope attached to a stem of orchids. Stephanie took the orchids out. They were a wonderful combination of yellow and white with a slash of crimson.

'They're beautiful.'

'Home grown.'

'Really?'

'Not by Devlin. But his gardener's very keen.'

'Must have a big greenhouse.'

'No, they're flown in.' She volunteered no further information and Stephanie didn't ask.

The envelope was not sealed. Inside it was a handwritten note. 'I've been thinking about you, my dear. A lot. Please accept this invitation. Devlin.' Stephanie searched the envelope but there was nothing else with the card.

'Is that it?'

'No. The rest is in the boot.'

'What rest?'

'You'll see.' Venetia said it with a smile, her tongue darting between her lips. There was clearly no point in enquiring further.

The rest of the journey was spent in silence. The car was so quiet Stephanie could hear the rasp of nylon against nylon as Venetia moved her legs to drive the car. Stephanie rested her head on the head restraint of the seat and closed her eyes. She remembered the night with Devlin, his huge ugly features, his banana-sized fingers, his cock, gnarled and veined, so big she had not been able to fit it all into her cunt. A shiver of pleasure ran through her body as she thought of him and that night and what he had done to her. She opened her eyes and looked at Venetia. What was her relationship with her employer? She could not believe, looking at her as she drove, that it did not involve sex.

––––––––
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SHE DIRECTED VENETIA to her front door. The power-steering made the parking easy. Before Stephanie realised what was happening Venetia was out of the car and opening the passenger door. It gave her a strange feeling to be waited on like this but it was not a feeling she disliked.

Venetia opened the boot of the car. Inside was a large leather suitcase. Stephanie recognised it from an advert in Harper's - Louis Vuitton, sculpted leather.

'I'll take it up for you.' It was not a question. Venetia took the case out of the boot and followed Stephanie to her front door. The case was obviously heavy but she carried it without apparent effort even up the flight of stairs to Stephanie's first-floor flat.

'Now you can open it.' Inside she lay the case on Stephanie's dining table and handed her the keys in a little suede pouch. She was obviously acting under strict instructions.

Stephanie did not want to appear over anxious. 'Would you like a drink?'

'Yes, some wine would be nice,' Venetia said without hesitating, almost as though this were part of the instructions, too.

'Red or white? The white is better.'

'White then. May I sit down?'

'Of course.'

Stephanie went into the kitchen. Fortunately she always kept a bottle of Chablis in the fridge. She opened it absent-mindedly, wondering what on earth Devlin had planned for her.

She handed Venetia the glass and took a sip from her own. Then she unlocked the suitcase. Venetia did not look up as Stephanie flipped the lid back. She knew what was inside or so it appeared.

The case was full of clothes. On top two swimsuits, one a practical two-piece, the other a glamorous creation of spangles and lurex that could never be exposed to water. There were two silk evening dresses, cut to reveal more than they covered, a day dress of fine cotton, three pairs of shoes, and a mass of underwear, suspender belts, matching French knickers, bikini briefs, soft and underwired bras. Three sets in all, all silk; all in the most perfect taste - classy and elegant - and all, Stephanie knew, expensive. Everything in the case was by a top designer, everything the right size, everything the right style for her.

'Did you choose these?'

'No, Devlin always chooses.' Venetia's response begged the question. She dropped the 'Mister'. And what did she mean by 'always'? He did this all the time?

'I can't accept this.'

As she said it she saw a map tucked into one of the satin pockets of the case. It was a map of Italy with a thick felt-penned circle around Lake Trasimeno.

'Devlin wanted to make sure you have everything you need. It's hot there at this time of the year.' Under the circle was scrawled in the same handwriting as the note in the car: 'Friday at six till Monday at nine.'

'I'm to pick you up at the office.'

'To go to Italy for the weekend?' Stephanie knew she had not managed to keep the incredulity out of her voice.

'In Devlin's plane. We'll be there by nine, traffic control permitting.'

'I need another drink.' What Stephanie actually needed was time to think. She went into the kitchen and closed the door behind her. Venetia said nothing and remained sitting passively on the sofa.

Stephanie knew Devlin was rich but she had no idea he had this sort of wealth. Private planes, suitcases full of clothes that probably cost as much as she earned in a year; leggy chauffeurs. She knew Devlin had wanted her sexually but she had not imagined she had made this kind of an impact on him. Or perhaps she hadn't. Perhaps this was just a regular event in his life, a rich man's game. Some men collected cars, or antique furniture: Devlin collected women. Had them delivered to him on a metaphorical plate.

As this thought occurred to her Stephanie knew it did not matter. She didn't mind if she was one of ten, one of a hundred. She felt flattered, she felt special, and that was quite enough for her. She also had to admit that sexually the thought of Devlin was exciting.

She walked back into the living room. 'I accept,' she said simply, looking into Venetia's eyes for any reaction.

'Good,' she said without the slightest flicker of interest. 'Have you been to this lake?'

'Yes.'

'Sounds exotic.'

'It's a castle. Used to belong to one of the Italian noble families. It even has its own vineyard. Devlin's done a lot of work on it. It's very comfortable. Very secluded.' Suddenly Venetia smiled. 'Very thrilling.'

Of course it was thrilling to be flown to a castle on a lake in Italy but Stephanie knew at once that was not what Venetia meant. The word 'thrilling' seemed to hang in the air between them. She looked again at Venetia sitting back on the sofa, calm and confident, her legs crossed. Venetia met her eyes and for a long moment they looked at each other. Venetia slowly and deliberately uncrossed her legs. Stephanie watched as she did so. The black skirt covered nothing and Stephanie was sure she could see through the sheer nylon, under the seam that ran up between her legs, a thatch of pubic hair. Venetia parted her legs slightly as if to give Stephanie a better view.

'Devlin was right. You are a beautiful woman,' Venetia said, making no effort to recross her legs.

'So are you.' Stephanie could feel her heart racing, her breathing getting shallow. Venetia knew where her eyes were fixed, knew it and liked it. Months before Stephanie had had sex with a woman for the first time. It had brought her to new heights of sexual awareness but, strangely perhaps, she had not repeated the experience since then, nor had she wanted to. Until now.

'Do you mind if I take off my jacket?' Venetia said as if reading Stephanie's mind. She stood up and peeled off the black jacket of her suit. Her white blouse was cut to reveal her arms and shoulders and in profile Stephanie could see the sides of her breasts straining to escape the tight garment. Without asking or hesitating Venetia pulled the blouse over her head. She stood in front of Stephanie, feet apart, her large breasts still quivering with the movement, a challenge in her eyes.

Stephanie stood up and touched Venetia's cheek with the back of her hand. She was wearing a shirt-waister dress buttoned down the front and Venetia responded to the touch by undoing the three buttons of the dress above the waist. She slipped her hand inside the dress, found the top of Stephanie's bra and moved her hand until her fingers rested on Stephanie's nipple. She squeezed it quite hard and Stephanie moaned. In a moment Stephanie knew Venetia was going to kiss her, kiss her full on the mouth and embrace her. The idea made Stephanie flush with excitement.

Venetia had unbuttoned the dress completely now and eased it off Stephanie's shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Stephanie made no attempt to stop it. She stood in bra, knickers and tights, her underwear practical white cotton.

'Where's the bedroom?'

Stephanie nodded towards the bedroom door. Venetia picked up her blouse and jacket and walked through the door, shutting it after her.

Stephanie looked at the table, the suitcase and all the clothes strewn around. Almost without thinking she stripped off her cotton underwear and tights. In the case she had seen a dark blue teddy in the finest silk. She stepped into it and pulled it up over her body. The crotch-piece was unbuttoned and she bent to do it up. As she found the poppers her fingers touched against the lips of her cunt.

She could feel her heat. She dipped a finger between the lips and was not at all surprised to find a thick wetness there.

She glanced at herself in the mirror, transformed now by the expensive teddy. Cut high on the hips, low on the breasts, it clung to her body, making her look somehow more naked than nakedness itself. She remembered the last time she had been with a woman. Though the circumstances were very different, the excitement she felt was the same. Last time Martin had been there. Now, as she walked into the bedroom, she was on her own.

Venetia was naked lying on the bedsheet, the counterpane stripped back. Up until now her fair hair had been tightly held in the chignon at the back of her head. Now it was free, long and flowing, looking blonder than it had before. Her pubic hair was blonde too, but very sparse, and her labia were clearly exposed as she lay, legs sprawled open.

Stephanie sat on the side of the bed. Immediately Venetia pulled her down; falling on top of her like a hungry wolf eager to eat its prey. Her tongue pushed into Stephanie's mouth while her hand groped for her breast under the blue silk. Stephanie responded, kissing Venetia back hard, squirming against her mouth as she sent her hand first to find Venetia's breast, then moved it down to her cunt. Her fingers ran through the wispy pubic hair to find Venetia's hard clitoris. Venetia moaned as Stephanie's finger found the target and pushed and pulled on the delicate knob of flesh, but she did not break away from the kiss. Instead she drove her tongue deeper into Stephanie's mouth, while her hand pinched at the erect nipple under the teddy.

Stephanie had found a rhythm now. She pressed Venetia's clitoris hard against the pubic bone; then pulled it upwards, then down again. She loved the feeling of touching clitoris and cunt, of feeling a soft yielding body pressed next to her own. Venetia's grip on her nipple relaxed and she broke away from the kiss, hugging Stephanie instead as she concentrated on her own passion. Stephanie worked harder, faster as she felt Venetia's body contract around her, felt all her muscles and nerve centre on that little knot of feeling which she was manipulating. Venetia was moaning continuously now, almost forming words ('Do it, do it, do it') until finally her whole body arched up from the bed and she screamed as her orgasm crashed through her body.

Venetia did not wait for her orgasm to subside. Her hand went down between Stephanie's legs, clawing at the poppers of the teddy. She tore them free but did not wait while Stephanie started to pull the garment off; instead she plunged her head down into the thick black hair of Stephanie's crotch and found her clitoris with her hot tongue. As soon as she was free of the teddy Stephanie lay back on the bed again feeling Venetia's tongue probing her cunt. It left her clitoris and licked all the way down to her arse. For a second it flicked the rosebud of her arse, pushing for admittance, before moving up to her cunt and inserting itself there, as far in as it would go. Then back to the clitoris again, licking it hard, licking it like an ice cream. Back down again, down to her arse, this time getting into it a fraction, then cunt, then clitoris again, the complete cycle. It was driving Stephanie wild. She had never had a man do this to her.

Venetia was kneeling beside her and Stephanie opened her eyes to watch this beautiful woman's body as it worked on her. Her long hair bobbed and weaved as her head moved, her long legs tucked under her, the roundness of her buttocks curving into the long arch of her strong slim back.

Venetia concentrated on the clitoris now, licking and flicking at it alternately with her tongue. At the same time she plunged, hard and fast, two fingers into the depths of Stephanie's cunt, making Stephanie moan. The fingers went in and out like a cock, establishing a pattern with the movement of the tongue. Stephanie felt her orgasm beginning, the first signs were always the same, like the first notes of a symphony known by heart. She knew it would build, rise, rest on a plateau, rise again and finally swamp her. She knew she could hold it back deliciously for a while, holding it at bay with some little mental trick, though enjoying the pleasure of it being there. Then she would give in to it as she did now. Take all the mental brakes off and let it pick up full speed until it careered downhill out of control, until it destroyed any sensation but itself.

Stephanie sat up and pulled Venetia up too. She took her cheeks between her hands and kissed her mouth; not just kissed but licked it, licked up all her own juices, savouring them like some expensive delicacy. Venetia did not stop her. She let her lick around her mouth as well as in it. Venetia liked to do this too. It was exciting to taste yourself on the mouth of another. Her chance would come.

As if reading her mind Stephanie broke away from Venetia's mouth and trailed the kiss down her body until she reached her breasts. She took one nipple in her hand and the other in her mouth. She sucked it, squeezed it hard between her teeth, pulled it away from the breast with her teeth, imitating each action of her mouth on one breast with her hand on the other. Each bite, each tug, made Venetia let out a little cry of mock pain. She let herself slide back to lay on the bed. Then Stephanie left her breasts and licked her navel. She looked down at Venetia's sparsely haired pubis, only inches away now. It was only the second time Stephanie had ever touched or licked another woman. She was still excited, still hot, still wet and still breathing in the way only sexual fever can induce. Her lips were on Venetia's nether lips now. At first she kissed them just as though they were a mouth, darting her tongue out between her lips to find the clitoris, then back in again as though experimenting with a French kiss for the first time. Then she probed deeper with her tongue trying to get it deep into Venetia's cunt.

As she did this she felt Venetia pulling at her ankle, so she would open her legs and allow Venetia to get her face under her body and up between her legs. She cooperated in the movement until she suddenly felt Venetia's hot mouth clamp itself on to her still wet cunt.

They were the perfect combination, in perfect harmony. Every movement of tongue on clitoris, tongue on cunt, mirrored and matched. Stephanie moved her mouth to bite playfully on Venetia's thigh; Venetia did the same. They could feel each other perfectly. They could feel their erect nipples pressed against each other's navels; their soft, smooth flesh so close the two bodies seemed to become one. Venetia's orgasm started first, making her pant for breath as she tried to keep her mouth locked on Stephanie's cunt despite the waves of feeling coursing through her. And this extra heat from Venetia's mouth made Stephanie come too, making their breath harder and hotter, setting up a chain reaction as they came together, feeling the other's orgasm as much as each felt her own, a shattering double orgasm wrenching through every nerve, every sense of body and mind.

Venetia rolled Stephanie over and kissed her mouth, determined not to miss that pleasure. Her juices tasted sweet on the mouth of this stranger, on the mouth of Devlin's woman. The thought of Devlin sent a shudder through Venetia. It was a shudder of pleasure certainly but there was an element of pain too. She had not been told what Stephanie meant to Devlin or what their relationship had been. But she knew what was going to happen now, knew it better than anyone. She had been through it herself. Through it and out the other side. An experience she would never forget. Now she was Devlin's faithful messenger, performing her tasks to the letter as she was obliged to do. Now it was Stephanie's turn.
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Chapter Two
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AT PRECISELY TEN MINUTES to six on Friday the telephone on Stephanie's desk rang. The receptionist, obviously highly amused by the situation, judging by her suppressed giggles, informed Stephanie that a car was waiting for her. Stephanie picked up the case, which had been standing by her desk all day attracting admiring comments from those in the know, and headed downstairs. The last hour had seemed interminable. Now at last she was off.

Outside a surprise awaited her. Parked in front of the building was not the Mercedes coupé but one of the largest black stretch Cadillacs Stephanie had ever seen. Standing by the passenger door was not the trim figure of Venetia, but a tall, powerful-looking man in grey chauffeur's uniform and cap. As she approached he took the case from her hand and opened the large rear door to the car.

'Good evening, madam,' he said formally.

'Good evening.' Stephanie got into the huge interior of the Cadillac and settled down into the deep leather seat. The chauffeur, having deposited the case in the boot, got into the car and immediately pressed a control button to wind up the division between the passenger compartment and the driver. Obviously talking to the driver was not to be encouraged.

In the back Stephanie looked around the car. It had everything. Built into a panel on each side of the backseat were controls for radio, air conditioning, windows and electric seat adjustment. On one side, at the back of the driver's seat, was a built-in cocktail cabinet, and on the other, a unit containing a television and video recorder - all this in highly polished walnut. There was a telephone mounted on each side of the car. The carpet was deep-pile pure wool. The suspension of the car matched the interior comfort; it seemed to glide over the road as though suspended on a cushion of air.

Suddenly the television came to life and she saw the video recorder begin to turn too. A picture appeared on the set. It was Devlin.

'Sorry I can't be with you in person. Business, I'm afraid. But I'll be waiting for you at the lake. I'm so glad you could join me. Enjoy the champagne.' The picture went blank and the recorder and television were turned off, presumably by the driver.

Stephanie saw that there was a well at the side of the cocktail cabinet which held a silver wine cooler with a bottle of Louis Roederer Crystal champagne and a champagne flute all swathed in ice. Well, she thought, might as well enjoy myself. She popped the cork and poured herself a glass. Then she sat back, sipped at the delicious wine and watched the people of the street fighting their way home. She could see them perfectly through the windows of the car but they could not see her as the windows were blacked out on the outside. Occasionally at a traffic light she would see some curious passer-by trying to look in to see who on earth the big car contained. A film star, a politician, a tennis player? Stephanie sat back in the plush seat and enjoyed it. This was certainly a new experience.

She was wearing Devlin's clothes. The practical cotton dress, ideal for travel - designed by Yves Saint Laurent, she had seen on the label. And the luxurious cream silk underwear - a soft-cup bra, bikini knickers and a suspender belt. She was wearing very sheer cream stockings. As there had been no tights in the suitcase she imagined Devlin had a preference for stockings and given what was happening to her at the moment she was only too happy to oblige. In fact she had packed almost nothing of her own. Venetia had been right: the case contained every prerequisite for a weekend, right down to a toothbrush. Devlin had thought of everything. She had packed a little jewellery. There had been none in the case, for which she was grateful. That would have been too much. And yesterday she had gone shopping and purchased something she hoped Devlin would appreciate.

So where was Venetia? Stephanie had expected her to be there tonight to pick her up. She had to admit she was disappointed not to see her. Finding the control in the side panel by the seat she pressed the button to wind down the window between her and the driver.

'Where's Mr Devlin's chauffeur?'

'I'm Mr Devlin's chauffeur, madam,' he replied frostily.

'Where's Venetia, then?' she persisted.

'I don't know, madam.'

Stephanie hesitated, questions crowding into her mind. But she decided she would play Devlin's game, and pressed the control button in the opposite direction, watching as the glass panel whirred back up into position.

Would Venetia be at the lake? Or was it just going to be Devlin? If she was absolutely honest with herself, she didn't really care. If Devlin's intentions had been to sweep her off her feet, make her careless of what was going to happen to her, he had succeeded completely. In her affair with Martin she had allowed herself to be taken to new levels of sexual awareness. Whether this weekend with Devlin would produce equally new experiences she had no idea. But her affair with Martin had taught her to be open-minded and not to shy away from the unknown. She sipped at the vintage champagne, then refilled her glass. One thing was for sure: this was definitely the way to travel.

––––––––
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THE CAR PULLED THROUGH the gates of a private airfield. Stephanie watched as it drove up to a series of prefabricated buildings. The chauffeur stopped the car and came round to open the passenger door.

'You'll need your passport, madam,' he said. A uniformed officer had come out of one of the buildings, clipboard in hand. He quickly examined the passport Stephanie produced, made a note on his clipboard, and smiled.

'All in order. Have a good trip, miss,' he said, handing her back the passport.

Back in the Cadillac the chauffeur drove around the buildings to a line of hangars. Parked outside one of them was a white Learjet, obviously being readied for take-off, its landing steps extended from the passenger compartment. The chauffeur drove right up to the steps. From the plane a Malaysian woman wearing a tight, white rough silk Kheong-Sam high to the neck but split to well above the knee, came down. Her thick black hair was cut short and parted in the middle, a style which perfectly suited her round face and green jade eyes. She opened the car door for Stephanie.

'Good evening, madam. I'm Susie, your flight attendant this evening.' She smiled. The chauffeur had taken the suitcase from the boot and put it aboard the plane. 'Have a good flight, madam,' he said, touching his hand to his cap in what passed for a salute.

'Thank you.'

'This way, madam,' Susie said, leading the way up the steps and into the main cabin of the plane.

If the inside of the Cadillac had been luxurious, the inside of the plane was palatial. In the main cabin there was a cocktail bar, comfortable sofas, leather armchairs and a dining table with four chairs, all upholstered in the finest materials - wild silk, the softest leather, burr walnut.

'We will be taking off in four minutes, madam. If you would please choose your seat and fasten your seatbelt.'

Stephanie chose one of the leather chairs. She could hear the noise of the engines increase but the interior of the cabin was still remarkably quiet.

'Can I get you a drink before take off?'

Stephanie refused. She had already drunk most of the bottle of champagne on the drive and did not wish to arrive in Italy the worse for wear. That is not what Devlin would want. But she did order Perrier, which was brought at once in a tall glass with ice and lemon. Then Susie disappeared into the forward cabin.

Stephanie felt the plane moving and moments later, with no queuing for runway slots as in a commercial airport, the engines roared and they were airborne, turning immediately to head south, the whole of London spread out beneath them.

Susie returned as soon as the plane had levelled out. 'It is perfectly all right to remove your seatbelt now, madam.'

'How long is the flight?'

'One hour and ten minutes.'

'Am I the only passenger?' For a second Stephanie saw that Susie hesitated before answering the question.

'Some cargo,' she said, not looking Stephanie in the eyes.

After showing her the call buttons should there be anything she required, she disappeared into the forward cabin again.

Intrigued at Susie's response, Stephanie roamed the cabin enjoying the feeling of being able to walk freely about in a plane. She looked out the windows on the other side of the cabin. It was still light outside and she could pick out details of buildings on the ground below. Her feeling of excitement had not decreased since the moment she had stepped into the car. She had never been in a private plane before. It was quite an experience, she decided, something she could easily get used to.

At the end of the main cabin was a door in the bulkhead. Ever-curious, Stephanie tried it and found it was locked. But there on the floor in front of the door was a small brass key.

Stephanie picked it up and fitted it into the lock of the door. For a second she hesitated. If it were locked it must be locked for a reason. Then curiosity overcame caution - as it so often had with her - and she turned the key and opened the door.

The cabin beyond was dark. From the light flooding in from the main cabin it appeared to be an empty space stacked with a few wooden crates.

Stephanie found a switch and lights came on. Then she saw why Susie had hesitated.

There was another passenger.

On the bulkhead wall next to the door a man was strapped. He was spreadeagled against the wall and fastened to it with heavily padded leather straps at his wrists and ankles. He was completely naked, but his face was covered with what looked like a carnival mask. It had small holes behind which Stephanie could see the man's blue eyes moving rapidly, trying to see what was going on, but there was no mouthpiece and as she looked closer she could see that behind the mask a gag was strapped tightly into the man's mouth.

For a moment she thought she'd better leave, turn the lights off again and go back to the main cabin: pretend she had never seen the 'cargo'. But the feelings this apparition had aroused in her were too strong. It was like a magnet pulling her forward, impossible to resist.

The man's body was good, well muscled and firm. Closing the door Stephanie stood in front of him, looking into his eyes through the small holes in the mask. As she did his penis stirred. He was getting an erection. Tentatively at first she ran her hand down his chest as far as his waist, then up again. There was nothing he could do to stop her. She could do anything she wanted with him. The idea made her feel instantly hot. She could feel her cunt beginning to cream, or was that her imagination? She circled the man's cock lightly with her hand and it sprung to full erection. The man moaned through the gag. It sounded as though he was trying to say 'please' but she could not tell for sure. She trailed her other hand across his chest again, then pinched at one of his nipples. He moaned again. She pinched alternatively and saw his penis swell each time she did so.

She could feel her knickers clinging to her now, hot and damp. It was not her imagination. She hitched up her skirt and pulled her knickers down over her stockings. The man's eyes tried to follow her movements as far as his restricted vision would allow. Stephanie's excitement was beginning to supersede any other feeling. She did not care what happened. No doubt the champagne she had consumed emboldened her. This whole trip was so bizarre, so extraordinary she could only follow her instincts. There would be time for regret later. Now she wanted an orgasm. She wanted to take this man.

Kneeling in front of the man she used her hand on her clitoris, then pushed two fingers into her cunt. There was no resistance. The feelings of excitement she had experienced in her mind had been perfectly communicated to her body and her cunt was already wet. As she was only inches from it anyway, she opened her mouth and sucked his cock in, producing another, louder moan. His cock was hot and very hard. She ran her tongue around the tip then took her mouth away and licked instead his big hairy balls.

This was like a fantasy, like the games she'd played with Martin. The helpless man, his cock hard and available for her pleasure. Her fingers weren't big enough to satisfy her. She needed cock in her, his cock. Pulling her skirt up over her waist she held his cock in one hand down between her legs and pushed her backside into his navel. It was not the ideal position but it would just work. She guided the cock between the lips of her cunt then bent forward to increase the angle. Yes, it was beginning to push between her labia and into her. She could feel all her juices running over him. She pushed back further and then he was home, a good few inches into her, and she gasped at his heat. It was as though his cock were on fire. She started to fuck him by pushing her backside up and down on him while she wanked her clitoris. He was moaning regularly now what sounded like 'thank you, thank you.'

'No!' Susie stood in the doorway. 'You must not.' With a strength that belied her fragile appearance she pushed Stephanie forward and off the man's cock.

'How dare you!' Stephanie was furious at the interruption.

'He's on punishment. It is not allowed.'

Stephanie stared into the cold, angry eyes of the Malaysian woman. For a second neither woman moved.

'I want him.'

'It is not allowed for him to come.' Stephanie was too aroused and too excited to leave it at that. Then she realised she had a trump card to play.

'Devlin told you I was to have everything I wanted, didn't he?'

'Yes.' A look of uncertainty entered Susie's eyes.

'Yes, madam.' Stephanie corrected.

'Yes, madam,' Susie repeated obediently.

'Everything I wanted?'

'Yes, madam, but...'

'I am telling you I want this. Now.' Without waiting for a response Stephanie pulled off her dress. She reached behind her back to unclip her bra, then stopped. She was beginning to realise she had a certain power. 'Undo this for me.'

Susie hesitated then moved forward and unclipped the bra. Stephanie did nothing. 'Well take it off me then,' she ordered testily.

Susie obeyed, leaving Stephanie standing in the cabin in her dark grey suspender belt, sheer cream stockings and high heels.
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