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JACKIE SAT BY THE LOUNGE window watching the snow fall from the heavy, grey sky. It had been snowing when she'd moved into her small flat, almost a year ago to the day. No doubt it will be snowing a year from now, she speculated, following a particularly large flake on its downward journey to the ground.

One winter was much the same as any other - the snow only appeared to be deeper when she was a small child. The summers didn't really change, either. They just seemed hotter and longer in those carefree days.

Contemplating her life and the experiences it had thrown at her, Jackie remembered school, her first day at work, her first boyfriend - her first sexual encounter. Summers and winters had passed bringing nothing more than normality. Years of mundane but probably necessary experiences that, it seemed, had all been part of the growing pains of life.

She smiled as she remembered the day she'd discovered masturbation. Her sheltered upbringing had taught her little of relationships, love - sex. In the warmth of her familiar bed her wandering hands had settled in the soft lips between her legs and moved instinctively, slowly and rhythmically round and round her stiffening nodule.

Her first ever orgasm had come quickly, like a bolt out of the blue, rocking her young body with frightening waves of unknown ecstasy. The exquisite, marauding sensations had caused her to cry out in pained delight. Thereafter she'd spend guilty nights between the sheets, secretly enticing pleasure from her clitoris.

After a while though she'd curbed the compulsion to touch herself. It was evil, sinful, she'd been told by a nun at the convent who'd caught her alone in the shower exploring her womanhood. The words had haunted her, destroying the illicit self-love, the delightful rewards her caresses had brought to her body.

The years passed and Jackie met Ian, the first of her only two serious relationships. She fell desperately in love with him and lost her virginity. With no sexual experience, she could only lie back passively and allow Ian's penis to penetrate her.

It had been painful at first, but she soon learned to make the appropriate noises, even though her satisfaction came only from the closeness of the coupling. She had thought their lovemaking acceptable - nothing wild but warm, secure and wonderfully together.

But, she soon discovered, it hadn't been enough.

Cruelly, Ian informed her that her friend, Helen, could give him what he wanted in bed. Unlike Jackie, Helen was a real woman.

The second man, Brian, had sworn her his undying love and pleaded that she prove her love for him by surrendering her body. In her naivety, she agreed. One afternoon in a secluded woodland clearing she spread herself out under the hot summer sun in readiness for love.

Lowering her panties, Brain had brushed her curls aside and used his tongue to explore the intimacy between her soft cushions of flesh. She'd been revolted and pushed him away - it was dirty.

But using his charm, he talked her round and slid his tongue into her tight hole. She cried quietly as he licked and sucked between her legs, murmuring in the form of obscenities what he liked doing to her. She felt no arousal, no gratification - just disgust.

Jackie had despised Brian for the depraved satisfaction he seemed to gain from sucking her inner lips and pushing his tongue, rather than his penis, into her body. Was this love? He was abnormal, she'd told herself. But she despised herself more than him for her abnormality. She should have enjoyed oral sex, a man's hot tongue stirring in her sanctum. From somewhere, deep within her, she knew that.

The inner conflict had raged as the months passed. She tortured herself with suspicions that a real woman would have craved Brian's attentions. Maybe her days of masturbation had somehow twisted her mind? Perhaps the nuns had been right and her punishment was the inability to enjoy the delights of her body.

She'd loved Brian and endured his perverse ways in return for his love. But there were boundaries that she wouldn't cross. She stopped short of taking his penis in her mouth - protesting wildly at his suggestion, she pleaded with him to get psychiatric help. Retaliating, he told her that she was frigid - mental.

After eighteen months Jackie ended the relationship, not because of the pressure Brian had exerted on her but because she discovered he was married with two children. Devastated, she turned her disgust inward, towards herself, her body, swearing that she'd never allow another man near her.

For compensation she'd thrown herself into her job at the bank. It had given her security and paid the rent. But even then, there had been no escaping the sexual intimidation.

Mucky Meg, as they called her, was a nymphomaniac and the bane of Jackie's life. Giving explicit details of her male conquests every morning, she would grin at Jackie and ask how her evening had been. Watching TV or reading a book was hardly exciting compared to Meg's outrageous night life.

Secretly, Jackie envied Meg - the miniskirts, the low-cut tops which left nothing to the imagination, the way she walked, unashamedly displaying her full, rounded breasts. She'd often wondered why some girls seemed so sexually aware and precocious while others, like herself, were shy and reserved. And what it must be like to have several different men every week, all leching after her body.

It wasn't that Meg was more attractive than herself. Jackie wasn't stunning, she knew, but she was by no means plain. At twenty-six her soft features and fresh complexion - seldom touched by makeup - still radiated youth. And her breasts, though hidden by a baggy jumper or loose blouse, were as ripe and firm as they had been at eighteen. Her long blonde hair was the stuff to drive men wild - when not wound up in a tight bun, begging to be left free to blow in the wind. Her big blue eyes shone with a childlike innocence and yet, to those with deeper vision, mirrored oppressed desires. It seemed that her whole demeanour was subtly designed to hide an imprisoned woman - a sensuous woman. A woman - a stranger within - craving the opportunity to surface and find satisfaction through her body.

Jackie supposed it was a certain charisma Meg had that pulled in men like a magnet. But she had accepted the differences and resigned herself to her comparatively boring but comfortably safe way of life - until now.

Mesmerised by the swirling snowflakes, she remembered the bitter December morning she'd moved into her flat. One by one a string of men had appeared, eager to plumb in the washing machine or fix the TV aerial. They were the would-be two-timing husbands of her work colleagues, all making their futile attempts to chat her up. She decided then that if she were to remotely consider having another man in her life he'd have to meet her stringent criteria - warm, kind, dependable, loyal and loving. A man who would treat her with respect. A man of her own - not someone else's husband. A man with whom she could build a home and have a family.

The snow was falling heavily as Jackie drew the curtains on the cold winter's scene outside. Another year had passed - nothing changing, forever the same. It was high time to draw the curtains on the winter of her life. She was more than ready for the sunshine, she reflected.

Mucky Meg sparked the final revolt as Jackie sat at her desk working out her mortgage repayments. Meg had had a particularly good night out and was telling everyone how she'd been laid by her latest man. How he'd pulled her knickers down with his teeth before making love to her with his tongue.

Listening to the sordid details and remembering her own disastrous experiences of oral sex, Jackie wondered whether she ought to make some changes - to venture out of her tiny world and discover what other people did during the long winter evenings. Her thoughts were swayed when Meg asked how 'Prudie' had spent the night. The cold words hit home. Almost six years had passed since Jackie's last sexual encounter. She was certain something was wrong - the delight of a man's tongue buried deep between a girl's legs was, according to Meg, the ultimate sexual experience.

That evening, watching a boring television documentary and wondering what Meg was up to, Jackie decided to wander over the road to the local pub. She'd not been in a pub alone before but she knew she had to escape the confines of her flat if she were to instigate a change. Not a change that would plunge her into oral sex with every man she met. But a variation that would bring her nearer to the outside world - and, possibly, to herself.

The pub always looked warm and inviting when she passed it on her way home from work. A colourfully-lit Christmas tree in the bay window had caught her eye, beckoning her to join in the festivities.

Donning a skirt, new white lace blouse and waisted jacket, Jackie took a final look at herself in the full-length mirror. Conservative, as usual, she thought, flattening the pleated skirt with her palms, but practical for a cold night. And, she decided, rather sophisticated. Twisting to one side to catch her profile, she released her hair. Remembering a TV advert she'd seen she shook her head, allowing the long golden curls to cascade over her shoulders. She was ready for her debut. Ready to change her life.

Christmas decorations adorned the homely, dimly-lit bar and a huge log fire welcomed her in from the cold as she ventured across the thick red carpet. Soft music played in the background, blending congenially with laughter emanating from another bar through an arched doorway.

Not ready to venture into the far bar, she chose a stool and positioned it where she could see people entering the pub. She hoped to make new friends, to drag herself out of the doom and gloom of her mundane life.

The barman was gay, she decided. Gay, but warm and friendly. His smile greeted her as she perched herself on the stool and placed her handbag on the bar. He didn't flinch an eyelid as she loosened her jacket, unintentionally revealing her nipples protruding through the silk blouse. Blushing slightly she adjusted her jacket, nervously tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder.

Sipping a gin and tonic, she soon began chatting. His name was Tim, he enlightened her, standing with limp wrist in midair, admiring her hair as only another woman would. Gold cufflinks sparkled against his crisp white shirt, silk tie held neatly in place with a matching gold pin. A chunky and obviously expensive identity bracelet fell over the back of his hand as he lowered his arm. Clean-shaven and well spoken, he seemed the perfect gentleman. But, sadly for Jackie, gay.

'Do you work here full-time?' she asked, wondering how he could afford such expensive jewellery.

'Not full-time. I just do a few sessions a week.'

'So where do you work? Your full-time job, I mean?'

'This is it - my only job.'

A rich man, Jackie surmised as he launched unexpectedly into his life story.

His lover had left him, Tim confided. It had been awful - a dreadful experience, finding himself alone after two years of bliss. Suicide had been close but now he'd come to terms with it.

Jackie told Tim of her two disastrous relationships and quickly found an affinity with him. They swapped experiences and recalled times of tears and happiness with those they had once thought they loved. They laughed and joked about the plebs, as Tim called them - the people with no dress sense who wandered into the bar asking for weird and wonderful drinks. But Jackie didn't discover where Tim's money came from. Not from a part-time job in a pub, she was sure.

Men were all bastards, they agreed, as he refilled her glass, on the house. She was feeling pleased that she'd made an effort, at last, to change her life. Tim would become a good friend, she guessed. Being gay, he wouldn't pose a threat. He wouldn't be interested in trying to chat her up as, it seemed, so many men were. Relaxing and letting her jacket fall open again, she began to feel she was part of the nightlife, albeit a small part.

'What sort of people do you get in there?' Jackie asked, looking towards the other bar where the laughter was growing progressively louder.

'You'll find all sorts in there,' Tim laughed. 'Idiots, drunkards, builders, solicitors. Go through, I'll introduce you.'

Although panic-stricken, she knew she had to make the effort. Handbag in one hand and drink in the other, she wandered through the archway. Several heads turned as she made her entrance. One or two mumbled comments, followed by several schoolboy sniggers. She felt awkward, vulnerable, wishing she'd stayed in the top bar, or better still, at home with a good book. But with an encouraging smile from Tim, she walked to the bar.

'This is Jackie,' Tim announced, flashing her a wink as he added, 'a very good friend of mine.' A flurry of handshakes and offers of bar stools and drinks quickly followed as she was immediately made to feel at home in the small regulars' bar.

The crowd consisted only of men who, one by one, took Jackie aside and tried their utmost to chat her up. She imagined how Meg would have reacted. She'd be in her element, she thought, as one man singled himself out from the others and sidled up to her.

The tall dark stranger introduced himself as David. Handsome, articulate and well dressed in a light grey suit, his compliments quickly boosted Jackie's confidence. She'd heard all the usual chat-up lines before, of course. But David embroidered them with poignancy. His dark, deep-set eyes intrigued her. He radiated an air of mystery that she hadn't known before. Only too aware of his sexuality, and hers, he was well practised in the art of body language. His movements were slow but powerful, his voice deep and strong. Jackie soon found herself falling prey to his sensuous charm.

'Do you work locally?' David asked.

'Yes, at a bank. And you?'

'I'm an artist, for my sins.'

Jackie found herself thoroughly enjoying sipping her fourth gin and tonic in the company of a creative, professional man. A mature man in his early forties. A nice change from her friends' lecherous husbands.

Suddenly aware of his gaze focused on her breasts, she tugged on her jacket, wondering why her nipples had become unusually hard. Covering herself, she wished she'd worn something a little less revealing. Although, mingled with the gin, David's attention sent a quiver through her body. She'd only known that strange and exciting feeling twice before - when she'd been in love.

'What do you paint?' she asked, trying to ignore the butterflies in her stomach.

'Oh, this and that,' David replied nonchalantly, waving a hand in the air as if indicating that he painted anything and everything.

'Landscapes, animals? What, exactly?' Jackie persisted.

David raised his dark eyebrows and grinned.

'Landscapes, yes. But mainly portraits, I suppose,' he conceded, before ordering her another drink.

'Ah, portraits - the eyes, the expression, the feeling. I always wanted to go to art college but could never afford it,' Jackie sighed, suddenly imagining herself running with outstretched arms towards David through the soft hues of meadow grass.

'Not exactly,' he laughed, looking around to see if he could be overheard. 'You see - I paint erotica.'

Jackie sighed with disappointment. Thoughts of Mucky Meg returned, giving her a sinking feeling in her stomach. But she tried to hide her disapproval and show some interest in his work.

'I can't believe it,' she whispered. 'You really paint that stuff?' Surprised by the interest in her voice, she waited in anticipation for his reply. He only managed a smile and nodded, almost as if he was ashamed to talk about it.

Although her image of David as a professional painter had been shattered, Jackie was intrigued. She wanted to know more. Did he paint from photographs or live, nude models? What did he mean, exactly, by erotica? How long had he been painting naked women and when had he started? What had driven him to paint such things?

David was far from forthcoming with his answers. He mumbled something about having clients for sittings and easy money before wandering upstairs to the loo, leaving Jackie none the wiser.

Noticing her alone and somewhat despondent, Tim leaned on the bar and smiled.

'You've made a new friend, then?'

'Yes - David. He's nice, isn't he?'

'Not my type,' Tim laughed, flicking his quiff back. 'But yes, he seems a nice chap. I don't know a great deal about him. Rumour has it he's an artist.'

'Yes, he was telling me,' said Jackie, wishing David painted rolling landscapes or galloping horses instead of naked women.

Tim winked and nodded towards the arched doorway. Jackie turned to see David wandering towards her. Casually resting his elbow on the bar, he displayed an enchanting smile.

'I haven't seen you in here before. Is this your local?' he asked, finishing his drink.

Jackie noticed he'd combed his black hair and straightened his tie. His charisma seemed somehow stronger now, his smile and dark eyes more captivating than before. The intrigue was deepening. She looked at his long fingers and imagined them holding a brush - painting every explicit detail of the naked female form.

'No, I've never been here before,' she eventually replied.

'So where do you go in the evenings?'

'Nowhere, really. I stay in.'

'In where?'

'I've a small flat just round the corner.'

She wished she hadn't used the word small to describe her flat - Meg would probably have described it as a palace. But then Meg had a way with words, and a vivid imagination.

'I live opposite,' David announced. 'Opposite the pub. That's why I'm always in here - no willpower!'

Jackie felt herself surrendering to his powerful magnetism. Thoughts of his work filled her mind. The barriers she'd built up to the male species over the years began to crumble. She'd not experienced sexual arousal for a long time and had thought she never would again. But her neglected young body was sending out pleading messages for attention, for love - for sex.

'Can I see some of your work?' she asked, wishing she hadn't. David glanced at his gold wristwatch and shrugged.

'If you're really that interested, you can come over the road with me now,' he replied. Jackie detected a certain surprise in his tone as if she were the first person ever to take an interest in his work, let alone ask to see it.

The thought suddenly struck her that David must be single. He'd hardly take me home if he had a wife waiting for him, she surmised hopefully. Pushing thoughts of his work to the back of her mind, her stomach somersaulted at the prospect of romance. But she wasn't going to let go of her memories, her experiences with men - the lies and deceit. David had charm, yes. And she couldn't deny that he would make a fine catch. But she was determined to keep her feet firmly on the ground.

Slipping off the bar stool, her jacket fell open showing her ever-hardening nipples straining against her blouse. Noticing David's eyes feasting she buttoned her jacket, wondering if she should go alone to the home of a man who painted naked women.

As she followed David through the arched doorway Tim flashed her a warm smile and told her to take care. She didn't need Tim's advice. She would take care - too much to let herself go and enjoy life. She would take care not to fall into the same trap for the third time. But, she knew, if she were to change her life she would have to relent - just a little. But certainly not to the extent of becoming one of David's models.

The street was cold and uninviting. Snow fell heavily, bringing an uncanny silence to the night. Only a few cars were out, moving cautiously along the white, slippery roads.

As David took Jackie's hand to lead her across the road, instinct told her that she should get to know him a little better before going to his house. Perhaps meet him for a drink again or have a meal together. But, it seemed, it was too late. Her hand still in his, she had already climbed the stone steps to his front door.

David showed her into the large hallway where the welcoming warmth hit her. The house was quiet, apart from a grandfather clock ticking loudly in the corner. David obviously lived alone, she concluded, wishing she'd worn jeans instead of a skirt.

The lounge abounded with fine antiques, furnishing the peaceful atmosphere with a comfort that only money could buy. Perfectly appropriate for an artist's home, Jackie decided, gazing at the dozens of paintings lining the walls.

Making herself comfortable on the leather Chesterfield, she began to feel at ease in David's presence. Her fears were quickly subsiding, giving way to fairytale dreams of becoming his wife and living in his beautiful house instead of her tiny flat. Discarding her fantasy, she swore to keep her head. Although the scene was set for love, she wasn't ready. She'd never be ready, she knew.

'Are these all your own work?' she enquired, scanning the paintings of naked women as David passed her a glass of wine.

'Yes, most of them. Bring your drink, we'll go into my private studio,' he suggested, his dark eyes sparkling in the light. She hesitated, but his reassuring smile quelled her doubts. David was a gentleman - she was safe.

Jackie gazed in amazement as he slid an entire section of book-shelving to one side, revealing a stairway to the basement. 'A secret passage,' she breathed, rising to her feet.

'To my secret world,' David whispered dramatically as she followed him down the old wooden stairs. The book-shelving had closed automatically by the time they reached the bottom step. The lock clicked loudly, causing Jackie to jump.

'Security,' David offered. 'If I'm burgled, at least my best work will be safe.'

Jackie found herself in a small den. Soft lighting picked out several oil paintings of naked women in erotic poses set in the Victorian era. His real work, she supposed, admiring a painting of two young women entwined provocatively, tasting the delights between each other's milk-white thighs.

An easel covered with a white sheet stood in the corner of the room. Brushes, rags and paints littered a huge knee-hole desk. A large Chinese tapestry draped on the wall behind the desk caught her eyes.

'This is nice,' she commented, running her hand across the heavy material. David didn't answer. He seemed somehow nervous, as if he were hiding something. Although now instinctively suspicious of his motives, Jackie continued her self-guided tour of the den. An old but expensive couch was set at an angle in the centre of the room giving the appearance of disorder. But, she noticed, it was strategically placed under several spotlights, no doubt to illuminate his naked models. Perhaps he's imagining me on the couch, naked, she thought fearfully as she gazed at David hovering.

Looking past him, Jackie noticed a small pine door, almost obscured by shadows, hiding ominously in the far corner. She turned her wide eyes back to David.

'I keep my best work in here,' he said nervously, turning a key that seemed far too large for the door.

Cautiously, Jackie followed him into a larger room, the obvious centrepiece a huge four-poster bed. More erotic paintings adorned the walls. Background music sounded as if from nowhere as he sat on the bed and beckoned Jackie to join him.

'Well?' he asked as the door clicked shut by itself.

'Well what?' she replied fearfully, turning to look at the door and wondering if it was locked.

'Aren't you going to join me?' he asked, patting the quilt.

Jackie's heart raced as she glanced first at David and then at the paintings. The young naked women seemed to return her gaze, inviting her to join them in their provocative games. 'Look, I like you, David. But we've only just met,' she spluttered, tentatively moving towards the bed. Her trust failing, she hesitated, waiting for reassurance.

'It's all right, I don't bite,' he laughed, patting the quilt again.

Sitting some distance from David, Jackie pulled her jacket securely over her breasts. He moved in closer and smiled. Taking her glass and placing it on the bedside table, he opened her jacket and gently slipped it over her shoulders. Aware of her erect nipples she felt her face flush and, smiling nervously, she folded her arms to cover her obvious arousal.

'Your work, David. You said you'd show me your work,' she said firmly.

'You've seen my work. There, on the walls,' he replied, glancing in the direction of the erotic oil paintings.

A strange desire ran over Jackie's trembling flesh as he opened her arms and kissed her full lips. She tried to pull away but she was becoming weak - and he was strong.

Gently pushing her down onto the bed, he kissed her neck and nibbled her ear. She was enjoying his attention but felt he was going too fast. Thoughts of her previous relationships surfaced and she pushed against his chest. She knew she was nearing the entrance to the trap - the trap that men set to break the hearts of lonely women who sought love. She thought of Meg and how she would have made passionate love to David and then delighted in telling her story in all its sordid glory.

'I'd better be going now,' she stammered as he began to unbutton her blouse. Silently, he continued his task. 'I really must go, David!' she asserted as he released the last button and parted the soft silk, exposing her lace bra to his appreciative gaze.

'Are you going to take your clothes off?' he almost ordered, abruptly lifting her bra clear of her firm breasts. 'Where's your charm gone?' Jackie asked, trying to ease herself back into her bra and escape his grip. 'Or do you only use that to lure women here?'

'I didn't lure you, Jackie,' he countered, taking her hands. 'You came here by choice, remember?'

'I came here to see your work!' she retorted. 'I'm not one of your models!'

Gently but firmly, David pinned her to the bed. His deep eyes sparkled again, giving her an unfamiliar feeling of excitement in her stomach. Again he kissed her neck and slowly worked his way down to her pointed breasts.

Fear and sexual arousal combined to blur Jackie's thinking. As he took her nipple between his lips and gently sucked, her mind ran wild with emotion. Her breathing deepened as he milked her throbbing nipple until it ached - until she ached for sexual relief. Never before had she known such arousal. She fought it, but her long-dormant sexual drive was up and rising at an alarming rate.

David moved down and began to kiss her smooth, flat stomach. Jackie quivered as his tongue found its way into her navel. Her muscles spasmed. But still she fought her innermost desire - the stranger within.

Taking David's head in her hands Jackie tried to wrench him away but he moved further down to the top of her skirt. Easing the elastic waistband down he teased the white flesh just above her mound with his warm mouth. His hands working with the subtle skill of a magician's, he removed her shoes as he held her attention on her trembling abdomen. Moving back to her breasts, he spread her arms, holding her wrists above her head as he kissed and gently sucked each nipple in turn.

Jackie had almost given in to the waves of desire coursing through her body when she suddenly realised that something was very wrong.

'What's this?' she screamed. Raising herself on her elbows, she gazed in terror at the leather straps binding her wrists. She tried to climb from the bed only to find that her ankles were also shackled. David had worked quickly and unnoticed while expertly distracting her.

Standing up, he moved to the end of the bed and grinned wickedly. Struggling to free herself as she cursed him, Jackie found her hands and feet were moving mysteriously apart. Horrified, she looked down to see David heaving on a rope controlling the straps. He continued to pull until her limbs stretched out to the four corners of the bed, leaving her body open and completely defenceless.

'Let me go! Let me go!' she screamed hysterically as she continued her futile struggle to break free. Ignoring her pleas for mercy, David lifted her skirt and pulled it up over her stomach. Her red panties clung tightly to her body, faithfully following the contour of her swollen lips and dividing groove.

'There's a wet patch on your knickers,' David observed gleefully, stroking the warm, soft material with the back of his finger.

Vivid memories of grey, convent knickers suddenly flashed through Jackie's mind. How many times had she rubbed through them, beneath them? Hiding them from her mother, she would wait for an opportunity to sneak into the bathroom and wash the white stains from the crotch.

'I'd better take them off,' David announced unashamedly, pulling them down over her mound as she pleaded in one breath, screaming obscenities in the next.

'What a shame you wear tights. Stockings would have made things so much easier,' he mocked crudely, slipping a finger under the elasticated waistband.

'You're a filthy pervert!' Jackie screamed. 'Touch me and I'll kill you!'

Although she twisted and gyrated her hips violently, David managed to tear the flimsy panties and pull them free. Thrashing her head from side to side she hurled more obscenities at him as her tights gave way to expose her soft, flattened pubic hairs. Given their freedom, the short curls sprang to attention, bringing life to the dark, triangular bush.

Moving between her thighs, David sucked and kissed the dark, musky hair. 'You're going to like this,' he breathed, holding her hips firmly as he buried his face in her warm damp nest.

'I don't like it. I want you to stop,' she whimpered as his tongue parted her outer lips and began to explore the soft, intimate flesh within. She felt broken - violated. She'd spent the best part of her life hiding the most intimate part of her body with lovingly chosen shrouds - panties, bikinis, skirts, jeans. Now her own sacred spot - her very nucleus -lay bared, open, before the eyes of a brutal stranger.

'You will like it - if you let yourself go,' David assured her, breathing in her aphrodisiacal scent while locating her clitoris with the tip of his tongue.

'I won't! You can't do this to me, you bastard! I'll go to the police! I'll kill you! I'll...'

Jackie caught her breath and then sighed deeply as David moved his fingers up and down her slit until he found her entrance. Thrusting two fingers into her open body, he gently massaged until the fluid flowed over his hand.

Images of Meg disturbed her racing mind as he stretched her open wider and continued his tantalising massage. Releasing his grip on her hip, he began to stroke and caress her swelling clitoris with his free hand as he kissed and gently bit the white flesh of her inner thigh. She gasped as he ran his finger round and round the bursting bud at the top of her valley, the wondrous sensations inducing more warm fluid to pour from the soft walls of her open vagina, bathing and lubricating the intruding fingers.

Jackie had stopped struggling. Suddenly, to her horror, she became aware of an approaching orgasm. She knew she couldn't fight the inevitable as David pressed his mouth over the pink flesh between her vaginal lips, his fingers sliding in and out of her body as he teased her clitoris with his tongue.

Whimpering with each breath, she could take no more. It was as if her mind had stepped aside to allow a force far stronger than she to possess and use her body for its own debased pleasures. She became rigid as the sensations continued to well up from her clitoris. Pulling against the leather straps, she cried out as her orgasm swamped her very being.

Wet, breathless and trembling, she watched as David methodically removed his clothes, revealing his strong, firm, tanned body. His long thick penis stood out threateningly, ready to enter her. She gazed in terror as he positioned himself, his huge rod between her open thighs.

Feeling the hardness of his penis pushing against her tight lips, she cried out again.

'You can't do this! I could have loved you - but now you've made me hate you!' Yet somewhere deep within her mind a voice told her to relax and enjoy the pleasures she was about to receive.

David's penis slid easily into her warm, slippery hole. She gasped as its length opened and filled her until it pressed gently against the softness of her cervix. Slowly at first, he slid his shaft in and out, his dark eyes watching hers with each progressively harder thrust. There was no love or affection - just the cold union of their genitals, a vagina enveloping an intruding penis.

Ramming Jackie's tethered body with such force that she clung desperately to the leather straps, David sucked and bit on her nipples until they stood hard and erect. The repeated pounding against her mound pushed her up the bed until her shackled ankles strained to hold her in check. Sinking his fingers into her buttocks, he pulled her hips up to meet each hammering thrust of his hard penis.

She felt her second orgasm coming as his body turned rigid and, with several splitting thrusts, filled her with his sperm. Her muscles rhythmically crushed his throbbing penis, massaging every last drop from his body as she cried out in the grips of an excruciating climax. 'I've come! I've come! You bastard! Ah you bastard!'

Finally, David collapsed across her heaving breasts, gasping his appreciation of her young body. Jackie lay trembling, her legs rudely forced open as, slowly, he slid his penis from her and climbed from the bed. Adding to her humiliation, he delighted in watching his sperm trickle over her labia to run down between her buttocks. Again she pulled on her bonds, desperate to cover her defiled body - to end the degradation.

David dressed quickly, barely glancing at Jackie as she pleaded for her freedom and continued her threats of retaliation. Her naked body shone in the light, exposed to his admiring glance as he turned before moving towards the door.

As she cried out again he closed the door behind him, turning the key. Left alone with only the soft music for company she sobbed, knowing he'd be back for more. And most likely, more and more until... Until what, she didn't know.

Desperately Jackie tried to compose herself. To reason. To find some logic amidst the confusion. She would stay calm, she had to. Preserving her sanity was all she could do until the chance of escape came. Sooner or later it would come, she knew, she hoped...

Planning her revenge, she closed her eyes. Lulled by the hypnotic music and heat of the room, she almost slipped into sleep. Opening her eyes suddenly, she thought it had all been a dream. She tried to move - then the reality hit her. She was alone, imprisoned, in her cell.

Had she slept? She didn't know. She had no idea of the time, whether it was night or day. Her fear returned quickly when she raised her head and called out for David, her pleas met with silence. Flopping back onto the soft pillow she tried to relax. Her limbs ached, stretched by the leather straps. She was hungry, frightened and her body still lay mercilessly open and vulnerable - ready for her abuser.

Tugging on the straps to test their strength, Jackie resumed her plans for revenge. She'd kill him. Blackmail him. Somehow, she swore, she'd get David.

Her thoughts were distracted by the key turning in the lock. The door slowly opened. David smiled and walked towards the bed with a tray.

'I've made you breakfast,' he said softly, placing the tray on the table before adjusting her pillows.

'You'll have to untie me then,' she murmured, forcing a laugh and searching for a sign of compassion in his eyes. Better to play along with him and his depraved games than to show fear or fight him, she thought instinctively.

David stroked her pubic hair with his fingers and smiled. Jackie shuddered as he bent down to kiss her inner thigh. She suspected, fearfully, that he intended to keep her tied to his bed as his plaything - possibly forever.

'I need to wash,' she announced, knowing her only chance of escape would be when she was free of her bonds. Then she could retaliate, lash out and flee.

'Later,' he replied quietly, running his tongue up and down the length of her glistening valley.

As David licked and sucked at her inner lips, parting them with his tongue to rediscover her clitoris, Jackie desperately tried to plan.

'You're a filthy, disgusting pervert,' she whispered as the tears ran down her cheeks.

'Call me what you will,' he laughed. 'I know you've enjoyed yourself as never before. I'm right, aren't I?'

Jackie said nothing as he lowered his head and parted her lips again to taste her warm folds. She was horrified to find herself becoming aroused again as he nibbled and licked the pink flesh. Fighting the powerful stranger within, she finally surrendered and allowed her body the pleasures of his tongue. Moving to her clitoris, he gently caressed and teased it until she was carried again to the summit of sexual ecstasy. She thrashed her head and shouted obscenities at her jailer as the orgasm ripped through her. Ignoring her cries, David continued to kiss and caress her throbbing clitoris, only stopping when it retreated to its hide, satisfied as never before.

As Jackie rested and allowed her orgasm to subside, David loosened the leather straps and gave her freedom. Imagining that he was planning to play with her, she didn't move. She guessed it was a ploy to chase her defiled body around the room before recapturing her and tying her down again after the exercise.

'The bathroom's upstairs,' he said, placing her clothes on the bed as he turned to leave.

'Is this it?' she yelled. 'You humiliate me, use me, and all you can say is - the bathroom's upstairs!'

'If ever you want more, you know where to find me,' David called as he climbed the stairs. 'And you can't deny that you enjoyed it.'

Fuming, she dressed quickly and fled the house before David had second thoughts. For some reason he'd changed his mind. Pity, perhaps? Or fear of reprisals? She didn't know or care - she was free.

The huge orange sun hung low in the sky. The deep snow lay even, obliterating the divide between the path and the road. Jackie breathed in the cold, refreshing morning air as she hurried the short distance to the safety of her flat.

Slamming the front door behind her, she made straight for the shower and peeled off her clothes. Under the hot jet she cleansed her used body, vigorously lathering her sticky pubic hair until every trace of the cocktail of sperm, juice and saliva had gone. But she couldn't cleanse her mind, her thoughts. Still torn with rage and sexual satisfaction, she could do nothing to dispel the vivid images of her body being used and brought to orgasm by a virtual stranger. She could still feel the sheer size of David's penis rudely pushing its way into the depths of her body.

After the shower she made a cup of coffee and flopped onto the sofa. She contemplated calling the police. But she knew she had no cause for complaint. She had gone to David's house of her own accord. She considered blackmail. But who would she tell? Tim? Or the others in the pub? They would never believe her wild and wonderful story.

Suddenly realising it was nine-thirty, she grabbed the phone and rang the bank. Meg answered. She was sorry to hear that Jackie was ill. If she knew what I've been through she'd probably come in her knickers, thought Jackie, replacing the receiver.

Disgusted and yet excited by her uncharacteristic thoughts, she went to her room to rest. Under the warmth of her quilt she mulled over the night's events. Despising David and yet, at the same time, hoping to see him again, she decided to visit the pub that night. He wouldn't have the audacity to go there again, surely? As she drifted off into a deep sleep, someone inside her hoped he would.
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Chapter Two
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JACKIE WOKE WITH A start at midday. Nightmares of David and the appalling things he'd done to her had constantly wracked her tormented mind as she'd drifted in and out of sleep. The liberties he'd taken with her defenceless body had been incredible, although her orgasms had brought her tremendous relief, she had to admit. But she couldn't understand why, despite her fear, she'd enjoyed the experience. A stranger within, a powerful possessing force was gradually surfacing and taking control, pushing her aside to fulfil a desperate need for sexual gratification.

Under the warmth of her quilt, she suddenly became acutely aware of her naked body - vulnerable, unguarded against her wandering hands. Running her fingers gently over the soft skin of her stomach sent a quiver of excitement up her spine. Her long-dormant clitoris, crudely awoken, was now calling for more attention. Feeling incredibly sexually alive, she allowed the tips of her fingers to run in circles around her aching nipples causing the tissue to harden, but her moistening valley urgently demanded her concentration - her caresses.

Kill him? Possibly, she mused as she located the stiffening bud between her swollen lips. But that would be too good for the bastard. She'd think of something else. Something that would leave him sorry for the rest of his life. Money crossed her mind as her thoughts drifted between David and her now fully erect clitoris. She had precious little and David, obviously, had more than enough. But she'd already decided that blackmail wouldn't work: there had to be another course of action she could take. What, she didn't know. But no matter how long it took, she knew she'd make him pay for his crime.

The drug-like sensations emanating from the depths of her pelvis dragged Jackie's thoughts away from David, focusing her attention between her legs. With a vengeance, her clitoris suddenly pulsated and burst into ecstasy under her massaging fingers. As if retaliating for the years of denial, her body convulsed, forcing her to arch her back and breathe out grateful cries of satisfaction.
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