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CAPTIVATION:

Peter Tourne ran his hand over the shaft of the whip, his handsome face closed and expressionless. Against the wall the blonde girl began to writhe, pulling frantically against the manacles that secured her. Her struggles raised a fine slick of sweat over her slim body.

He let the end of the whip drape across her narrow shoulders - just the lightest of caresses. He watched with pleasure as her breasts spread and pressed against the cold wall in an effort to avoid his attentions. The girl whimpered, closing her eyes to block out the images. They both knew what was to follow.

'Please, Peter,' she hissed, her words barely more than a sigh. It was difficult to decide whether she was begging him to stop or imploring him to begin.

He swung the whip, watching the tip flick back in a wide arc. As he brought it down the fine leather caught the girl squarely across the shoulders. Her cry came an instant later as the pain coursed through her. Her body bucked away from him, her instinctive movements exposing the soft pink crevices between her heavy buttocks. A thin red weal lifted on her flesh. Peter Tourne smiled, relishing the delicate flush that crept across her body.

She broke into a sob. 'No, Peter,' she shuddered, tears coursing down her face. 'Please! Don't hurt me. Please...!'

He swung the whip back again, concentrating on the satisfying hiss it made as it cut through the still afternoon air.

'It'll be all right,' he said softly, almost to himself, feeling the excitement building low in his belly. 'It'll be all right. Just trust me.'

The girl screamed again as the whip found its mark for the second time.

––––––––
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IN HER STUDIO, ALEX Sanderson heard the phone ring and then the tone of the answering machine as it cut in.

'I know you're there, Alex. Pick the bloody phone up,' snapped a familiar voice.

Alex grinned and climbed off the stool near her drawing board.

'Morning, Laurence,' she said, cradling the receiver on her shoulder as she wiped her hands on a rag. 'You sound as if you're in a good mood today. What can I do for you?

At the end of the line her agent snorted angrily. 'I had arranged for you to come in to see me first thing this morning. Remember?'

Alex groaned and felt a sickening lurch in her stomach. She'd been on Laurence Russell's books for less than a year. He was an established agent with connections in all the right circles - as a virtual unknown she'd been lucky he'd taken her on. She grimaced - besides being a damned good agent he was also extremely good looking in an intimidating sort of way, and it didn't do to upset him.

'God, I'm so sorry Laurence, I'd completely forgotten about it.'

Laurence Russell sighed. 'You really must learn to take business commitments more seriously, Alex. You're not in college now, you know.'

'I know, I really am sorry,' she said apologetically.

'Okay, enough said. Now, I've got a commission for you.'

'I'll get my notebook.' Alex stretched across the workbench on which the phone, the answering machine, and a thousand other things were piled with careless abandon.

'It's for a mural.'

Alex frowned. 'Oh God, not more trompe l'oeil for the rich and famous.'

'No. One of my existing clients saw the piece you painted at Vernis Restaurant and asked me if you could do something similar for him.'

Alex paused. Vernis had given her a free rein. She'd created a tableau of medieval images in rich golds and reds on a huge wall in their function room. It had been one of her most successful pieces of work so far.

'I'd be delighted,' she said enthusiastically. 'I've still got all the preliminary sketches. Who's the client? Have you got the address?' She teased a pen out of a pot on the bench and scribbled it into life.

Laurence laughed. 'Not so fast, not so fast, there is a slight problem with this one.'

Alex groaned. 'I knew it. Go on, tell me.'

'That's why I wanted you to come in this morning, so we could discuss it. The site is in a place called KaRoche, D'arnos.'

Alex pouted. 'Run that by me again.'

'It's on a Greek island. My client lives there in his villa.'

'So, are you saying I've got to do it all on panels, and then we'll ship them out?'

'No, not exactly. The client, Mr Peter Tourne, has suggested you fly out there and work on site.'

Alex let out a low whistle. 'In Greece?'

'That's right, all expenses paid. Would that be a problem?'

Alex glanced around her tiny studio apartment. Rain lashed at the skylight above her drawing board. She grinned. 'No, I think I could manage that,' she said. 'Would you like me to come over right now?'

Less than a week later Alex found herself leaning against the handrail of a little Greek ferry, surrounded by local people making their way back from the mainland. Despite it being the beginning of the tourist season, hers was the only foreign face amongst the passengers on deck. She stretched, letting the warm fresh breeze tug and tumble through her long coppery coloured hair. Above her the sky was clear and cloudless. She closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation of the sun on her body.

This has to be the life, she thought, drinking in the heat. The sea was as blue as any of the brochure photos she'd ever seen. Ahead, a cluster of islands rose from the water like glistening white pebbles.

When the ferry chugged slowly into port, it looked as if the harbour was sleeping in the midday heat. At the far end of the jetty Alex could make out a motley collection of dusty cabs waiting for the passengers to disembark.

She glanced at the piece of paper in her hand and murmured under her breath, 'The Villa KaRoche, D'arnos.' She wondered if she would be able to make the local taxi-drivers understand her phrase book Greek.

White painted houses gleamed around the quay. Above the harbour the landscape was verdant green with dramatic outcrops of rock pressing up between the trees and foliage. Dotted here and there were villas, clinging precariously to the rocky hillsides. It was stunningly beautiful.

Must remember to send Laurence a postcard, Alex thought wryly, shouldering her bag and picking up her suitcases.

At the far end of the pier a man in peculiar mongrel uniform, made up of a smart military jacket worn with tattered cream cotton chinos and sandals, was holding a cardboard sign that read 'Alex Sanderson'. She pushed her way towards him, relieved that she wouldn't have to tussle with the language, and extended her hand.

'Alex Sanderson,' she said cheerfully.

The man's eyes roamed over her body, drinking in the details, lingering on the curve of her breasts where a thin cotton shirt clung to her warm skin. Alex shivered as he licked his lips and spoke.

'Not taxi,' he said in an accent so thick that she could barely make out what he was saying.

She pointed to his sign. 'Alex Sanderson,' she repeated more slowly, enunciating each syllable.

The man raised his eyebrows and muttered something she didn't understand, while his eyes continued to work across her travel-weary body. Feeling uneasy under his undisguised interest, she pointed to herself, repeating her name for a third time.

The man's reaction was to pull a face and then say very slowly, 'Alex Sanderson. I pick him up from ferry, today.'

Comprehension dawned: someone had assumed Alex was a man! She pulled her passport from her bag and showed the driver her photograph and name. 'It's me!' she said slowly and loudly as though speaking to an idiot. 'I'm Alex Sanderson, Alexandra! I've come to paint a mural for Mr Peter Tourne, at...' she showed him the piece of paper upon which was written her destination, '...KaRoche!'

The man barely glanced at her passport, but at the mention of his employer's name, rolled his eyes heavenward and snatched her suitcases. Reluctantly Alex fell into step behind him.

Parked a little way from the jetty, surrounded by village children, was a sleek black Mercedes. The driver opened the boot and slung her suitcases inside. Alex winced, obviously she was a great disappointment to him, and as if reading her mind, he glowered at her.

'You should be man,' he snorted disjointedly.

Alex shrugged philosophically and climbed into the car, which the man immediately gunned into life.

The main road meandered up around the island, taking in spectacular views of the coast and the sea below. Alex peered out from the cool confines of the car's luxurious interior, while in the front her driver turned up the radio and watched her face in the rear-view mirror.

Finally, as they rounded a steep bend, Alex saw a huge pair of wrought iron gates with the name 'KaRoche' set into them.

'Is this it?' she asked, hoping to finally break through the uneasy silence between them.

He nodded. 'You should be man,' he repeated.

Alex sighed with exasperation. 'Well, I'm not - I'm really very sorry.'

The drive through the island had not prepared her for KaRoche. The villa, built on a series of broad terraces, seemed to grow straight out of the hillside. Set amongst a tumble of vines, trees and fragrant shrubs, it was breathtaking. Alex gasped. The driver lifted an eyebrow at her reaction, but said nothing.

The car purred to a halt outside the front door. The driver unceremoniously dumped Alex's bags on the doorstep before disappearing inside. Alex, perturbed by the man's rudeness, picked up her luggage and followed him nervously into the villa.

The interior was cool and dark. It took Alex a few seconds before her eyes adjusted to the gloom. She glanced around the hallway. It had a red tiled floor and pale cream walls, set with a wealth of ferns and plants in huge urns. In the centre of the room a fountain and pool added a crystal babble of water to the cool and elegant interior.

Alex hesitated on the steps, uncertain what she should do next. Her thoughts were interrupted by a low melodious voice.

'Alex Sanderson?'

She turned towards the sound. Across the room, a tall slim man in his early forties stepped forward. He was dressed casually in a soft white shirt and cream slacks. His features were refined and aristocratic, the impression heightened by his dark hair, shot through with grey, which he wore in a ponytail.

Alex smiled and extended her hand politely. 'Mr Tourne?'

The man nodded, lightly pressing her fingers between his. His touch was cool and disturbing. Alex fought the urge to shiver as he lifted her hand to his lips.

'There seems to have been a misunderstanding,' he said, with the slightest trace of an accent. His dark eyes moved slowly and confidently across her face and body. 'You are Alex Sanderson, the artist?'

'Yes, and from the reaction of your driver, I assume you were expecting a man?'

Peter Tourne nodded, his eyes lingering on the curve of her breasts.

'Does this cause a problem?' she continued unsteadily. 'My agent said you'd seen my work at Vernis.'

He nodded. 'Indeed I have, and I was very impressed. But you're right - please forgive me, I had no idea you were a woman. Your agent - Mr Russell - is perhaps having a joke with me?' His eyes held hers. 'But I am forgetting my manners. I trust your journey was a good one? My housekeeper has already prepared the guest cabin for you.' He paused, and she detected the slightest flicker in his dark eyes. 'Or perhaps you might prefer to stay here, in the main villa?'

Alex shook her head, a peculiar feeling of unease growing in the pit of her belly. 'No, the guest cabin will be fine, thank you.'

The man pressed a bell set into the wall. Alex wasn't sure what kind of reception she had expected, but this certainly wasn't like anything she could have imagined.

'Please don't think me rude, but I am working at the moment. My housekeeper will ensure you have everything you need. We will discuss my plans for the mural when you have had a chance to recover from your journey. You will join me for dinner?'

Alex nodded. 'Of course, that would be very nice. Thank you.'

A small woman, dressed in a faded cotton smock, appeared from the far side of the fountain. She eyed Alex suspiciously and then murmured something to Peter Tourne in Greek. He glared at her, his icy look stifling the words in the old woman's mouth.

'This,' he said, with a hint of annoyance aimed at the elderly woman, 'is Alex Sanderson. Would you please show Miss Sanderson to the guest cabin.'

The woman snatched up Alex's cases and bustled across the tiled hall.

'I'll see you at dinner tonight,' said Peter Tourne.

Alex turned to thank him, but he'd already vanished into the shadows. With her sense of unease growing alarmingly, she followed the old woman out into the sun-drenched garden.

The cabin, almost completely obscured by creepers, stood away from the main house, up a steep flight of steps. The housekeeper hesitated at the open door of the little building, her face closed and stormy.

'You shouldn't have come here,' she said flatly. 'It's very bad place.'

Alex glanced back at her, uncertain that she'd heard the words correctly. 'I'm sorry?'

The woman lifted her hands in resignation. 'Mr Tourne, he very bad man,' she snapped. 'Better if you were man.'

Alex sighed and glanced around the sparse but comfortable interior of the little cabin. 'Well, I'm not, and I've come to paint - not to discuss the morals of my client. What time is dinner?'

The woman pulled a face. 'Eight. You find everything you want here; kettle, tea, bottled water.' She paused. 'He make you do terrible things, you know.'

Alex swung round, her degree of unease increasing her annoyance. 'I'm painting a mural, that's what he's paying me for!'

The woman stepped back out onto the sunlit steps. 'Mr Tourne, he a wizard, he make a magic on women. Much better you had been a man.' She closed the door behind her.

Alex wondered what on earth she had got herself into. She glanced anxiously back through the windows, watching the elderly woman bustle down the steps, and wondered why her agent, Laurence, hadn't let Peter Tourne know that she was a female. As for the housekeeper - what could she make of someone like that?

Grateful to be alone, Alex slipped off her sandals and turned her attention to the chore of unpacking.

Outside, the afternoon sunlight touched everything with a brilliant exotic hue. Creepers and flowering plants that had been trained around the windows and doors filled the air with an heady exotic scent. Alex yawned, suddenly feeling tired and dirty from the journey. Her arrival at KaRoche had not been exactly auspicious, but surely things could only get better from here on in? Once she had unpacked her things, Alex slipped off her clothes and headed for the shower.

Under the refreshing torrent of water Alex soaped her aching body and thoughtfully considered her host. Peter Tourne was an odd man, but it was difficult to define exactly why. She thought about the housekeeper, and smiled at the woman's melodramatic pronouncements.

Clean and rejuvenated Alex turned off the taps, wrapped herself in a towel, and lay down on the comfortable bed. She closed her eyes, and within seconds travel weariness led her gently into sleep.

––––––––
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IN THE VILLA PETER Tourne poured himself a drink and looked out into the garden below his office. Amongst the intricate tumble of foliage and heavily scented flowers he could make out the tiled roof of the guest cabin.

He was both surprised and delighted that his resident artist had turned out to be female - and Alex Sanderson was quite beautiful. He let his mind conjure up a picture of her slim muscular frame, her deliciously firm breasts, and the way her hair curled into the curve of her long white neck.

He had planned on a mural, something cool and green in the long gallery overlooking the swimming pool, but now - he smiled and sipped his aperitif - now perhaps the mural could wait awhile. He sat down by the desk and opened the top drawer. Inside, in a small box, were a set of ornate body rings. He stroked the cool silvery metal and let his mind picture a dozen erotic possibilities. He imagined Alex tied and subdued, completely at his mercy, bucking against her restraints as he taught her the lessons he loved so well. She would learn to be compliant and obedient, and she would learn to understand that his word was law, and that her body was his alone to command or give away as the fancy took him.

He imagined her nipples, puckered and dark, pierced by the silver rings. He could see them glittering in the gloom, and below them the subdued flash of the one that would nestle in the lips of her sex. The rings, and other sets like them, were reserved as a gift, as markers for members of his discreet and beautifully trained stable of girls. He lit a cigar and then picked up the phone. He knew someone else who might enjoy the education of Miss Alex Sanderson.

––––––––
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ALEX WOKE JUST AFTER seven. Outside the light had subtly changed to a softer evening glow. Although the sun was lower it was still pleasantly warm. Alex pulled a thin cotton dress off its hanger and slipped it on. Glancing at her reflection in the bedroom mirror, she twisted her thick copper hair into a bun and secured it with a clip. The effect was soft and feminine. She stretched and smiled at herself. Recovered from the journey she felt relaxed and ready to face whatever Peter Tourne might have in mind. At least this time she would be ready for him. As she leant forward to add the lightest touch of lipstick there was a knock on the door. It was barely ten to eight, fleetingly she wondered if it was the housekeeper returning with another dire warning.

'Come in,' Alex called.

The door opened slowly to reveal a beautiful blonde girl, dressed in a cream evening dress. The girl hesitated in the doorway.

'Hi, can I help you?' said Alex, spraying on some cologne.

'I come to invite you to join Peter for drink before dinner,' she said slowly, struggling with the English words.

Alex turned and extended her hand. 'I'd love to, my name's Alex - Alex Sanderson.'

The girl smiled and blushed. 'I know. I'm Gena.'

'Right, and are you Mr Tourne's girlfriend?'

The girl's colour deepened and she shook her head. 'No.' She paused for a moment, considering her reply. 'I am his slave. He understand me.'

Alex turned to pick up her handbag. Gena's words must have lost something in translation; surely she really meant servant, or secretary.

––––––––

[image: ]


IN THE HALL OF THE villa Peter Tourne was sitting by the little fountain waiting for the two girls to arrive. Beside him stood another man, dressed in expensively casual clothes. As Alex and Gena came in through the French windows the other man stepped proprietarily towards Gena. Peter Tourne smiled a welcome towards Alex.

'Good evening,' he purred as he got to his feet. 'You look lovely.'

Alex smiled politely. 'Thank you,' and then glanced back at Gena and her companion.

'Forgive me. Let me introduce my friends,' he said, taking her arm. 'May I present Starn Fettico and Gena?'

Starn Fettico's smile was fixed as he stepped forward to shake her hand. His eyes moved slowly over her face, as if he could look inside her mind, whilst his other hand rested casually on Gena's hip. Alex sensed there was something wrong, something unsettling, but didn't resist as Peter Tourne led her up a sweeping flight of stairs into a sitting room.

'Would you like an aperitif?' he asked, indicating a tray on the side table. Alex nodded and accepted the glass he offered before turning back towards Gena and Starn, who had followed them up.

What she saw made her gasp. Starn was standing close behind Gena, his hands reaching around and cradling her large breasts, his tongue lapping at her throat. Alex looked away quickly, feeling her colour rise. Peter Tourne lifted an eyebrow as Alex fought to compose herself. Behind her she heard Starn moan.

Alex coughed. 'Look, Mr Tourne,' she began uncomfortably, 'if I'm interrupting something...' her voice faded away.

He casually sipped his drink. 'They disturb you?'

Alex shook her head. 'No, but I'm employed to—'

Lifting his hand he silenced her. His eyes were dark and hypnotic and did not leave hers as he spoke. 'Gena, take off your dress.'

Alex blushed furiously. 'Please, this is hardly what I'm here for!' she blustered indignantly and turned to leave.

Behind her, framed in the doorway, Gena had already slipped off her evening dress. Alex swallowed hard, feeling the heat flooding through her body. The blonde girl was naked beneath the creamy silk sheath, her body as pale as snow, but what was more startling was that she was shaved, her sex as pale and vulnerable as the rest of her body. Alex froze, feeling a thread of panic bubbling up inside her. The girl's heavy breasts were pierced with silver rings and below her outer labia were similarly adorned.

'What is this all about?' Alex hissed, suddenly remembering the housekeeper's words to her earlier.

Peter Tourne laughed softly. 'Perhaps you would like to paint Gena for me?'

'Perhaps not! Usually I'm told before I get a life model!' She struggled to regain her poise. 'And they don't usually strip off just before dinner!' As she spoke she noticed the way Starn's eyes slithered over the ripe and vulnerable curves of Gena's body. She shivered and then swung back to face Peter Tourne. 'Is this some kind of test?'

He lifted his hands. 'No, not at all. Gena, come here.' The blonde moved closer, so close that Alex could smell her expensive perfume and feel her body heat.

'Closer,' he coaxed.

Alex stepped aside as Gena glided towards him, and then watched mesmerised as he stroked the girl's heavy breasts without her offering any form of resistance. His fingertips lingered over the puckered outline of her nipples and the glittering silver rings that hung from them. Gena, eyes downcast in submission, moaned softly as he caressed her.

Alex shivered, wondering why the exhibition excited her almost as much as it repulsed her. 'Please,' she murmured, uncomfortably aware of the fluttering sensation deep in her sex. 'I think I've seen quite enough of this.'

As she spoke, his fingers moved down over the soft swell of Gena's belly. He looked across at Alex, his eyes reduced to dark pinpricks.

'Don't tell me this doesn't move you, Miss Sanderson,' he said softly, his fingers tracing the plump outer lips of the other girl's quim.

Gena shuddered under his touch and to her horror Alex felt the flurry of excitement flare white hot deep in her belly.

She swallowed hard and took a deep breath, controlling her voice as she spoke. 'I'd have to be dead not to be moved by something so erotic, Mr Tourne, but I think you're making a grave mistake.'

Peter Tourne chuckled, his slim fingers parting the moist lips of Gena's sex, sliding unhindered past the heavy ring. Alex gasped, unable to look away as he caressed the girl's compliant body. It felt as if his fingers were on her own flesh.

He looked at her levelly. 'A mistake? I don't think so,' he said softly. 'Do you?'

Alex felt her colour draining. From the corner of her eye she could see Starn moving around to get a better view. He moved silently, like a predatory wolf.

Alex stared at Gena. 'Is this what you meant when you said Mr Tourne understood you? That you were his slave?' she asked. The blonde girl nodded, her excitement was obvious.

As Alex spoke, Tourne tipped his glass, trickling the wine over Gena's gorgeous body. She shivered as the sticky liquid trickled down over her breasts, leaving a slick glistening trail in its wake.

'Wouldn't you like to lick it off?' he said quietly, staring at Alex. 'Wouldn't you like to taste her sweat and her juices mingling with the bittersweet taste of the wine?'

Alex didn't move.

Tourne shrugged and then glanced at Starn who was now standing beside him. Starn grinned and stepped towards Gena, his tongue already protruding between thick red lips. Alex closed her eyes and looked away as Starn's lips closed around one of Gena's engorged nipples.

Tourne laughed. 'Open your eyes, Miss Sanderson, we'll leave them to play while we have our dinner.'

Alex flinched as his fingers closed around hers, but she did not protest as he led her away. As they moved across the room, she heard the soft little noises of pleasure as Starn sucked greedily at Gena's willing body.

Alex let her host guide her up another set of steps to a large airy dining room. From the windows she could see the garden below, and beyond that the rich blue waters of the sea. Her discomfort was rapidly turning to anger.

She swung round to face him. 'I think,' she said with great deliberation, 'that you would be better getting someone else to paint your mural, Mr Tourne. I am not particularly impressed with your behaviour so far, and I am not sure that I can give you whatever it is you want.'

Peter Tourne smiled. 'So spirited - I like that. Just tell me truthfully that Gena's activities didn't excite you?'

Alex swallowed. 'I'm really not into women or voyeurism,' she said flatly.

He laughed. 'Perhaps not. But her obedience, her compliance, tell me that didn't fascinate you.'

Alex slammed her glass down onto a side table. 'I'm really very sorry, I'm not sure what it is that you want from me, Mr Tourne. What do you want me to say? That you shocked me? Well, you did. That what I saw excited me? Well, as I said just now, you'd have to be made of clay not to find...' she hesitated, wondering why it was she didn't just walk out.

Why on earth was she arguing with him? All she had to do was collect her things and leave. What held her back? She realised with horror it was because there was something about this bizarre and stunning scenario that had electrified her. She could still feel the little frisson of excitement that Gena's performance had ignited in her belly. She couldn't define what it was, or perhaps she was afraid to admit that the blonde's unquestioning obedience to Peter Tourne had mesmerised her. Sex without responsibility, an unquestioning obedience to another's desires, wasn't that a dark dream she had always denied existed in her heart? Alex felt herself flush scarlet.

Tourne smiled warmly and guided her to the exquisitely arranged table.

'Don't worry about that now - let's eat,' he purred softly. His powerful self-confidence frustrated Alex. 'Let me tell you about my plans for the mural. Perhaps you and I can take a walk down to the gallery after dinner?' His tone was now matter of fact. Alex nodded dumbly and didn't resist as he poured her another glass of wine.

Dinner was exquisite, served by Peter Tourne's houseboy who moved like a ballet dancer between them. Despite the convivial surroundings Alex found it impossible to concentrate on the meal, her mind drawn again and again to thoughts of Gena and Starn in the room below. Peter Tourne reverted to the role of perfect host, spoiling her and asking questions about her trip, her life her art.

She willed herself to relax. The combination of wine, food, and conversation slowly eased away the tension. If it hadn't been for the recurring images of Gena's smooth excited body and Starn's glittering predatory eyes constantly bubbling up in Alex's mind, the meal would have been perfect.

The young servant served their coffee on the balcony outside the dining room. As Alex and Tourne stood side by side, looking out over the evening, watching the light changing on the sea and sky, he turned to her.

'You will stay.' It was a statement, not a question.

Alex bit her lip, not letting her eyes meet his.

'Yes,' she said, in a voice barely above a whisper. As she said it she knew that she'd agreed to more than just painting the mural - and the forbidden, unspoken possibilities excited her.

He nodded. 'Good, in that case I think we should go and look at the gallery,' he said, indicating she should follow him. When she finally caught his eye she could see the gleam of desire there. Alex swallowed hard as she allowed him to take her arm, her heart beating like a drum in her chest.

Below the terrace a winding stairway threaded a path around the outside of the villa. Alex tried to keep her eyes on the sea, resisting the temptation to look in through the windows in case she caught sight of Gena and Starn.

Finally Tourne led her under an archway and into a wide gallery overlooking a swimming pool below. She could immediately see why he'd commissioned the mural; the gallery was a superb site. She turned round, about to congratulate him, but something about the way he looked made her swallow the words. His eyes glistened, while the rest of his face seemed devoid of expression. She stared at him, all her previous fears returning.

'What do you want from me?' she stammered, backing away from him.

He smiled thinly, though she noticed the smile did not quite reach his eyes.

'Oh Alex, you disappoint me. Can't you guess? I want to instruct you, to teach you to obey, to let go—'

'Like Gena?' she whispered.

He watched her slow retreat along the gallery, the heady mix of emotions propelling her back towards the steps.

'You'll be better than Gena - far, far better,' he said. 'Come with me.' He turned his back on her and walked towards a door set in the far end of the gallery wall.

Alex felt the flutter of fear growing with every passing second into something more electric and enticing. She stood frozen by the archway, afraid and yet some how compelled to follow. He opened the door, his face now obscured by the evening shadows. They stood there, unmoving, for what seemed like an eternity. She could feel the pulse rising in her throat.

'Come.' His voice was stronger now; firm and authoritative. He held out his hand and Alex knew then that she was lost. Slowly she walked towards him through the fading evening light, knowing that some part of her longed to experience whatever Peter Tourne had to offer her.

––––––––
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ABOVE HER, UNSEEN AMONGST the verdant green climbers, the housekeeper watched from her apartment window. The old woman let out a thin, bitter sigh.

'You should be a man, Alex Sanderson,' she whispered, and closed the window quietly.
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Chapter 2
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THE ROOM BEYOND THE gallery was gloomy, lit only by skylights that caught the last rays of the evening sun. Alex stood in a pool of light, losing Peter Tourne in the shadows.

'Where are you?' she said unsteadily, unable to disguise the tremor in her voice.

'Here,' said he from behind her.

Alex trembled. 'Please... what do you want me to do?'

He stepped closer. 'Everything,' he purred. He stroked her neck. He touched her gently, his tenderness surprising her. She let out a thin hiss, jumping at his caress. His fingers were cold, almost unnaturally so.

'You will learn to obey me,' he murmured. 'You won't need to ask me what I want, you will know instinctively. You will be available for everything I desire.' He paused. 'All the time, night and day.' As he spoke his fingers caught in her hair, jerking her head back. The pain made her gasp. 'Do you understand?'

Alex shrieked as his fingers tightened in her curls, his lips pressed into the soft curve of her neck. 'Tell me you understand,' he said.

She grimaced and twisted as his fingers tightened again, pulling her closer. She whimpered and then whispered, 'Yes - yes I understand! Please, you're hurting me!'

Peter Tourne stepped away from her. His expression was one of triumph.

'Good,' he said. 'Now take off your clothes.'

Alex flushed. 'No,' she said immediately.

He pouted in displeasure. 'You tell me you understand,' he said flatly, prowling around her. 'But you obviously don't understand, or you would obey me at once - like Gena does.'

Alex started to justify herself, but to her horror he sprang forward fluently and grabbed hold of the neck of her dress, his fingers closing tight round the fabric. Alex shrieked, feeling the cloth bite into her flesh. Before she had a chance to resist he pushed her violently against the wall. Hitting the cold bricks knocked the breath out of her. She struggled to regain some shred of control, fighting her fear and surprise.

Peter Tourne's fingers tightened on her dress, wrenching at the thin material. She twisted and turned under his grip.

'Let go of me!' she hissed in terror. Looking up into his face all she could see were his eyes, bright and catlike in the gloom. She knew he was relishing her struggles - the realisation unnerved her and she froze. He gave the material another sharp tug and the summer dress ripped to the waist, revealing her delicate lacy bra beneath.

He grinned as she instinctively tried to cover herself. He pushed her hands away and traced the soft curve of her breasts. She whimpered as his fingers tracked across her nipples, roughly brushing and nipping at their sensitive peaks. She let out a sob and then pushed against his chest, trying to break away.

He let go of her, the smile fading. 'Why are you fighting me, Alex? We both know this is what you want. Take off the rest of your clothes.' His voice was low and hypnotic. 'Do it now before I lose my patience with you.'

Alex watched him like a hunted animal, glancing instinctively towards the door. He followed her eyes.

'You may leave if you wish,' he said evenly. 'But we both know you want to stay, don't we?'

He was right - and she knew now why Gena had said Peter Tourne understood her. She shivered and caught hold of the ragged remains of her dress, pushing it down over her hips. In the gloom he watched her coldly.

She stood on the stone floor in her underwear, the dress around her ankles.

He waved his hand towards her. 'And the rest, take everything off,' he whispered. His eyes travelled down over her body. 'Come along don't disappoint me now, Alex. I have so much to teach you. Tonight is merely your first step of a wondrous journey.'

It suddenly seemed to Alex as if her body had a will of its own. She undid her bra, letting it drop to the floor, then slid down her knickers; both excited and at the same time frightened and acutely conscious of her vulnerability. From the shadows she could see his eyes and knew he approved of what he saw.

'Turn round slowly,' he murmured.

She did, teasingly, deftly. When she had her back to him Alex felt his hands on her shoulders. She yelped as his fingers pressed into her flesh. His voice was a threatening murmur in her ear.

'Don't flirt with me, Alex. There is no need, you are mine already.'

As he spoke he pushed her to the floor. She stumbled forward onto the cold flagstones, landing heavily on her hands and knees. Before she had time to recover he grabbed hold of her arms and jerked her towards him. His face was impassive as he produced leather cuffs from the pocket of his dinner jacket. She watched in stunned surprise as he slipped them round her wrists and then tied them down into rings set in the floor. It wasn't until she had let him put them on that she realised he had rendered her completely helpless.

'Mr Tourne,' she gasped in horror, suddenly afraid. His response was to turn his attentions to her ankles. When she started to strain against the straps he tightened those around her wrists, jerking her face closer to the floor, so that she was crouched on all fours. She let out a thin desperate sob as his hands moved slowly across her body, 'oh Alex, you will be perfect - just perfect,' he said on an outward breath. 'I knew it as soon as I saw you. It will give me the greatest of pleasure to be your first teacher.' He paused as his fingers circled her hardening nipples. 'A good teacher can always bring out the best in his pupil, I will bring out only the very best in you.'

Alex shuddered as his hands moved slowly round to the curve of her buttocks. As he got to his feet, the feelings of vulnerability and exposure overwhelmed her. She trembled, listening to his footfalls in the gloom. She wasn't sure what was more frightening - the sound of his moving away from her, or the sound of him returning.

The shadows subtly changed and she guessed he had altered the lighting in the room so that he could admire his new prize. As he stepped closer she held her breath. He let something cold trail along her spine. She could hear his breathing in the empty silence and closed her eyes, fighting the growing sense of terror.

Peter Tourne let the leather belt rest for a moment on Alex's beautiful bound body. He smiled to himself, relishing the fear and the anticipation he could feel rising from her. She looked divine. Her buttocks were thrust up towards him, accentuating the erotic 'hour glass' shape of her body. Between the cheeks of her bottom he could see the lips of her sex, just parted to reveal the delicate inner pleats, and above them the tight dark bud of her anus. Her sex was framed with a delicate flush of coppery curls. The kiss of the belt made her shiver and wriggle, revealing a little more, opening her a little wider. Already he could make out the glistening moisture of her juices, gathering in the sensitive folds, betraying her excitement.

He let the belt move on, relishing his sense of power, drinking in the heady cocktail of emotions her body created in him. As the seconds passed, he could see her desperately fighting to retain some vestige of dignity, or control. Her breath came in shallow gasps as if she were straining to hear his every move. He saw her relax momentarily, and in that instant he drew the belt back and hit her squarely across the plump orb of her buttocks.

Alex screamed, twisting away from him, her belly dropping to protect the soft exposed areas of her body, while her face pressed down onto the cold floor. Before she could brace herself for the next stroke he brought the belt down again, harder this time.

Peter Tourne grinned, relishing the desperate noises of her humiliation and pain, delighting in the angry red glow that flushed across her skin. She struggled and writhed, trying to avoid the next blow, but he had bound her too well, and the stroke exploded across her buttocks, which clenched as she fought to evade his attentions. Between the heavy curves he could still see the lips of her sex gaping, glistening in the soft light. As if she could read his mind she clenched her muscles tighter still, trying to hide the secret parts of her body from him as the belt swept viciously back again.

Alex gasped as the next blow struck. The soft leather bonds creaked quietly as she jerked and vainly tried to twist away from her assailant. Tears of pain and shock bubbled up in her eyes. Whatever she had anticipated from Peter Tourne's instruction, it had not been this. The overwhelming red hot bite of the leather belt made her gasp and buck with surprise. She could feel the glowing pain in her buttocks spreading up through her whole body. She tried hard to control herself, not wanting to cry out to let him know how much it hurt - or more telling still - how much the hot stinging sensations and the sense of exposure and helplessness were awakening something deep and hungry in the darkest recesses of her mind.

She arched against his next blow, letting out a strangled sob as her face and breasts pressed down onto the cold floor. Behind her, she heard Peter Tourne moving. For a few seconds, she thought the beating was over and let out a thin whine, letting the tension ease in her back.

Before she had time to catch her breath the belt caught her again, hard and hot. The sensations spread out from her bottom in incandescent ripples. She knew she was losing control and let out a dark wailing moan as he hit her again, her rational thoughts were being overcome by the scorching arc of sensations. She bucked and strained against her restraints, letting instinct take over. She felt as if everything she had ever known was slipping way, as Peter Tourne ministered his own particular brand of instruction.

Suddenly there was stillness. The only sounds in the room were those of her desperate and ragged breaths. This time Alex didn't relax, fearing that it would herald another volley of blows from the belt. Instead she held herself taut, waiting for whatever torment might follow.

After a few seconds Alex felt fingers splaying the glowing, stinging contours of her buttocks. She shuddered as long fingers dipped inside her - she knew she was wet - and whimpered as they commenced their exploration.

From behind her, she heard the raw metallic sound of Peter Tourne's zip, and then the brush of his engorged cock against her inner thighs. The contrast to the hot angry glow of her bottom was electrifying. Brutally his fingers opened her sex and he slid into her without prelude. She bayed as his cock filled her and stifled a sob as he grabbed her hips and dragged her exhausted body back against his.

The friction of his clothes against the tender, glowing swell of her bottom made Alex shriek, but Peter Tourne was oblivious to her discomfort. He hauled her into his groin again and again, plunging deeper and deeper into the wet confines of her body, his fingers crushing down on the delicate folds of her inner lips.

Despite the sense of pain and humiliation, or perhaps she realised with a sense of horror - because of it - she could feel the pleasure growing deep inside. Dark crystals of excitement glistened and grew as he locked his fingers into her hair, arching her back against his thrusts. She screamed again as he jerked her hair harder, his fingers now moving to nip and drag at her breasts. As his fingers tightened around her engorged nipples she felt the glowing crystal sensation in her belly explode into glistening shards that ripped through her. Her bruised, aching body closed frantically around the shaft, sucking at him, milking him, and a second later she heard him groan and then join her in a wild and desperate race towards oblivion.

Finally Alex collapsed onto the cold hard floor, huddled to save her screaming shoulder muscles and glowing buttocks. Peter Tourne remained buried deep inside her, his breath ragged and uneven on her bare skin.

Eventually he slowly peeled himself away from her, leaving her feeling open and exposed.

Alex eased herself into a more comfortable position, afraid to speak. He turned his attention to the leather ties around her ankles and relief swept through her. It was short lived though; once he had untied the straps around her ankles, he moved away. She stretched out on the flagstones, waiting for him to come to free her hands. Instead he lifted her head and slipped a thin pillow beneath it. She started to protest but he seemed unreachable. She wanted to see his face, his eyes, but could only focus on his expensive shoes as he walked slowly past her. She felt him fold a blanket over her bruised and sated body, and then she let out a thin unhappy cry as she realised he intended to leave her there, tied to the floor.

'Mr Tourne,' she sobbed, all her senses alight and afraid. 'Please, Mr Tourne. No, don't leave me here! I'll do whatever you want. Please, untie me...' but her cries fell on deaf ears. She heard the sound of his footfalls recede as he left the room, and seconds later she was plunged into total darkness. She screamed out at the indignity, the unfairness, and the memory of the dark insistent call of her own desire.

Finally she realised it was pointless. Peter Tourne had gone. She began to cry aware that in her struggles to call him back she had dragged the blanket down off her shoulders.

Between her legs the sting of the belt still throbbed, while her sex, wet and bruised, still glowed with the aftermath of her excitement. She lay still for a few seconds, hot tears rolling down her cheeks, wondering whether she could untie herself. Her fingers fumbled with the thongs, but in the dark she couldn't see how or where the ties where held.

She listened to the unfamiliar sounds of room and the night outside. It seemed as if she were totally and utterly alone. The tears came back with a vengeance - tears of fear and tears of shame, for she knew that some part of her relished what the virtual stranger had done to her, however much her rational mind denied it.

In the darkness Alex rolled over onto her side, making the joints in her shoulders scream. She tried to slide down under the blanket to keep warm. Her body protested as she felt the cold floor beneath her biting into her hips and knees. She shivered. It was going to be a long, long night.

Easing herself onto her back she concentrated on the stars, which were clearly visible through the skylight above, trying to take her mind off the pain and the strange dark thoughts that emerged again and again in her mind. Slowly, despite everything, she felt exhaustion creep over her aching body, and did not resist as she slipped into a light and fitful doze.

––––––––
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IT WAS STILL DARK WHEN something woke Alex. Instantly she knew exactly where she was. Her body was cold, her muscles and bones aching with strain and cramps. She peered into the gloom, wondering if Peter Tourne had taken pity on her and returned to untie the straps. His name conjured up the images of her excitement and of his body pressed intimately against hers, but more compelling still, the memories of the belt biting into her delicate flesh.

Alex swallowed hard and listened. Close by she could hear someone moving about in the room. She licked her dry lips, struggling to find her voice.

'Mr Tourne?' she asked uncertainly into the darkness. The movement in the shadows stopped. Alex held her breath. 'Who's there?' she eventually called uneasily, unable to keep the tremor out of the words.

She heard the soft footsteps moving closer, and then in the starlight caught the glint of dark eyes. Instinctively she drew herself up into a small tight ball. Her unknown visitor moved closer - so close that she could hear his breathing. He was excited, struggling for control.

There was the sudden flare of a match, and in the flickering light she saw the heavy features of the driver who had picked her up earlier in the day. His lips were slack and wet, his eyes bright with excitement. He lit a candle and stood it on the flagstones beside her. His face contorted into a lustful grimace as he took in the details of her vulnerability.

Alex shuddered, fearing the sickening desire in the swarthy man's eyes. He knelt at her feet, which she protectively curled up against her body, and grabbing hold of the corner of the blanket, whipped it away. Alex let out a thin, strangled squeal.

'No - no please,' she whimpered, as his lecherous eyes roamed eagerly over her naked and bound body.

He grabbed hold of her ankles and jerked her legs apart so that she was totally exposed. He leered at the junction of her legs where her sex, the curls damp and matted from Peter Tourne's use of her tied body, gaped to reveal the damp folds within.

He grinned triumphantly, but didn't look at her face. Instead his stubby fingers moved to her sex, splaying the lips wider so that he could explore her. His thumb brushed her clitoris and she gasped as a lightening bolt of sensation roared through her slim body. The driver grinned again and plunged his fingers inside, playing in the mingled juices of her orgasm and that of his employer's. He spread the moisture out over her thighs, letting it dribble onto her cold skin then bent closer, sniffing at her sex like a dog. Alex flushed scarlet as he lapped tentatively at the pooled moisture.

'Please,' she whispered as he pressed her legs further apart, drinking in the flavours from her helpless body. 'Please leave me alone. Mr Tourne said he would come back. Mr Tourne...'

The man snorted in derision as Alex's voice faded - they both knew she was lying.

Her body felt leaden, touched by cold and cramp and the hideous hypnotic caress of the peasant driver. He sat up, his lips obscenely slick, and grinned as he moved his fingers to open the cheeks of her bottom. For an instant his finger caressed the dark forbidden closure behind her sex. Alex, suddenly terrified, squealed and tried to wriggle away from him, realising the direction in which his desire was developing.

The horrible man sniggered, pressing his finger speculatively against the tight, puckered closure.

'You should be a man,' he murmured dryly.

Alex snorted. Fear fuelling her anger, she tried to disentangle herself from his disgusting fingers.

Grunting, he knelt on his haunches, the same wet fingers working now on his ragged trousers. His cock - dark and meaty - sprung forwards like a wild animal. She let out a terrified sob as his hands moved back to her bruised sex. Dipping into her with his dirty fingers he spread the fragrant juices of his employer and Alex around her quim, lubricating, spreading. The thick liquid cooled as it touched her body, leaving shiny slick trails. He grinned and leant forward, outlining her nipples with the juices. She could smell the warm ocean musk of her sex.

The driver crouched over her, the pungent smell of his sweat overwhelming and repulsive as he lapped at her breasts, dragging them into his mouth, milking her, sucking her breasts as if he were feeding.

Alex tried to unseat him, but it was impossible, he was far too large and heavy to fight off. Roughly he spread her thighs, twisting her body painfully and stroking her juices over his dark and threatening cock. She shivered and then gasped as he drove his phallus home into her open quim. His yellowed teeth closed around her nipples, biting hard. She yelled out in desperation, and her body bucked instinctively, impaling her further onto his vile cock.

The man sat back a little, his eyes fixed on the junction were his body entered hers, and then he began to pump deep into her, his fingers returning again and again to the tight dark closure behind her quim. She bucked as his finger tried to work its way inside her. He leered down at her and then spat onto his other hand.

She flinched - she knew now that he was intent on buggery and there was nothing she could do to stop him. As she felt him working the saliva into her anus she struggled to blank out the terrifying sensations. His fingers eased their way into the forbidden place, making her flinch as he finally breached the tight band of muscle. With each passing second her rogue body gave him greater access, until through the walls of her sex she could feel him stroking his own cock.

She shuddered, bright tears of pain rising behind her eyes, fearful that if she fought too hard he would hurt her.

Unbuttoning his shirt he pulled her up towards him so that he could brush his torso against her pale breasts. His chest and shoulders were thickly carpeted with wiry, grey hair that scraped her sensitive nipples. He sniggered again as their skin touched, then he leant forward to kiss her. His thick wet lips tasted of beer and cheap cigars - and the heady aroma of her own body.

As his lips brushed hers again she bit him. His reaction was to growl angrily and sink his teeth into her bottom lip. She felt the bright metallic taste of blood, then surrendered, knowing it was pointless to resist; tied to the floor, what Alex didn't give him, he could easily take. Fighting her revulsion she opened her mouth to his filthy, invasive kisses.

––––––––
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ABOVE THEM, UNSEEN by Alex or the driver, Peter Tourne watched the desperate attempts of his gorgeous new guest to unseat her unwanted lover. He lifted a wine glass to his lips and smiled. He'd let his driver know the girl was available, and the man had needed no further encouragement to go and explore his employer's new house guest. He moved closer to the glass at the edge of his hidden gallery. He knew his driver's special predilection and wondered if he would indulge himself.

Below, the man pulled his thick cock out of Alex's slim pale body and lit another candle. It seemed he wanted to see his victim better; wanted to revel in her bondage. Peter Tourne sat back and watched as the man moved closer to Alex and slid his hands under her buttocks. He lifted her pelvis up to his lips, plunging his tongue deep into her sex, lapping and lubricating, whilst, even in the gloom, Peter Tourne could see his driver's fingers moving back between his victim's buttocks, fingering the dark tight closure that he preferred.

Alex's face was contorted, fighting the sensations that threatened to overwhelm her. Her body moved instinctively against the man's broad tongue, unable - despite her fears - to resist the temptation to accept his caresses. Beneath her the driver's slick cock glistened in the candlelight, waiting for Alex to submit, waiting for the moisture to smooth the way into her most secret place.

Peter Tourne held his breath. The driver lifted the girl higher, holding her open so that his mouth could lap greedily at her tight little arsehole. Peter Tourne could sense Alex's horror and the driver's growing desire. The man moved back to Alex's clitoris; she moaned, afraid even now to relinquish her control. Her beautifully pert breasts were flushed, her nipples puckered and dark from the excitement and the cold.

Peter Tourne could sense Alex's climax approaching as her body began to tremble. Just at the instant when it seemed she would tumble headlong into ecstasy, the driver pulled his mouth away from her and spat into his hand again, rubbing his saliva between her buttocks. The girl's expression changed and froze as she anticipated what was to follow. The driver eased forward, his raging phallus all but invisible between the cheeks of her bottom.

Alex mouthed the word NO! but the man was relentless, and then Peter Tourne heard her throaty groan as the driver slid his cock into the darkest recesses of her body. She seemed afraid to move, her face pale and desperate, unsure of whether she hated this new sensation... or whether she adored it. The driver looked down at her, his eyes glittering with triumph. He crept closer, sliding deeper and deeper, then his thumb moved to Alex's clitoris, and roughly, persuasively he began to circle it. Peter Tourne could see the pulse twitching in her throat, while her face was still frozen with confusion.

Fear flickered in her eyes as the driver began to move - gently at first, slowly, feeling his way into her. Suddenly she twisted instinctively against his circling thumb and then screamed out as she dropped down, unable to hold herself up any longer, completely impaling herself onto his cock. Her body twitched and turned with the first desperate flurries of the orgasm the driver had lit in her belly, while he began to work more insistently, set now on his own frantic release. His fat lips contorted into a maniacal grin as he reached his climax, fiercely driving his phallus as deep into her as he could.

Finally there was calm; an eerie brittle stillness that hung like smoke between the two figures on the floor. The driver slid out of Alex's body without a second thought. She shuddered, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

The driver grinned at her, his fingers moving back and forth across her body, slipping inside her sex. He leant forward to drag her nipples deep into his mouth, sucking and biting. Alex lay motionless, staring up into the dark night. The man shrugged, pressing his lips against her sex for one last caress, and then slung the blanket over her. She didn't respond, her eyes were focused on the middle distance as the driver leant over her to blow out the candles, his cock dragging, wet and flaccid across her exhausted body.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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'WAKE UP.'

Alex blinked, hearing a female voice close by. She tried to turn over, feeling unbelievably uncomfortable. Her waking mind was flooded with images from the night before. She gasped and struggled to sit up. Her arms were so numb she could barely feel them. The tight leather straps still held her firm. She groaned and then licked her lips, aware of the stale taste of sleep in her mouth. Above her the face of the elderly housekeeper came into view. Alex blushed furiously. The older woman shook her head.

'I tell you Mr Tourne is wicked man,' she said flatly. 'You should not come here.'

'Have you come to let me out?' Alex asked, wincing at the ache in her bladder.

The woman sighed theatrically. 'Yes, I let you out, but first Mr Tourne he want you shaved. Turn onto your back.'

Alex began to protest, thinking about Gena's slick and exposed sex.

The woman above her just shrugged. 'If I don't shave you, you stay tied on floor. Mr Tourne, he say so.'

'I want to use the bathroom,' snapped Alex, turning so that she could catch the woman's eyes. The housekeeper shrugged as if she didn't understand.

'The toilet,' Alex repeated desperately. 'Please!'

Comprehension dawned at last, and the older woman smiled. 'I shave you first, then you go to toilet.' As she spoke she jerked the blanket back off Alex's body. She looked over the girl's slim well - proportioned frame with something akin to professional coolness.

'You have nice body,' she said as she fingered Alex's tender breasts. Alex flinched at her touch, the single pain awaking a thousand others. 'Mario, he come to you also?'

Alex pulled a face. 'Mario?'

'Mr Tourne, his driver, he like to bite, you have bruise here.' She poked the sore area again and Alex winced.

'Mario, he like boys best.' She lifted a questioning eyebrow at Alex, who felt hot threads of humiliation course through her. The old woman's words conjured up the driver's leering, ugly face and his thick meaty phallus pressing home into her. Alex reddened; there had been no way to stop him. She could still feel the pain.

The old woman pouted. 'But he don't mind girls too, and you can't stop him like this,' she indicated Alex's bonds. 'Now, I shave you.'

Alex looked way, feeling her colour deepen under the woman's scrutiny. What could she say? She was as powerless to resist the old woman as she'd been to stop Mario or Peter Tourne from doing exactly as they wished with her.

The woman made a clucking, motherly noise. 'You stay very, very still. I don't want cut you.'

Alex shivered at the possibility, listening now to the slosh of water. The woman returned.

'Open your legs, little one,' she said, prising Alex's aching thighs apart. 'Open them real wide.'

Alex closed her eyes as the housekeeper began to lather the coppery curls around her sex. Her hands were practised and confident. Alex shuddered as she felt the first cold rasping stroke of the razor and then froze, remembering what the housekeeper had said about staying still. She tensed, listening to each compelling stroke, resisting the desire to shudder at her exposure. She held her breath, willing herself not to move, trying not to even think, until the old woman finally struggled back to her feet.

'There, you are done now,' the housekeeper said with a smile. 'You need to rinse soap off.'

Alex wriggled. 'Let me get up now, please.'

The woman mumbled something and then reached above Alex's head. Alex felt the leather thongs give and them lifted her hands slowly until she could see them. Every muscle in her back ached.

'Thank you,' she whispered as she struggled to sit up. Her head span.

The woman crouched over her with a look of concern on her face. 'Slowly,' she said, 'don't rush.'

Alex nodded and finally, if unsteadily, sat upright. The icy touch of the floor was like a balm against her glowing buttocks.

The woman glanced across the room. Alex followed her eyes - the interior was bare except for a series of rings in the floors and walls and ceiling and an expanse of cupboards. At one end of the long room were two doors set into the wall.

The old woman handed Alex a thin cotton robe. 'There is bathroom there,' she said, pointing towards one of the doors, and then glanced down at the remains of Alex's dress on the flagstones. 'I bring something clean to wear.' She bundled up Alex's clothes and then, carrying them and the bowl of water, hurried away.

Once she'd left, Alex grabbed the robe and dragged it around her shoulders. Her body protested, every muscle and sinew felt knotted and sore. She clambered unsteadily to her feet, and hobbled towards the bathroom door. As she walked the slick fragrant remains of her night spent with Peter Tourne and Mario trickled out onto her thighs. She shuddered and pushed the door open.

In the bathroom the walls were lined with more built-in cupboards. She opened the first one - it contained perfume and toiletries, the next one a pile of thick luxurious towels. Alex turned on the taps, ran a deep bath and then gratefully slipped into the warm water. She sighed as the water eased away the pain. Stretching, she took in the startling, naked contours of her sex. The clean lines were shocking, and at the same time deeply erotic. She looked way, feeling the mixture of intense emotions bubbling up through her. Soaping herself, her fingertips sought out the aftermath of the damage from the previous night.

On her breast were the deep navy teeth marks of one of Mario's bites, other lesser bruises pinched and ached as she touched them. Finally she let the soap slide down between her legs. The naked mound of her pubis felt strange under her fingers. She opened her legs wider, wincing as she felt the bruising inside, and behind it the sensation of raw violation that she didn't feel ready to contemplate.

A picture of Mario's eager, lascivious face filled her mind. She shook her head and tried to drive his image away when she succeeded his features were replaced by the cool and aristocratic face of Peter Tourne. She swallowed hard and slid further down into the warm water, willing it to heal her body and soak away the desperate aches and stiffness.

Finally dried and feeling somewhat restored, Alex glanced into the mirror above the basin. Her blue eyes were bright, despite her lack of sleep. Her lips and breasts were bruised from Mario's attentions - but what surprised her most was that other than the obvious bruising she looked no different; she was unchanged by the events of the night before. Thoughtfully she ran a finger over the livid purple mark inside her bottom lip, wincing as she found the tender spot where Mario had bitten her. Her mouth still felt dirty. She shuddered as she remembered the driver's filthy kisses and the odour of tobacco and beer. She opened another cabinet and found a toothbrush and paste. Gratefully she spat into the sink and attempted to scrub away the last physical remains of the peasant's invasion of her body. She pulled the robe tight. Glancing back at the mirror she smiled; at least her body now felt clean - although her mind was a very different matter.

Outside the bathroom, on the floor, lay one of her favourite floral dresses that the housekeeper had obviously collected from the guest cottage. Alex picked it up and pulled a face - the woman had forgotten to bring her any underwear, and had already taken away the things she had been wearing the night before. She sighed and pulled the dress over her head, ignoring the complaints from her body as she moved.

By the rings in the floor where she had spent the previous night were her sandals, discarded at some point, but not forgotten. Alex slipped them on and then made her way out into the bright sunlight.

It took her a few seconds to work out exactly where she was - she had no desire to go back into the house - instead she went back to the steep path around the outside of the villa and climbed up until she found a way into the garden that would lead to the guest cabin.

Inside, on the table in the sitting room, someone had set out a breakfast tray with orange juice, coffee and hot light rolls. Alex ate ravenously, cramming the delicious bread into her mouth as if she hadn't eaten for a week.

She had barely had a chance to collect her thoughts and finish her breakfast before Gena appeared at the open door. Her sudden appearance made Alex jump. Gena's expression was dark and unreadable, but there was a split moment when their eyes locked, each female understanding fully what the other had recently experienced.

Gena was the first to break the silence. 'Peter wants to see you in sitting room.'

Alex hesitated. 'I'm not really dressed,' she began, glancing down at her thin dress. Through the lightweight fabric she could make out the shadowy outline of her nipples, and the curve of her breasts.

Gena's eyes flashed. 'He said you are to come.'

Alex nodded, remembering Peter Tourne's reaction to her disobedience. 'All right,' she said quickly, standing the cup down.

Gena turned so that the sunlight shone through her elegantly tailored dress. Picked out by the sun her silhouetted figure was stunning. Alex swallowed hard, knowing from the events of the night before that Gena too, was naked beneath her dress.

She followed the blonde down into the main house, struck once again by the peaceful qualities and the elegance of the hallway and the rippling sounds of the fountain. Ahead of her Gena mounted the staircase that led up to the sitting room.

The blonde opened the door and let Alex go in first. Peter Tourne was sitting across the room in an armchair, looking out into the garden below. Starn was standing behind him. His eyes roamed slowly over Alex and then to Gena as the two women stepped into the room.

'You wanted to see me?' Alex said softly.

Peter Tourne said nothing - he didn't even move. It was Starn who stepped closer, his eyes resting on the curve of Alex's body where it touched the thin fabric of her summer dress. Under Starn's unsettling gaze Alex was astounded to feel her nipples hardening, pressing forward to reveal themselves through the material.

'Did you have her shaved?' asked Starn over his shoulder to Tourne. His eyes gleamed as he noticed the outline of her nipples.

Peter Tourne was still looking into the garden outside. 'Show him,' he said flatly.

Alex felt herself flush scarlet, and she hesitated.

His voice lowered to a menacing purr. 'Don't make me ask you again, Alex. You know how I reward disobedience.'

Knowing she had no other choice but to obey, Alex gathered up the hem of her skirt, lifting it slowly to reveal the soft vulnerable curves of her naked sex. Starn licked his lips greedily. He stepped forward as if he intended to touch her. Alex flinched and instinctively stepped back towards the door.

Peter Tourne turned to look at her, his eyes resting first on her sex, and then her face. He smiled. 'Very good.' He glanced across at Gena. 'Take off your dress, Gena, then come here and stand by me.'

Without any hesitation Gena began to undo the buttons of her shirt-dress, revealing the heavy swell of her breasts. Alex stood motionless, her fingers knotted in the thin material of her frock, while Gena let her dress fall into a silky puddle around her feet.

Peter Tourne glanced back at Alex. 'I want you to kiss Gena,' he said softly. Alex shivered but didn't move. His penetrating eyes never left her face. 'Am I not making myself clear?' His tone hardened. 'Let me explain. I want you to kneel in front of her, part her thighs, and then kiss her, caress her. Use that tongue and those pretty lips of yours to bring her to the very brink of ecstasy.'

Alex gasped; she had thought he meant a real kiss on the lips - and that prospect had abhorred her - but what he actually meant completely astounded her. She dropped the hem of her skirt.

'No,' she stammered, 'I won't, I can't!'

Peter Tourne lifted his hands in resignation. 'Why do you insist on fighting me, Alex? What I ask is so easy. All you have to do is give yourself to me. Let me guide you show you, teach you. Ah well.' he looked at Gena and then at Starn. 'Lift your skirt up again, Alex.'

She did so very slowly, with great reluctance.

'Now Gena will show you how it's done.' He fixed her eyes with steely determination. 'And you will let her. Do you understand me?'

Alex couldn't bring herself to answer him.

'Do you understand me?' he snapped again.

This time she nodded and Starn stepped behind her. One of his hands slipped round her wrists, holding her fingers tight in the skirt. He jerked them higher until her whole belly was exposed. His other hand snaked around her shoulders until one of her breasts rested in his palm. He squeezed firmly, his thumb and fingers seeking out her nipple, which to Alex's horror, hardened again under his touch.

Gena walked slowly across the room. It was impossible for Alex to ignore her pale and delicate eroticism. Peter Tourne nodded towards a stool and the gorgeous blonde pulled it up in front of Alex, before arranging herself onto it on all fours.

She glanced up at Alex, her eyes glittering as she ran her tongue around her red painted lips. Alex let out a desperate whine and then closed her eyes as she felt Gena's warm breath on her belly. An instant later she gasped as Gena planted the lightest of kisses on the junction where her heavy outer lips met. Behind her she heard Starn sigh and felt him tighten his grip on her. He slid his knee between her thighs and forced her legs wider apart.

In contrast to Starn's touch, Gena's tongue was soft and enquiring, her mouth planting delicate kisses on the lips of her quim. Her tongue eased Alex's sex open, probing and seeking out the hard ridge of her clitoris. Alex gasped softly as the blonde found her goal and then started to nibble and suck at the little throbbing bud. Behind her Starn changed position, his fingers now dropping from the hem of her skirt to the naked contours of her sex. She tried to push him away but he was strong and persistent. His fingers slid down to hold her body open for Gena's probing tongue.

The blonde girl's attentions were frightening in their intensity. Within seconds Alex could feel the spiral of her excitement growing. Gena's fingers joined her tongue, stroking and caressing and teasing. Alex gasped, feeling as if she was losing the control of every part of her body. She found herself leaning back against Starn, and could make out the pressing of his penis through her dress. She moaned as Gena plunged her fingers up into her willing body, exploring her sensitive and moist interior. Her fingers stroked along the inner lips, dipping in and out of the wet slit between. Alex let out a long wild sob as Gena returned her attentions to her clitoris and dragged a perfectly painted fingernail across the throbbing hood that protected the little bud.

The sheer intensity of the sensations threatened to drown her. Alex writhed helplessly, opening her legs wider, her body's desire suppressing her mind's revulsion. She thrust herself onto Gena's waiting tongue, straining to catch every last electric caress.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





