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'SO YOU WANT ME TO TRY and get photos of Theona Blue, preferably flagrante delicto?' said Will Denton, staring across the desk at his editor-in-chief. The leather upholstered swivel chair creaked at the slightest movement of his big-framed body and long legs.

'Not try, succeed,' Denise Spalding answered brusquely. Talented, confident and glamorous, she ruled supreme, an iron fist in a velvet glove.

Will pulled a wry face. 'She's a tough nut to crack,' he reminded, 'is allergic to the press, and surrounded by heavies.'

'I know all that. This is why it's essential that Hi Life get to her first. Our readers expect the latest low-down on the rich and famous. We must get her before any other magazine does. You can do it, Will.'

He glanced at her from under his strongly marked eyebrows, aware of his cock hardening as it always did when he was near her. Power was an irresistible aphrodisiac, and Denise was very powerful indeed. She was one of the sexiest ladies he had ever met and, while a confirmed bachelor, he was something of an expert. Concealed by her prestigious mahogany desk, he surreptitiously fondled his balls and caressed his prick through his trousers.

Denise had always been a great lay, and she was a genuine redhead, too. The foxy triangle at the apex of her thighs matched her fashionably short, flicked-back hair. Bill ached to see it. If he pleased her by promising to get the gen on the famous rock-singer, then maybe she'd let him fuck her again, perhaps right now. They'd had an on-off relationship from the beginning, when she first started working for the magazine. That had been five years ago. But she was capricious. He never knew where he stood with her. Now approaching forty, a craggily handsome man with unruly brown hair, he had already been an ace reporter when she started out as a rookie with a college degree in media studies.

It had hardly seemed just that because of this diploma she had been made editor instead of him. But, as he had philosophically concluded, who ever said life was going to be fair? The powers that be who owned the magazine wanted a young woman, a modern thinking woman, with a finger on the pulse of today's happenings. He, on the other hand, had worked his way up through the ranks of journalism. He'd seen it all, been there, done that, got the T-shirt, but she had netted the job.

He'd not resented it, and could have moved had the situation proved too irksome, but after a while he'd had to admit that she was the right choice - as modern as tomorrow with an eye for trends and attitudes, attuned to popular opinion.

'Okay, you shall have Miss Theona Blue served up on toast,' he vowed, giving her the full benefit of his wide smile.

Denise rose, tall and graceful in a tailored skirt and silk blouse. 'Good,' she said, and came over to him, leaning against his shoulder. 'I knew you'd agree.'

'Have I ever let you down?' he asked, breathing in that gorgeous aroma of French perfume mixed with her own personal essence. His nose twitched as he caught the hint of something else - that of female arousal. Undoubtedly her fiery bush would be dampening.

'Not since that furore about your exposé of the private life of country and western singer, Delia Eddy. It was an audacious piece of investigative journalism, but you fouled up, Will, and Delia sued Hi Life and won her case. It cost the magazine plenty and the bosses weren't amused. They wanted to fire you, but I put in a word.'

'Why?' he asked, slipping an arm round her pliant waist, male pride dented because it was she who had got him off the hook.

She looked down into his face and smiled. 'Because you're a good writer and a first-class fuck.'

'What I said about Delia was true,' he averred, reaching up to feel her breasts through the silk, testing their weight and fullness and if she was wearing a bra, letting his thumbs revolve over the hardened nipples.

She didn't resist, gasping with pleasure, then saying huskily, 'I know.'

Will started to work open the buttons, absorbed in his task, but continuing to state his case. 'There was Delia, pretending to be a homespun, girl-next-door type, and in reality shagging every manager and band member on the circuit. I didn't pull any punches.'

'You never have done,' she whispered as he unfastened her blouse and then fondled her breasts through the cream lace, underwired cups. They were within an inch of his lips.

'I can't help it,' he went on, blowing gently on her nipples, his erection tenting the front of his trousers. 'That's how I am; I hate bull-shit.'

'Did you have to be quite so sarcastic?'

Will slipped a finger into the top of her bra, finding one rosy teat and teasing it into an even more needful peak. 'Sarcastic? I'm that all right. We Brits have a warped sense of humour, haven't we? Something to do with the climate; how can we be other than ironic when we can have a heat wave in March and snow in April?'

'Keep it under control when you interview Theona,' she advised, but her voice was unsteady as one of his hands left her breasts and wormed its way up under her skirt, encountering stockings, and a smooth area of thigh between a garter belt and the edge of her panties.

He brushed it aside, thrilling at the feel of crisp pubic floss, then the delicate silkiness of her sex-lips. The copious juice betrayed her excitement, and the throbbing in his groin increased. He put a hand behind her, palming her rounded buttocks and wondering yet again what she would do if he put her across his knee and spanked her. The thought of seeing those round globes turning scarlet under his blows almost made him come in his pants.

Would she get off on it? He rather thought she might; a woman in control of her business life relinquishing her will to a masterful man. He had never spanked, whipped or caned anyone, though it was one of his fantasies and he often masturbated while looking at photos of bound and gagged girls, naked and ready for beating.

She relaxed, parting her legs slightly to make his invasion of her secret female parts that much easier. Will lost his nerve, deciding not to attempt to chastise her - not this time. He didn't want anything to put her off, dipping a finger into her moist vulva and massaging her swollen clitoris. Feeling her shiver and wanting to delay her orgasm, he stood up, his hands at her waist now, bending his head and finding her mouth. His tongue entered its honeyed depth, and her own responded with fierce little jabs. She moaned, low in her throat, and he held her tight, pressing her pubis to the bulge straining behind his fly, letting her know how much he wanted her.

'I've told my secretary I'm not to be disturbed,' she said, dragging her mouth from his. 'There are condoms in the drawer.'

Spring sunlight streamed through the plate glass windows of her splendid office, with its view over London's Chelsea Harbour. It struck across the red velvet couch that was a part of the impressive equipment, like the state of the art computer, the fax machine, the drinks cabinet. Many a time that settee had provided them with a place on which to fornicate.

Denise lay back on it and closed her eyes and Will hovered over her, hearing the muffled sounds of traffic passing far below, and the distant buzz of the people, machines and organisation needed to produce a glossy magazine like theirs. But all was muted, sounding like the sea pounding on some far off shore.

He knelt by the couch almost reverently, as if he was before an altar. In his own way, he adored this woman, with her sharp mind and lithe body. Her face was fashionably made up, yet her beauty seemed timeless. There was a touch of wantonness about her that contrasted tantalisingly with the smart, strictly functional clothes she wore to work, giving a hint of the real woman within.

He lifted her skirt again, and then held her hips, raising her bottom so the material would not ruck and cause her discomfort. She opened her hazel eyes and stared at him raptly, as if waiting for him to touch her. He dipped down and tongued her thighs between the taut white suspenders. She spread her legs wider, gripping his head in her hands, guiding him. He nosed her panties aside, running his tongue over her cleft before taking them off. He brought them to his mouth, inhaling the fragrance of her sex that clung like incense. Then he stared at her, seeing the russet, neatly trimmed wedge, the plump mound displaying its darkly enticing slit.

Denise tossed her head from side to side and her hands clasped her breasts, scooping them from the bra cups and playing with the red-brown nipples, pulling them, rolling them between her fingers. Will leaned nearer and bent her legs at the knee so that her thighs fell apart, the avenue widening, pink labia unfurling, crowned by her engorged clit.

He controlled his lust, but relieved his cock by unzipping. It shot out, long and sturdy, it's naked helm shiny with jism. Denise grabbed at it, running her silver lacquered fingernails up and down the stalk, examining the purplish dome, tracing each ridge and prominent vein. Knowing he couldn't hold on much longer he slipped a digit into her snatch, wriggled it around and then smoothed her moisture across her labia and over the needy bud.

He massaged it firmly, but when her jerking hips and gasping breath told him she was on the edge he reduced the pressure, delaying orgasm.

She lay still now, her eyes glazed, her lips as wet and lustrous as her labial wings. She placed her hand over his, whispering, 'Make it last. Give me a johnny and I'll put it on for you.'

He found the packet, handed it to her, heard her tear it open, and watched as she rolled the flesh-coloured rubber over his dick, her touch magical, his climax just around the corner.

Prepared now, he wetted her slit with a dribble of saliva. He licked her and she cried out with pleasure, then his fingers took over again, trailing back and forth across her delta.

'My clit!' she muttered fiercely. 'Rub it now!'

He did just that, no longer gentle but subjecting it to strong friction. She moaned, her hips lifted, her head snapped back and he felt her throb against his finger. He held her, widened her quivering cunt and sank three fingers into her hot wetness. Not his prick. He wasn't about to distract her from her moment of bliss. But, as the tension released, he kissed her mouth and enclosed her sex in his hand. Then, as she moved to lie full-length on the couch, he eased himself into her welcoming sheath, pushing his phallus in deep.

She heaved against him and he felt her inner muscles clamping round his cock. He braced himself on straight arms, trousers tangling round his legs, his movements frantic as he spurted into the condom.

'I want you to take Julia Jones with you on the Theona Blue job,' was the first thing she said as they lay on the couch afterwards.

This roused him from the sleepy euphoria that follows sex. 'Julia? Why her? She's green as grass and hopelessly naive. A pain in the arse, to be exact.'

'She needs experience. She's bright and enthusiastic and has that special quality about her which is so attractive to men and women alike. Don't tell me you haven't wanted to shag her.'

'She's a blonde bimbo,' he grumbled, taking off the rubber, knotting it and dropping it into the wastepaper basket. 'More of a liability than anything else. She's always losing things; notebooks, cameras, items of clothing. I can't see it working out.'

Denise shot him a cool glance, once more in charge. 'You'll take her with you. It's not up for debate,' she said decisively.

––––––––
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JULIA WAS SURPRISED when she was summoned to Denise Spalding's sanctum next morning. She had just come into work, expecting to cope with the usual tedium of being a junior reporter where nothing much exciting happened.

She could hardly believe her ears when she and Will were given their brief. Denise was everything Julia aspired to be: worldly, glamorous, knowing the trade inside out, captain of the good ship Hi Life. Julia was flabbergasted to learn she'd been considered worthy of going on an assignment with Will, a senior newshound of renown.

They'd left at noon, heading west in Will's Peugeot. He'd been conversational on the way, but once they had booked in at a hotel near Penzance he had been decidedly abrupt. She wondered if it was because she had misdirected them several times, finding map reading confusing. Then she thought it might be because they had separate rooms. Will had been trying to seduce her ever since she joined the team. Maybe he imagined this would be an ideal opportunity, but though she respected his skills, and was flattered by his attentions, she wasn't about to jump into bed with him. Her career was of paramount importance.

The five-star hotel was old and picturesque. It had once been a coaching inn and gleamed with antique brass, panelling, low-beamed ceilings and open fireplaces. Denise had booked them in there because it was not far from the palatial cliff-top retreat where their prey was allegedly staying. Julia was overawed. She could never have afforded such a place, but the magazine was paying.

On arrival in her room she spent some time simply prowling around, admiring the carpets and fittings and the en suite bathroom with its little tablets of lavender-scented soap and sachets of shampoo, provided for the guests and completely free. There was a phone, a television, a small fridge containing miniature bottles of alcohol and cartons of fresh milk, and a breakfast bar with a kettle and tea, coffee and drinking chocolate. The curtains were chintz, the leaded windows affording a view of the sea. The double bed had brass posts and a canopy draped in lace, and the secretaire was provided with writing paper, envelopes and pens bearing the hotel's logo, and a What's on in Cornwall guide, complete with a roadmap.

'Wow!' she exclaimed, bouncing on the springy mattress. 'I wish Arlene were here. She'd go mental over all this!'

She and Arlene went back a long way, one-time college students and now house sharing in London. Julia had chosen to go into journalism and Arlene was an up and coming dress designer. They were as different as chalk and cheese; Arlene vivacious and beautiful, with a stream of lovers; Julia pretty, keen, gauche, and a virgin.

Much as she was curious about sex, she was an incurable romantic, had been hurt by boyfriends several times, dumped because she refused to go the whole hog with them, and was looking for Mr Right. Arlene voiced the opinion that she was barking. No such creature existed. She had added cynically that all men really wanted was to get into a girl's knickers, and it was up to women to use them and abuse them in return.

Julia had watched a succession of personable men pass through the house, pausing in Arlene's bedroom for a spell, then given the elbow by that forthright young lady. Julia wished she had her insouciance, embarrassed to bump into one or other of them on her way to the lavatory. Sometimes they were naked or had a bathrobe on, or had stopped to don boxer shorts. She peeked at them, seen well-developed chests, pecs and legs, looked at rumpled dark hair, or fair or even ginger. Occasionally she'd been given a flash of a semi-erect penis surmounting a pair of balls, swinging in their hairy sac. She'd always blushed, stammered and passed on.

'Don't be daft,' Arlene had chided. 'You're fine. The chaps fancy you rotten, but you always scurry away like a frightened mouse. What's wrong with you? Don't you like any of them? Are you a lesbian?'

Julia wasn't and said as much, but she was unsure of herself, still experimenting with her naturally blonde, wavy hair, and trying out various styles of clothes. Arlene used her as a model, and encouraged her to show off her curvaceous figure, praising her pert breasts, slender waist and shapely bottom. Julia wished she was taller, perching herself on high heels or thick-soled trainers to add a few inches.

She stared at her reflection in the pier-glass, wondering what to wear for the evening's adventure. Will had told her he intended to reconnoitre as soon as they'd had dinner. He'd obtained a map of the area and knew precisely where Theona Blue was hiding, and the layout of the house and grounds. But Denise had ordered them to look inconspicuous, as if they were a couple of tourists.

Julia rooted through her grip-bag, pulling out her one good dress (a present from Arlene). It was a flimsy slip, with a short flaring skirt and camisole bodice brief to the point of immodesty. Blush-pink and resembling silk, it added colour to her cheeks as she held it up against herself. This would do for dinner, and she'd take along the matching bolero jacket for later.

Thrilled by her surroundings, she couldn't wait to take off her jeans and vest top, white bra and panties. Then, naked and feeling somehow wanton and hedonistic, she headed for the shower stall. The tiles had a floral pattern, the chromium shone, and she found a tube of chestnut smelling gel, spun the tap and warm water jetted over her. In these movie-star conditions her thoughts turned to sex; disturbing thoughts that made her nipples peak with more than contact with the spray. She stood with her legs apart a little, massaging the gel over her breasts, seeing the small avalanche of foam gliding into her dimpled navel and out again. It mingled with her golden pubes and disappeared into her cleft. Her hand drifted down to part the wet, silky hair and press on her clitoris.

Virgin she might be, but had discovered the joys of self-gratification long ago. At first she hadn't realised what it was, thinking that when she played with her pussy at night it was merely a bedtime ritual associated with sleep. It wasn't till later that a friend told her all about it and advised her how to use her fingers to best effect. Julia had never looked back. She was interested in men, longing to fall in love and experience intercourse, but sometimes wondered if anything could be as beautifully satisfying as fingering her own genitals.

She sighed, tensed, waited for the magic to begin. The gel was deliciously slippery, her finger coasting over her clit. She watched herself, wiping the mirror clear of steam, seeing that naughty blonde frigging herself, one hand holding the labial folds apart, the middle finger of the other slightly crooked as it teased her little organ into full stiffness. The water was reduced to a trickle, falling over her shoulder and running down to her feet. She worked her clit, stroked it carefully, her nipples becoming redder, hardening in response.

The temptation to bring herself off was too strong to resist. She wanted to make it last forever, but her clit decided otherwise and she couldn't stop rubbing it. She felt the sensation gathering in her loins and at the base of her spine, was rising from peak to peak, borne on ever increasing waves. The feeling reached her toes, clenched on the wet shower tray, and then roared back up her thighs, culminating in such a sweet burst of ecstasy that she whimpered, shuddering at each successive spasm.

With a deep sigh she came down from the heights, feeling guilty, but loving it too much to ever give it up. She finished washing and reached for the shampoo, dunking her head under the jets. Arlene told her she was lucky to have such curls. She never had to bother with hairdressers, apart from a trim now and again, but mostly she let it do as it pleased, tousled and shining. Yet she sometimes became bored with it, wishing it could be trained into a sophisticated coiffure, making her appear more mature.

As Arlene was fond of saying, 'No one's ever satisfied with their looks. My nose is too big. So are my tits. You'd like to be taller and change your hair. Stop fretting. You're okay as you are.'

Julia remembered this as she towelled herself dry, then blow-dried her hair and moisturised her skin with body lotion. She chose a new pair of ivory panties, hip-high and fastened with ribbons, and a matching bra. She didn't have much money to spend on clothes. Living in London cost a bomb and there wasn't a lot over for fripperies, but she had decided to pack her best underwear. One never knew what might happen and she intended to be prepared. The nights were still cool, so she added pale hold-up stockings, slipped her feet into her shoes, and dropped her dress over her head. A light application of make-up, a dash of perfume, and she was ready.

In a fit of bravado and extravagance she left all the lights on, let herself out and locked the door, slipping the key into her handbag.

––––––––
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'SHUSH! KEEP THE NOISE down,' Will hissed.

Julia had been doing her best to be quiet, though it was difficult in the dark. She kept tripping over things. Her thigh muscles ached from crouching. Bushes scratched her. Whenever they paused for breath, as now, she was terribly afraid they'd be spotted.

Once dinner was over Will had been ready to go, sensibly dressed in a black polo sweater and black trousers. He carried a shoulder bag containing his camera with the telephoto lens and a torch, and Julia trotted along behind him to where the car was parked. A short drive and he had made her get out, leaving the vehicle in a pitch-black, leafy lane and heading off on foot.

She'd almost had to run to keep up with his long stride, and had nearly cannoned into him when he stopped suddenly. That was when he cautioned her. As far as she could see in the gloom, they were standing by a high stone wall that seemed to stretch into infinity, and when Will shone the torch upwards the light was reflected off broken glass set in the copings.

'Bugger,' he muttered. 'The place is like a bloody fortress.'

'Is this it? Where Theona Blue is staying?'

He switched off the torch but she managed to catch his nod. 'It sure is,' he said.

'But we'll never get inside, will we?' It looked impregnable to her.

'Leave it to me, my dear Watson,' he replied mysteriously. 'We'll go for Plan B.'

He melted into the darkness and Julia hurried behind him. They seemed to be miles from civilisation. The way became rougher and undergrowth had to be pushed through. She heard Will cursing just ahead of her, then he whispered triumphantly, 'I've found it.'

'What?' she faltered.

'A way in,' and he flashed the torch over a low arched doorway set in the wall. It was half concealed by ivy and looked as if it hadn't budged for centuries. 'Denise was right. She told me she used to come here on holiday when she was a kid, and knew the former owners. She spent a lot of time here, friendly with their children, and she gave me a layout, including this secret door. Come on, let's get it open - but quietly does it.'

'Supposing it's locked?' Julia ventured.

'Supposing it isn't?' he chided, tearing at the ivy and clearing the door. 'Lend a hand, oh ye of little faith.'

In for a penny, in for a pound, Julia thought, and added her weight to his as he heaved against it with his shoulder. It resisted, creaking. He was wrong, she concluded. It was locked and probably bolted on the other side. No one would leave such an entrance free for intruders.

'It's giving, I can feel it,' Will grunted, redoubling his efforts.

The rusted hinges groaned, the thick oak juddered, the bottom of the door scraped on stone as it yielded inch by tortuous inch.

'I shouldn't think it's been opened for years,' Julia gasped, curiosity taking over. She never could resist a challenge.

Will squeezed through the narrow gap, taking the light with him. Julia didn't hesitate, scrambling in after him. She almost shrieked when cobwebs trailed stickily over her face, but remembered in time that silence was essential. Blackness, the smell of dank earth, the sharp odour of trampled vegetation surrounded her.

'Will, where are you?' she squeaked, and then jumped at the feel of his hand on her arm.

'It's all right. We're behind some bushes in a neglected part of the garden. Follow me.'

She didn't need telling. There was no way she was going to stay there alone. It was definitely creepy. She almost expected to come across Count Dracula's tomb, and she didn't have a wooden stake or a crucifix anywhere about her person. Arlene, she whimpered inside, I wish you were here. I don't think I want to be a reporter after all.

Will was ahead and she kept her eye on him. He parted the last screen of tangled greenery. A bramble whipped back, catching in Julia's skirt. She tugged. It resisted. She heard the material tear.

'I've just ruined my new dress,' she grumbled, feeling the ripped fabric fall away from her right thigh and trying to hold it together with one hand.

'Shut up,' he growled. 'We've been lucky so far. Keep your eyes skinned for the bodyguards.'

All was quiet and they tiptoed from their hiding place. Will skirted the overgrown kitchen garden, getting ever nearer to the house. It was illumined by a great sweep of arc lights. They could hear noises now from the terrace at the rear, laughter, splashing, and the heady beat of the salsa.

Will was like a bloodhound on the scent. Julia could feel the tension in him and her own excitement escalated. She could do it, after all. She had the instincts of a sleuth that would make her into a top-grade journalist. She saw that Will had his camera at the ready, holding it like a weapon. She got hers out, priming it. It was smaller than Will's, but powerful. If he didn't get pictures, then she certainly would.

They crept past a large greenhouse, and reached a hedge which separated them from the main terrace. A kidney-shaped swimming pool lit up from inside, lay there like a blue lagoon. There was a paved area with tubs of flowers, sun-loungers, ironwork chairs and round tables. Julia could see figures by the pool - a naked woman sprawled on her back on the tiles, and a muscular black man with a shaven head, also naked.

Fascinated by what they were doing, Julia edged closer, forgetting Will and their mission. Now a rhododendron in full bloom concealed her. 'It's her,' Will's voice grated in her ear. 'That's Theona, and he's her trainer.'

He had his camera aimed in their direction. Julia heard the whirr as he took picture after picture. She could hardly think, every nerve and sense concentrated on Theona and her lover. His cock was huge, rising from a tangle of black hair, long, thick and skyward pointing. She envied Theona, who fastened her hand around this monumental object, her fingers unable to circle the girth. It looked deep purple in colour from that distance, and the mushroom-like dome shone.

Julia slipped a hand down to her quim, unable to resist pressing her gusset against her wet and aching clit. It throbbed through the delicate material and she passed her finger over it. She couldn't stop looking at the man's weapon, wondering how a thing that size could possibly be inserted in a woman's tender channel. Theona chuckled, pulled back his foreskin even further and slowly moved her head towards his crotch. Julia saw her tongue gliding round it, her lips kissing, and then she gradually took it into her mouth, sinking down till her nose was pressed against his wiry pubes.

She'd surely choke, Julia thought. But no, Theona's capacity seemed to be endless, her throat accustomed to such an activity. And Julia passed her tongue over her own lips, imagining what it would feel like to have her mouth plugged by such a big cock.

The man laughed, deep in his chest, and raising one broad hand, slapped Theona on her bare buttocks. His baritone voice boomed across the terrace, 'You dirty bitch. You need to be punished. What are you?'

'I'm a dirty bitch, Gus - a bad girl,' Theona retorted gleefully, and leapt up. With a hand pressed into the small of her back he propelled her across the terrace and they disappeared inside the house.

Beside herself with frustrated lust and curiosity, Julia broke cover, dodging from one patch of shadow to the next, eager to press her nose against the window that now sprang into light. She had the impression that Will was somewhere behind her, but couldn't be sure. At that moment it didn't seem to matter. All she wanted to do was watch the couple, see what they would do next, satisfy the burning desire to learn all she could about sex. Her nipples felt sore, chafed by her dress, and her panties were damp between her legs.

The window was slightly above eye-level, but she climbed onto a stone flower-filled urn, laddering her stockings in the process. This didn't matter. Nothing did, save the astonishing spectacle presenting itself to her.

She was staring into what she at first took to be a gymnasium. This must be where Theona did her training, keeping that marvellous body in perfect shape. But now the singer was bent over a vaulting horse, her tawny ringlets streaming down on one side of it, breasts pressed against the padding, her nubile body arched, her generous buttocks bare. The man she'd called Gus, a veritable giant in height and strength, was drawing her arms down and fastening cuffs on her wrists, attached to the contraption by chains. He did the same to her legs, forcing them apart, each ankle strapped to rings.

From her vantage point, Julia looked straight into the dark crease that divided Theona's bottom cheeks. She could see the tight rosebud of her anus, the hairy outer labia, the wet pink inner pair and the engorged clitoris poking out between. A quick glance around showed Julia that the padded horse was not the only piece of furniture in the room. There was a wooden crosspiece, a table with holes at strategic points in its length, also fitted with rings and chains. A rack ran along one wall from which hung whips and canes, flails and rods, bundles of leather harnesses, and articles that looked like gags and blindfolds.

Julia grasped the windowsill, camera forgotten in her excitement. What on earth was this place and why did it contain such weird and alarming objects? Yet the frightening aspect of it was making her adrenaline flow, and she was aware that her panties were damper than ever. Then her eyes nearly popped out of her head as Gus paced over to the rack and carefully selected a long-handled, flexible paddle covered in white leather. He swished it, then pressed his thumb against it and let go. The paddle twanged.

He took up a stance at Theona's hindquarters, his muscles rippling under that shiny dark skin, his haunches tight, his spread thighs supporting his trunk, his erection huge, though only partly roused. Julia held her breath. Gus raised one mighty, muscle-knotted arm and the paddle thwacked down on Theona's right buttock. She yelped, jerked, strained at her bonds. Gus threw back his arm again and the paddle walloped across her left cheek. The right one was already reddening. Julia's heart thundered, her clit demanding that she rub it. She saw Theona writhing, heard her cries, but now they held a new note, a keening wail like a cat on heat. With a jarring shock, Julia realised the singer was actually enjoying it!

Now Gus stood between her legs, smoothed his hands over the flaming red blotches embroidered on her rump, then took his massive prick and introduced the helm to her wet cunt. Theona moaned and lifted her hips as far as her restraints would allow. He reached underneath her, massaging her clit, and she shrieked her pleasure. Gus's powerful hips propelled his cock at a rapid rate. He thrust in and out of her, every inch of rippling back, neat waist and taunt bum proclaiming his athleticism. Poetry in motion, Julia thought, while thought was still possible. He tensed, flung back his head and cried out, then slumped over Theona, emptied of spunk.

At that moment, when Julia was just about to join them in their coming, she was toppled from her perch. She struggled against the hands that held her, shouting up at her assailant, a bald-headed, broken-nosed bruiser. 'What the hell are you doing? Let me go at once!'

'You ain't going nowhere, deary,' the man proclaimed. 'We have ways of dealing with nasty little trespassers like you.'

This galvanised her into action. She clawed, spat and kicked at him, trying to bring her knee up and jab him in the balls, but he simply laughed and squeezed her tightly in his iron-hard arms. She could hear another commotion, and a glance told her that Will, too, had been apprehended. One thickset man was grappling with him, while another had snatched his camera.

'Come on, you!' he shouted. 'And Roy, bring that nosy tart. We'll see what Miss Blue has to say about you. She don't take kindly to intruders. You'll most likely spend the night in the nick!'
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Chapter 2
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WHATEVER JULIA EXPECTED when frogmarched into the house, it certainly wasn't the magnificent library in which she now found herself.

The light from crystal chandeliers played on jewel-hued Persian rugs and parquet flooring. The walls were lined with glass-fronted shelves containing leather-bound books. Large landscapes hung in gilded frames. There were heavily carved oak chairs and tables, a fireplace with a ceiling-high hood upheld by stone Titans, and a deeply cushioned chesterfield upon which reclined the woman she had last seen tied over a vaulting-horse - Theona Blue.

She was swathed in an exotic silk djellaba and Gus, standing beside her, arms folded over his chest, wore a towel knotted round his hips. Julia was dragged forward and Roy kneed the backs of her legs. She fell, facedown, at Theona's feet. She had never felt more humiliated. She struggled to rise, but he kept a hand on her neck, forcing her into a submissive position.

'What's all this?' Theona said, and Julia lifted her head high enough to meet the interest in the singer's amber eyes.

'Found her looking in the window of the gym,' Roy grunted, and then jerked his thumb to where Will stood, fuming, between the two other guards. 'Ken and Joe got him as he was taking photographs. I reckon they're reporters, madam.'

'There was no need to throw my camera in the pool,' Will raged. 'It's worth a lot. Who is going to pay for it?'

'No doubt you're insured,' Theona replied coolly, eyeing him from head to foot, 'I take no responsibility. You have no business being here. I could have you arrested. Who are you, and what's your little friend's name?'

Will threw off his captors and stepped forward. Anger blazed in his eyes as he glared at her. 'I'm Will Denton, and the young lady is Julia Jones.'

'You're paparazzi,' she sneered, her robe parting over the deep V between her breasts. 'A disgusting breed.' As she crossed one golden-tanned leg over the other the garment slithered open, revealing a breathtaking glimpse of thigh and a delicate bare foot with an arched instep.

'Not so,' Will protested, apparently unmoved by this display, facing her and her heavies. 'I work for a reputable magazine - Hi Life. You may have heard of it.'

'I have indeed, and what do you want with me?' Theona rose with all the agility of a pampered cat. She prowled round the kneeling Julia and sashayed up to Will, subjecting him to a heavy-lidded stare, standing so close that the tips of her breasts brushed the front of his sweater.

'I'd like to interview you and take photographs,' he answered and Julia, watching, admired his cool.

'Is that so?' Theona purred, lifted a hand and ran it casually through his hair. 'What are you prepared to pay?'

'I wasn't instructed to negotiate a fee,' he returned, and his face was expressionless, his lack of reaction to her closeness provoking her to persist in her attentions.

Her fingers wandered across his chest, finding the hidden nubs of his male nipples and tweaking them. 'But if I give you what you ask, then I'm entitled to something in return,' she stated flatly, and passed the tip of her tongue over her red lips.

'That very much depends on your price.'

'I'm sure we can come to some arrangement that's beneficial to all of us,' she said and, reaching down, held his erection, rubbing it through his trousers.

'It's a deal,' Will growled, his voice no longer steady.

'But you'll take shots of me clothed and write a sensible, career-oriented, non-salacious piece about me,' she went on. 'I may permit you to include Gus, or I may not.'

'You call the shots.'

'I always do. And now we'll play before we get down to business.' She left him abruptly and turned to Julia. 'Get up,' she ordered.

Julia staggered to her feet. She was mortally ashamed of her appearance, convinced that she looked a mess. Her stockings were wrinkled, her torn skirt barely covered her thighs and, during the tussle with Roy, the ribbons tying her panties had snapped and she had been forced to step out of them. To her eternal shame, she had seen him pick them up and take a long sniff at the tiny bundle before thrusting it into his pocket.

Theona had the advantage of height, even though shoeless, and Julia was forced to look up at her. 'We meant no harm―'

'Of course you did!' Theona snapped. 'Invading my privacy! How dare you? What did you see, and how much?' She flung round to Roy, shouting, 'Destroy her camera, too. I won't be made the butt of the gutter-press.'

'Hi Life isn't like that!' Julia exclaimed, remembering Denise and the pride they all took in the magazine.

'I'll bet,' Theona scoffed, and narrowed her eyes, examining Julia with as much attention to detail as she had Will.

Her stare was unnerving, embarrassing and exciting. Julia couldn't rid herself of the pictures of the singer being paddled by Gus. Her own buttocks stung as she remembered the red blotches spreading over the rounded hillocks, and she wondered if Theona felt pain every time she sat down. How long before such marks faded? These thoughts obsessed her and, with Theona so close and Gus not far away, she experienced an ache within her impossible to assuage by anything except orgasm.

Then, suddenly, Theona hissed, 'Take your clothes off.'

'Me?' Julia's eyes widened and her hands flew instinctively to her breasts.

'Yes. I want to see what you're made of. You too, Mr Denton,' she added sarcastically.

'Oh, please, no formality; call me Will,' he answered, equally caustic. 'Are you sure you're ready for this? Many women find me alarmingly well-endowed.'

'I'm used to well-endowed,' she replied, and looked directly at his fly-closure. 'I'd be surprised if you had anything I haven't seen already.'

Julia waited for his lead, but Theona's ringed fingers shot up under her ragged skirt and closed round her pussy. The shock of it was electrifying and she gave a long quivering sigh as Theona started to move her index finger. She was conscious of Will and the other men focusing on her. 'Oh, stop it,' she begged, but without much conviction.

'You don't mean that,' Theona chuckled. 'Where are your panties?'

'They fell down, Roy has them,' Julia managed to gasp, pleasure overwhelming her as Theona rubbed her swollen lips and bud. She couldn't help swaying her hips in time to that sensual motion, the tide of ecstasy rising, threatening to swamp her, destroying all reason and control.

'Good, isn't it?' Theona mocked. 'I can tell you're a slave to your desires.'

'I'm still a virgin,' she protested, helpless as, at a nod from his mistress, Roy eased off her bolero jacket and slid the straps of her dress and bra down, baring her breasts.

'A virgin, eh? That's a rare commodity,' Theona cooed, and called to Gus, 'D'you hear that, lover-boy? Come over here and help me.'

In an instant Julia was pressed against him, her naked back in contact with his wide chest. His hand came round, one huge palm holding her breasts, his sinewy fingers fondling the bare nipples. They stiffened eagerly. Sandwiched between Theona and the trainer, she felt dizzy, the feel of their skin, the fragrance emanating from their bodies, the pleasure they were lavishing on her almost too much to handle.

Theona pressed harder on her clit, and, with his free hand, Gus began to explore her bottom, worming into the crack and homing in on the puckered mouth of her anus. Julia shook as she felt the pressure of his fingertip at her forbidden entrance, an entirely foreign invasion. He left it, and skirted round her juicy vulva, penetrating just a little.

'She's telling the truth, Theona,' he opined, in dark chocolate tones. 'Close as a clam in both places. No one's been there.'

'But someone's been here, I can tell. Her clit's used to being rubbed. Do you do it yourself, Julia?'

'Y-yes,' she admitted in hushed tones.

'And you haven't a lover?'

'No. Men always leave when I won't let them go all the way.'

'Not even Will?' Theona looked across at him, and a winged eyebrow shot up. 'Haven't you initiated your apprentice?'

'No.' He returned her stare without flinching, though he was completely naked now, his clothes draped across a chair.

'You've wanted to,' she answered, and smiled to see his cock pointing like a spear towards the ornate ceiling. 'You do now.'

He shrugged, hands on his hips, legs widespread. 'I'm a red-blooded male. Who wouldn't?'
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