
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Twilight in Berlin

        

        
        
          Axel Deutsch

        

        
          Published by CHIMERA, 2012.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TWILIGHT IN BERLIN

    

    
      First edition. November 21, 2012.

      Copyright © 2012 Axel Deutsch.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1780801414

    

    
    
      Written by Axel Deutsch.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Ingrid slipped her arms through the black silk straps, fastened the clip, and dipped a hand inside each cup of the bra, settling her full breasts comfortably. Shyly admiring herself in the mirror as she dressed, she put on the matching suspender belt and camiknickers. The underwear was far, far too expensive - Ingrid knew she shouldn't have spent the last of her savings on such extravagance - but she really did look lovely. She was about to open the new packet of silk stockings when she thought better of it. If she waited and put them on just before the interview, there would be no risk of snagging them on the tram journey...

––––––––
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Dressed in her best clothes, Ingrid shifted uncomfortably on the hard chair, trying to ease the growing numbness in her bottom. It was late in the afternoon and she had been waiting for over an hour when the receptionist, who seemed more concerned with filing her nails than filing any paperwork, at last called her name. She stood up nervously and practised her bubbly smile on the bored-looking receptionist, aiming to make as good an impression as she could. It was almost impossible to find proper work these days, and Ingrid didn't want to end up like some of the girls she knew, queuing outside the night shelter, or sleeping rough.

Taking a deep breath and trying to appear composed, she knocked on the frosted glass of the office door, waited politely for the blunt response from within, and entered.

'Sit down please,' said a woman, indicating a chair set before the desk behind which she sat. 'I'm Rosa Schlogel. You must be...' she consulted a list of names, 'Ingrid,' she concluded.

Ingrid sat and took a quick look around while the woman still consulted the list. There was not much to see in the dreary office: the desk, a few chairs, a small filing cabinet, a tall cupboard, and a worn carpet. Green distempered walls, darkened with cigarette smoke, gave the impression she was at the bottom of a stagnant pond. And that was exactly how she felt. Ingrid hadn't known what to expect from a modelling agency, but her spirits had already plummeted.

Rosa Schlogel looked across at Ingrid. 'You must realise from the outset,' she began without wasting any time on pleasantries, 'that these days models are in plentiful supply. The employers can afford to be extremely choosy, and I am therefore only recruiting and submitting the very best girls.'

An uncomfortable churning started in the pit of Ingrid's stomach. If she had followed her instincts she would have left immediately, but the prospect of continuing unemployment and the resultant poverty kept her rooted there, hesitant and uncertain.

Rosa leaned back in her chair and folded her arms confidently under mountainous breasts, her thin cotton blouse stretching over them and emphasising their shape and size. Ingrid stared, transfixed, and wondered how old the woman was; forty or so, maybe a little older. Her clothes were rather forward for someone of her age, and there was something disconcerting about her expression.

'Now, Ingrid,' she smiled with apparent warmth. 'Tell me all about yourself. Convince me you have the sort of qualities I'm looking for.'

While Ingrid recounted her background, Rosa studied her intently. The girl had begun to relax a little, and chattered on about her schooling, her deportment lessons and so on, thus giving Rosa a chance to observe her physical attributes. She was near perfect. Ingrid's tiny waist, accentuated by large breasts and curvaceous hips, gave her a voluptuous yet enticingly innocent quality. Rosa's experienced gaze travelled the length of Ingrid's body to her nicely contoured legs. But it was her face that really held the attention of the older woman - that and her beautiful blonde hair. It hadn't been cut short as was the fashion, but swept teasingly across her right eye, reaching below her shoulders in a series of soft waves. It suited her oval face with its generous lips and large, brown, lustrous eyes.

'Your background appears to be all very sound,' Rosa complimented, although she hadn't been listening properly. Other more interesting thoughts had been occupying her mind.

'What about your partner?' she asked suddenly. 'Does he mind you modelling?'

'My partner?'

'Yes - your boyfriend, or perhaps your husband. The last thing I need is interfering or possessive males upsetting things.'

Ingrid flushed slightly and looked down at her hands in her lap. 'I don't have a boyfriend, let alone a husband.'

Rosa suppressed a sly smile and feigned surprise instead. 'I would have thought a good-looking girl like you would be spoilt for choice.'

'I did have a man friend,' she murmured. 'In Nuremberg, but...'

'But now you are all alone in Berlin,' Rosa said bluntly, finishing the sentence for her. 'All alone and without any work. Like so many other pretty girls, I'm sorry to say.' Rosa wasn't really sorry at all. She was an efficient predator, and Ingrid was just the sort of prey she hungered for and devoured with consummate and practised ease.

Ingrid nodded hopelessly. The reminder of her depressing situation brought a lump to her throat and her nipples stiffened against the silk of her underwear, as they always did when she was nervous.

'And so you must quickly find a means of earning a living?'

'Yes.' Fidgeting with her hem, Ingrid felt uncomfortable under the woman's searching gaze. She could feel her nipples pushing at her dress though the black silk and hoped it went unnoticed. However, the effect was not lost on the observant Rosa and her mighty cleavage heaved as she rose from behind the desk and moved to the small cabinet in the corner.

'There is a way, an easy way, for a pretty girl with your qualifications to earn very good money. You don't look like the sort who'd want to dirty your hands working in some filthy factory.' She glanced at Ingrid's manicured fingernails as she placed a large leather-bound album on the desk. The delightfully naive girl was obviously from good stock and had fallen on hard times, like so many others. Rosa's eyes glinted as she opened the album for her. She tapped the first photograph with her forefinger. 'Helena,' she said proudly. 'One of my more successful models.'

Ingrid covered her mouth with her hands to silence a squeal of astonishment. The girl in the photograph was half-naked! Her throat tightened. She should leave now. She really should go, but something - curiosity perhaps - prevented her from moving.

'Don't you think my Helena is beautiful?'

Ingrid nodded dumbly in reply. It was true; Helena was certainly beautiful... but the pose...

'And the pose is extremely tasteful, don't you think?' She pointed at the drapes that partially covered the pudendum. 'It's quite usual for models to take off their clothes these days. Despite what some prudes would have you think, it is an art. An awful lot of girls are doing it.'

Ingrid stared at the photograph. Helena was tall, blonde and willowy, with full but firm young breasts; in fact her figure was rather like her own. Perhaps it wouldn't really be that bad to be photographed in such a pose; particularly if it was considered to be art. Nevertheless, she still hesitated. 'Oh, I don't know if I could. I've never done anything like that before. And I—'

Rosa flipped the page and, taking a calculated risk, showed Ingrid a second picture. This time the girl was on all fours baring her naked rump, with her knees spread wide and glancing seductively over her shoulder as if inviting the onlooker to join her. Her glistening and pouting lips sucked on her forefinger.

Ingrid could not speak.

Sensing the inner-conflict by her reaction, Rosa decided it would not be wise at this early stage to push too far by revealing the third and remaining photographs.

Ingrid stared wide-eyed. 'I didn't think I'd be expected to start off by doing that sort of thing. I thought I'd be modelling glamorous clothes, or...' She was stalling, wavering with indecision. 'I'm only a beginner. I've never—'

'Naturally,' Rosa said casually, closing the album, 'I wouldn't expect you to go quite that far at your first session. But you will be expected to take your clothes off as and when required, without complaint... assuming I do recruit you, of course.'

'I don't know. I mean...' There was the money to think of.

Rosa sighed with mock resignation. 'Then why did you come here in the first place? This is a modelling agency - not a kindergarten. If you don't think you're up to it I suggest you stop wasting your time, and more importantly, stop wasting my time.' With a tut of annoyance she put the album back in the cabinet as if to suggest the interview was over. She knew the girl could not be totally ingenuous. She just needed to be persuaded.

Ingrid felt a wave of panic wash through her. 'I came here today because I thought...'

'Because you thought I could find you a cosy little job modelling summer frocks, or whatever.' She shook her head. 'Those days are well and truly over, my dear. My clients demand more. Please close the door behind you.'

Ingrid wasn't sure what to do, but knew the choice was very simple. The idea of having to sleep on the streets under old newspapers was not a pleasant one, and she would surely lose her apartment if she did not start earning an income soon. 'Well... I suppose I could try,' she muttered. 'If I really have to.'

'You don't have to try anything, my dear. Either you will or you won't. You could always get a job as a skivvy in a laundry or something like that, if you'd prefer.'

Ingrid wrung her lovely hands. She knew the woman was looking at them. 'Do I have to take off everything?'

'Everything,' Fraulein Schlogel confirmed, looking pointedly at her watch.

Ingrid swallowed. Taking off her clothes didn't mean she would have to do anything else. 'If I agree, when would you expect me to start?'

'Assuming I want you, of course.' The Fraulein enjoyed teasing the more innocent ones.

'Of course,' Ingrid whispered faintly.

'Now.'

'Now? You mean here, in the office?'

Rosa nodded.

'But, is that usual?'

An impatient sigh escaped Rosa's lips. She squinted as she rubbed her temples with thick fingertips. It was proving to be another long day and she was beginning to think that perhaps the girl would not consent.

'How on earth,' she began slowly as though dealing with a difficult child, 'can I possibly submit you to a client without first ensuring you're willing and capable of doing what's expected of you?' She shot Ingrid another dull glance. 'For all I know you might have a birth mark on your bottom.'

Well, that did make sense. There must be plenty of women so desperate for a job they'd say anything just to get past the agency. Ingrid felt very foolish all of a sudden. She was supposed to be a grown woman and here she was acting like a spoilt child. 'Is there a screen?' she asked, looking around for one.

Another sigh from Rosa, this time suggesting extreme exasperation. 'This isn't a hospital, and the next candidate isn't due for another half-hour, so nobody will see you. Although perhaps I should give her a call and tell her to come over immediately.'

That threat worked. Ingrid was promptly on her feet and slipping off her coat. She folded it neatly over the back of the chair, and was relieved to see the Fraulein's attention was diverted to something in the desk drawer. Still turned away, she unbuttoned the front of her dress, let it drop from her shoulders and wriggled it over her hips. She folded it with the same precision she had her coat and laid it on top. Standing only in her underwear, she turned back.

The older woman, who had been furtively watching every sensual move, could not disguise her surprise at Ingrid's loveliness. 'Do you normally wear such expensive underclothes?' she asked with genuine curiosity.

Ingrid blushed. 'No, I bought them today, especially for... I wanted to look and feel good, to make a good impression.'

She could wear a rotting sack and still look good, thought Rosa. 'Then you must have expected to strip.'

'I suppose I did,' Ingrid admitted reluctantly.

'So you're not as innocent as you like to make out.' Rosa's eyes wandered down over the tiny area of trim stomach above the camiknickers and suspender belt, and then lower to the elegant legs encased in sheer silk stockings. She could have pushed those legs apart, knelt between them, and eaten the tasty morsel there and then... But there was plenty of time to indulge herself, and self-denial always heightened the ultimate pleasure.

'Not bad,' she said, 'not bad at all. Now I'd like to see you completely naked.'

'Haven't you seen enough?' This was the step Ingrid was dreading.

'You must look at this professionally, my dear. It is nothing personal. You want to earn money - no, you need to earn money.' Ingrid nodded her concurrence with that point. 'You have a very beautiful body, so why shouldn't you appreciate it as a gift you were lucky enough to be born with, and use it as a very valuable and saleable asset. After all, in this day and age in Berlin it's very probably the only one you have.' She waited for her words to sink in and watched closely for a reaction. 'Times are changing, my dear, and you either change with them, or...'

Ingrid knew she should have left earlier, but it was true that she desperately needed the money, and at that moment she valued food and a roof over her head far more than her pride. She would do what the woman wanted; she would take her things off and get it over with quickly. Her fingers fumbled with the clip at the back of her bra. It would have to stick at a time like this. Blushing, she managed a weak smile as it at last unfastened, releasing the weight of her breasts from the cups. The lacy undergarment hung lazily from her nipples while she slipped the thin straps down her arms. She was too preoccupied with her own discomfiture to notice the widening of Rosa's eyes when she placed the bra over the back of the chair; eyes that widened still further when Ingrid wriggled her knickers down her hips and thighs. Ingrid could never have guessed at the perverse thoughts engrossing Rosa, nor the damp warmth creeping into her underwear.

Whilst Ingrid leaned over and fiddled with her suspenders, Rosa continued to stare. The girl was a magnificent specimen; comfortably exceeding her greatest expectations. She spied the thrust of her breasts; ripe fruits that pressed together for a second or two, exaggerating the mouth-watering valley between them. She watched as the girl stood up again, noting how they wobbled deliciously before settling back into place.

'Why don't you sit down, my dear, if it makes things any easier,' Rosa suggested.

Ingrid obeyed, perching her bottom on the edge of the seat. Centimetre by tantalising centimetre, as she rolled down her stockings, the naked flesh of her legs came into view. Rosa watched closely. Not a single blemish anywhere, just long lengths of creamy thigh and shapely calf, beautiful where the shadow caught the contours of the muscles.

Her suspender belt came off with a snap and she sat naked, arms folded over her breasts, and legs crossed. Her head was bowed. She stared at the floor.

'Very good,' Rosa complimented, moving around her desk and leaning on the edge in front of Ingrid. 'Shall we now see what else you can do? You can't just sit there like an embarrassed child at the doctor's.' She reached for Ingrid's hands and unfolded her arms without meeting any resistance.

Ingrid timidly looked up at the overbearing Fraulein. 'What else is there to do? I've taken my clothes off for you. Surely you don't expect me to pose like that model you showed me in the photograph.'

Rosa chuckled softly. 'Many, many girls take their clothes off, but you're a little special, Ingrid, and from what I've seen so far I'll have little difficulty in placing you—'

'You mean,' Ingrid interrupted, 'you're offering me a job?'

'Let's just say you're more than halfway there. But there's more to modelling than just keeping still or merely showing off your bottom.'

'Of course,' Ingrid said with a little more confidence. 'May I ask you something?' she ventured.

'You may ask me something. Whether I answer or not is a different matter.'

'Who are the photographs for? I mean, I wouldn't want to—'

'We have all sorts of clients; magazines, journals, special publications.'

'But who sees all the photographs? Surely they're not in ordinary magazines?'

Rosa shrugged. 'Private collectors, mostly. You don't need to worry about that.'

Ingrid felt a little easier, mainly because she wanted to be convinced that everything was as near to respectable as possible. If her family or friends discovered she had posed for some seedy publications the shame, for them and for her, would be unbearable.

Rosa opened the silver cigarette case on her desk. Ingrid accepted one and leaned forward to the proffered light. She inhaled deeply and immediately relaxed.

'Better?' smiled Rosa.

'Much better, thank you,' Ingrid said, inhaling deeply again.

Rosa lit a cigarette for herself. 'Now then, where were we? Oh yes... more to modelling than just keeping still or showing off your bottom.'

'I suppose I'll have to pose in a proper studio,' Ingrid offered. 'With props, and things like that.'

Rosa nodded as she went to a cupboard and took out a white, shiny coat. 'You might have to dress up occasionally too. In something like this, perhaps.'

'Shall I try it now?'

'Pop your undies on again. You can try posing in a moment.'

Rosa placed an ashtray on the edge of the desk where they could both reach it, and then settled back on her chair to enjoy the free show. 'You know,' she said, blowing a cloud of smoke up into the still air, 'you strike me as a level-headed kind of girl...'

Ingrid smiled at the compliment as she balanced the cigarette on the rim of the ashtray, and then slipped on her underclothes with a sensuality she was unaware she possessed.

'...And for a level-headed girl with your looks there's a great deal to be gained if you're prepared to do a few little extra things to please my clients... nothing difficult, you understand.'

'As long as I don't have to do anything... em...' she paused, searching for the appropriate word. 'Anything too rude.'

'Nooo...' Rosa smiled with all the perfected charm of the con-artist that she was. 'Nothing like that. You don't have to do anything you don't want. I'll explain the system. For our beginners' sessions we book a studio and invite a photographer or two. They pay for the standard poses of course, and the girls get a percentage. It's then up to the girls if they want to earn a little "extra" money or not. As a girl gets more experienced she will be asked for by name, or sent out on special assignments, and that's where the really big money is.'

'And what exactly might I have to do?'

Rosa rubbed her thighs together beneath the desk; seducing innocents was her favourite pastime, and this little beauty promised to be one to remember. 'Well, let me see... shall we try one or two things while you're here?'

'Oh, I'm not sure—'

'Now imagine you're in the studio, and you're modelling a coat... put this on... that's it... and now strike a pose; something to show off the coat, and you of course.'

Following Rosa's instructions, Ingrid did so, tightening the belt around her waist and leaving the buttons undone to reveal her cleavage, as she thought she should. She stood with one hand on her hip, and the other resting on the back of the chair. Working hard to maintain an outward air of professionalism, Rosa surveyed the gaping coat, and in particular the tantalising glimpse of succulent breasts swelling from the black silk of the sexy bra. She always found it remarkable how a partially dressed woman could be far more suggestive than a completely naked one. She doubted that there was a sexually active man or woman alive who would not want to rip that coat open to ravish what lay waiting within.

'Excellent. Now let me put your hair up.' Rosa took out two combs and fixed Ingrid's hair into a tousle on top of her head. 'Yes, excellent.'

Ingrid smiled. She was modestly proud of her figure, and it was nice to be praised so openly.

'You know, my dear, you really do have a gift. Now try bending over the chair, and look over your shoulder like the girl in the picture. There's no need to be embarrassed. You'll soon find it comes naturally.'

Ingrid did as she was told.

'Lovely... quite lovely. You could go a very long way, my dear - right to the top. But...' Rosa hesitated for deliberate effect. 'But really, I don't know whether you'd be prepared to do what some of our best clients would require.'

'What do you mean? I've taken my clothes off for you, and you say I have a gift...' She was walking headlong into the trap, and Rosa almost ruined everything by letting her excitement come to the surface. '...I'm sure I could do whatever is required.'

'Look, my dear. I told you there's more to modelling than just showing off your bottom. You have to be an actress as well. You have to project your personality. I'm still not absolutely convinced, but I like you, so I am going to give you a chance.' She watched Ingrid's lovely face light up with gratitude. 'I'm going to give your details to a photographer who's at the top of his profession. Normally I wouldn't take such a risk with an unknown quantity, but I feel you've got something rather special.'

This was much more than Ingrid had dared hope for; making a start in her modelling career right at the top. Her mind raced. Perhaps soon she could move out of her dreary lodgings and find a more comfortable apartment with hot running water, and her own kitchen instead of having to share. It was surely no more than she deserved in life.

Rosa waited until Ingrid had finished babbling her thanks before she made her next move.

'But before I take that risk, I do have to be sure you are absolutely willing to comply in a professional manner that will uphold the good name of my agency. It won't do either of us any good if you go there on my recommendation and then refuse to co-operate. I suggest we see if you really can cope with a little discomfort. You see, some of the poses require—'

'Discomfort? You mean it can be a little uncomfortable having to pose for long periods? I don't mind that. I can sit still for ages.'

'There is that, of course, but that isn't what I meant. You see, a lot of our clients like, well to be honest I don't want to shock you.'

Ingrid had resigned herself to the fact that she'd have to take her clothes off, and resigned herself to the fact that she'd have to show her body to the camera. There couldn't be anything much worse than that. 'I don't think I'll mind what I have to do. I mean, I was brought up strictly, but I do realise—'

'Good. You see, sometimes we need another model in the picture. It could be a man, or a woman... or both.'

'Oh.' Ingrid was not sure how to react. 'Well, I suppose that's all right. But why should that make it difficult for me?'

'Well, my dear, in the scenes you'll have to look as if it's really happening.'

'But I thought you said I wouldn't have to do anything very much.'

'Oh it isn't difficult, just, maybe...' Rosa spoke casually, turning the conversation as if the topic she was leading to was all perfectly everyday and natural, '...something like a little spanking.'

Ingrid spluttered on her cigarette. 'Spanking?' she exclaimed incredulously.

'You wouldn't mind being spanked a little, would you?'

'I don't know... for a photograph?'

'Nothing that would cause you any serious discomfort,' said Rosa. 'More playful than anything else.'

'You mean really spanked, not just posing for a picture?' Ingrid had heard that some people enjoyed that sort of activity, but she had never expected to be involved herself.

'It adds a touch of authenticity. The expression on your face, the tone of the pose. The whole picture benefits, believe me. Come on, we'll try a little practice now.'

It took a few moments to sink in. Ingrid's spirits dipped again. 'Are you saying you want to spank me now?' She felt her pulse quicken. This was wrong. She must leave now, but she wouldn't because she needed the money, and now she knew what she was. Her father had always said there were two kinds of women. And Ingrid now knew she was the other sort; the sort who would sell herself if she had to.

She sighed inwardly as Rosa turned the screw. 'If I am to put you forward to my best and most valuable clients I have to be absolutely sure about you. Would you expect anything less?'

'No,' Ingrid admitted softly. 'I suppose not.'

'My clients are extremely particular people, and my reputation could be ruined if I make a wrong judgement about a girl.'

'Yes,' Ingrid nodded, acquiescing, and blushing confusedly at the way her nipples stiffened even more within the secrecy of her bra. 'I do understand... Where would you like me?'

Rosa's heart leapt. The girl was willing to go through with it after all. She didn't think she was going to, and she wouldn't have forced her physically; that wasn't her style. These days very little excited Rosa, but this girl was different. Rosa's palms tingled with glorious anticipation as she moved her special chair back from the desk a little, to allow sufficient room within which to do the special occasion real justice. The chair had a wide seat and no arms, and was perfect for positioning a young woman across her lap.

Ingrid followed the waved instruction to slip the coat off and move around the desk, and then waited quietly while the woman settled herself. Rosa loosened the top couple of buttons of her blouse to give herself greater movement, revealing more of that impressive cleavage in doing so. 'Over my knee,' she ordered sternly, getting into the mood.

Ingrid tried to calm herself by thinking positively. What was a little play-acting compared to being offered a top position in modelling at her first attempt? She would have to learn to make sacrifices. Plenty of other young women would have been prepared to do a lot more for just such a chance, of that she was certain.

She lowered herself over Rosa's sturdy thighs and reached down for the floor. She squealed a little when her tensed stomach pressed against the coarse material of the Fraulein's skirt. She held her breath and waited anxiously. 'When are you going to start?' she eventually asked timidly.

If she could have savoured the sight her bottom presented to Rosa she might have understood the reason for the delay. It looked magnificent encased in the snugly fitting black silk. The globes were perfectly shaped; two splendid spheres with a deep, secretive valley between. Ingrid had not entirely relaxed and where the buttocks tensed beautiful hollows appeared.

'Open your legs a little wider,' Rosa coaxed. Experience had taught her how far she could go with her prospective models. Over the years she had managed to indulge herself with the majority of those she had wanted. Now she was judging just how far she could go with this one. As Ingrid shyly parted her legs a fraction she decided to take things as far as she could; she could almost taste her sweet juices already. 'Comfortable?' she asked.

'Yes, I think so,' Ingrid replied politely, balancing precariously, her head hanging down and her breasts squashed on the edge of the chair.

Rosa didn't slap hard at first, but delivered a series of warming pats. The slightest strike sent the globes quivering tautly, producing tiny ripples in the soft yet firm flesh. Rosa's nipples immediately stiffened and pushed against her blouse. She paused and slipped another button or two, opening it beyond her voluminous calico bra.

'Look up at me, my dear. Good, I need to see your face; I have to know if it's suitable for camera work.'

Oh, it was! It was!

The next strike was a little harder. Feeling the buttocks flinch beneath the smooth silk and hearing the soft whimper from the girl made Rosa's clitoris twitch naughtily. Her breasts swelled as she breathed deeply. She held poor Ingrid's bewildered stare and watched her nervously nibble her lip as she hooked her thumb beneath the elastic and, silently demanding no protests, peeled the flimsy black underwear slowly down until it stretched around her knees. 'Beautiful,' she breathed. 'You have such a beautiful bottom, my dear. Could you take it any harder? A lot of our clients love to see that alluring expression of confused innocence and slight pain on their girl's faces.'

'I don't like pain,' mumbled Ingrid. 'I'm not sure whether, ouch—!' Rosa's sweeping hand did not give her a chance to finish.

'Can you take it as hard as this?' The broad flat palm landed again with a crack on Ingrid's left buttock, causing a pink blotchy imprint to slowly form on the perfect white flesh. Ingrid took a deep breath. Her buttocks clenched tight from pain and surprise.

'Or this?' Before she could utter a reply Rosa hit her again. A little harder this time, right on the crown of her bottom, and then again on the right buttock.

'Ouch! Please, you're hurting me!'

Ingrid cringed and squirmed as the woman began beating the backs of her thighs, each slap harder than the last. She could hear her assailant breathing heavily from the effort. 'Stop... stop!'

But her cries were unconvincing. Rosa knew that some girls would struggle up and flee at that point, never mind the money. She sensed that Ingrid would stay - and she was right.

It was really hurting now, much more than Ingrid could remember, for she hadn't been spanked since her childhood. But the smacks brought back all the intense sensations and mixed emotions that had long since been lying dormant. Ingrid grit her teeth and submitted herself to the woman. It was shameful, but she was somehow experiencing a tiny flicker of pleasure. There was a well-practised method to it all as well; a sort of rhythm, the slaps landing on top of each other before moving to the next area of untouched flesh, then striking harder, making her gasp.

Rosa observed the scarlet skin, the dozens of handprints turning a deeper shade of red. In between the slaps she had managed to loosen her bra at the front, letting the huge cups drape freely around the engorged nipples. She gazed hungrily at the now inert and defenceless body draped across her lap. Victory was hers, and now it was time for the coup de grace. She allowed her hand to rest on the hot flesh for a moment, savouring the feel of it and increasing her own expectation, and was about to push an exploratory finger into the teasingly deep shadow and seek out the lovely moistness that she knew was awaiting her, when there was a knock on the door. Rosa cursed more colourfully than many a man could have, but before she could deny entry the door opened and the receptionist breezed in.

'I'm sorry, Fraulein Schlogel,' the girl said politely but nonchalantly as she placed a file on the desk. 'Am I interrupting anything?'

Ingrid squealed her embarrassment, but the girl didn't seem the least bit concerned or surprised to see a job applicant bent over her boss's knees, in a state of undress and with her blazing bottom stuck up in the air.

'Get up,' Rosa snapped after her recusant receptionist had left the office and closed the door; the moment was lost. Rosa was angry at the untimely interruption. She knew she should admonish the girl later for her cocky behaviour, but she really was such an obliging and imaginative receptionist.

Ingrid struggled to her feet and looked sheepishly at Rosa. 'It's years since I've had my bottom smacked, and I don't remember it being so hard,' she grumbled, rubbing her tingling globes.

'You did very well, my dear. Your facial expressions were wonderful, very photogenic, and I can see that having a spanking was not as uncomfortable for you as you thought it might be. You'll come along nicely.' Rosa tried to sound sweet rather than irritable. Just as she had been about to seduce Ingrid everything had been spoiled. Now Ingrid was on her feet there was no chance of continuing without arousing suspicion. But at least she had found out what she wanted to know. If the girl was stupid enough to believe that she had to take a spanking in order to become a model, well... she'd probably do anything. The rest was up to the photographer.

Ingrid's bottom was still throbbing after she had dressed and Rosa had presented her with the photographer's business card.

'Herr Fliescher will expect your prompt arrival,' Rosa told her. 'Do everything he tells you and I'm sure there will be plenty of work for you afterwards.'

'Will I have to go through a similar interview with him?' Ingrid asked, gathering up her coat. 'I don't know whether I could.' Suddenly the whole business seemed very seedy indeed.

'I couldn't say,' Rosa grunted, still feeling annoyed at being thwarted. 'Just make sure you turn up on time tomorrow morning. Nine o'clock sharp. Herr Fliescher is rather old-fashioned. He's very strict and won't tolerate tardiness in a girl. If you don't come up to the mark, you're out straight away. There's always plenty more begging for work.'

Once outside Ingrid was glad to be away from the place and away from the woman. She would have to put the 'interview' down to experience. It was no good; she simply couldn't make her living that way. She headed along the damp streets, absentmindedly clutching the card and vaguely looking for a bin to put it in. On the way she stopped at a secretarial agency to check what vacancies they had. Nothing. Twenty young women chasing a miserably paid administration post, a dull look of resignation on their faces. Things were hard. There was an air of depression everywhere. Ingrid was not good at making decisions. She hadn't thrown the card away so she slipped it in her coat pocket. Perhaps it wouldn't do any harm to think about it.
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