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Chapter 1: Cocoa
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'I've already told you: the only way to a woman's heart is along the path of torment. I know none other as sure.'

Marquis de Sade

––––––––
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Mark couldn't sleep. It wasn't your normal, run-of-the-mill insomnia, either. This time the stress payload he was carrying was nearly impossible to shift. Submission! The dirty old bastard wanted to see him brought low, but for what? His breathing hitched and he could feel the sweat breaking out on his forehead. That damn phone call had broken his cell. He'd been so shocked at Redcliff's request that he'd dropped the thing. Get a grip, he cursed, feeling his fingers shaking around the pan of hot milk he had simmering on the range.

It was three a.m. in the morning and he was making cocoa, of all things. Apparently, the stuff helped you sleep. Something about milk and an amino acid called tryptophan, but he wasn't convinced. This was his third mug and the cloying chocolate was beginning to make his tongue curl in distaste. He didn't want to think about Redcliff and his insane request, but typically that was all his subconscious wanted to focus on, and he was beginning to realise that he'd need chemicals in order to get the asshole out of his system. For a man who always prided himself on his exemplary control, resorting to sleeping tablets was the absolute last straw. It would be almost as if Redcliff had won before the battle even commenced. So cocoa it was.

What did the man want? Not money, as he'd originally thought, but he most certainly wanted something. He'd put too high a price tag on his daughter, though. Mark's body was not for sale. He'd travelled the submission route a long time ago and it was an experience he didn't care to repeat. Once upon a time he'd had barely a penny to his name and once upon a time, he'd have done nearly anything to succeed. That was many years ago, though. He'd chosen his path and he'd known the consequences.

Back in his teens, when he'd dropped out of college due to lack of funds, he already knew where he wanted to be and, more importantly, how to get there. The trouble was, he'd needed money and plenty of it in order to achieve his dream. He'd been frequently propositioned by women, even back then, but he'd always refused them. Mark hadn't been bothered by the fairer sex at all in his youth. Sure he'd had some fun with them, but he was far too focused to let them take up much of his time. When they got all whiney and needy, as most of them did, he got rid of them immediately and moved on. All of them had swiftly gotten the hint, except one.

He let his thoughts trail back to Sophia. She'd been his ticket to ride. He owed her everything that he was today, but she'd demanded an astronomically high price in return. Sophia had been twelve years his senior, and back then the age gap had been insurmountable for him. She'd been a woman of the world, well travelled with a high-profile career, and she was frequently spotlight fodder for the paparazzi. The pair of them regularly met on his early morning run around Hyde Park, but although she smiled at him, he never gave her more than a cursory glance in return. Over the years he'd discovered that smiling at the wrong woman was dangerous, and he knew without a doubt that Sophia was not someone he wanted to mess with. She had an unshakeable air of confidence about her, eyes that spoke of cunning intelligence, and a beautiful body that was built for fucking. He knew she wanted him. Every time their paths crossed, and it was more frequent than it should have been, he could feel her lingering glance upon him, and the turn of her head as he jogged past. Here was a lady who was used to getting what she wanted. It was too bad she'd picked the wrong man to throw her lures at. He was simply not interested.

Sophia had been smart enough to bide her time and wait. She'd had him under surveillance, although he hadn't known that at the time, but when he dropped out of college, she'd known what kind of trouble he was in. Even then, she hadn't pounced. The woman had watched him apply for a ton of jobs, none of which he acquired due to his lack of experience, and then she had let the despair of soaring rent prices and stacking bills creep upon him. Her timing, when she finally did approach him, could not have been more perfect. He was nearly on his knees with despair, but little did he know that in a few days' time, he'd be on his knees with a whole lot more than just depression on his mind.

The woman entered his life by brazenly blocking his exit out of Hyde Park's Queen Elizabeth gates one day. She'd stood stock still in the widest stance she could manage with her legs shoulder width apart and her hands on her hips. He could have run around her, but it was clear she wanted to speak with him and knowing he would probably run into her sooner rather than later, he figured he'd stop and put an end to the silliness once and for all. Feigning a politeness he did not feel at her intrusion, he asked, 'Can I help you?' If his tone was a little clipped, it was simply too bad.

'No,' she'd answered him with a calculating smile, 'but I believe I can help you.' He'd looked at her darkly then, shaken his head and made to walk past her, but she'd held out one arm, stopping him in his tracks and said, 'Here's my card. Just read my offer. That's all I ask.' He had taken the cream vellum business card from her proffered fingers, which had been expensively embossed with gold swirls, without really thinking about what he was doing. Before he could give it back she had neatly sidestepped out of his path and continued on her way, leaving him to stare at the twisted wrought-iron flowers, leaves and spirals that decorated the length and breadth of the magnificent gates. It had taken him several seconds to gather his wits and continue onwards. When curiosity led him to examine the card, the front was fairly harmless and told him that she held the position of Chief Financial Officer at a prestigious law firm in Chelsea. He remembered whistling. Whilst he was no expert in salaries, he knew enough to know that the woman was loaded. Turning the card over in his hands, he hadn't really expected to find anything on the reverse, but there in scripted handwriting was just one word. Sex. It accompanied the figure of one thousand pounds. His jaw had hung open all the way home.

He hadn't accepted her offer at first, but neither had he thrown the card away. You had to be pretty desperate to accept an offer like that and he had been sure there would be a job for him just around the corner. There hadn't been. Two weeks later he had no money, no food and two days until his landlord threatened to evict him. His level of hopelessness had spiralled to such a degree, that he decided a one-night stand with an attractive lady couldn't be all that bad. Still, he'd sat outside her office for two hours before he'd summoned enough courage to walk in.

It was clear Sophia had been almost as surprised as he was, with regards to his presence in her bureau. She'd almost taken a step backwards when she found him propped upon a black recliner, waiting for her. Her gaze had quickly hardened to a pinpoint stare as she'd coolly assessed him.

'Your offer expired a week ago,' she said, and her tone was not friendly.

Mark had given her a lazy smile, one that belied his racing heartbeat and sweating palms, and had simply said, 'Then write me another.'

She stared at him for the longest ten seconds of his life, before answering. 'Meet me back here at seven p.m., sharp. If you're late, the offer is null and void.'

He hadn't been late.

––––––––
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The milk slopped into his powdered cocoa with a lot more force than necessary and he had an Icelandic geyser moment, where it whooshed out of the mug, did a double backflip and then landed with a wet splat against the flat surface of his ceramic hob.

Goddamn. Jumping backwards to avoid the scalding hot liquid, he could at least be thankful that he hadn't managed to burn himself. What was wrong with him today? But the question wasn't even worth asking. He knew exactly what was wrong. Redcliff had dropped a bombshell and now his ordered little world was fraying around the edges. He didn't need a trip down memory lane right now. That part of his past had been over a long time ago, but he took a moment to wonder if the old man knew about it. It was doubtful. It wasn't the sort of thing you spread around in general conversation and he couldn't imagine Sophia having talked. She had far more to lose than he, should the details have been leaked.

Mopping up the mess of spilt milk and chocolate, he let his gut instinct take over. Clearly Redcliff wanted something. Mark had no doubt that he'd love to have his hide bent over double and spanked raw, but that wasn't the main reason for his little request. There was something bigger at stake here. Money, power, control - it might be any of those things that the old guy wanted, but Mark's submission would be secondary to the equation.

The trouble was, Mark knew how men like Redcliff operated. The word 'no' was not in their vocabulary and if one avenue of attack failed, he would most certainly have a back-up plan. It was the back-up plan that concerned him. No way in hell was he willingly going to agree to flatten himself out at Mr R's feet, but if a few wheels turned in the right direction and a few palms were greased, he might just find himself exactly where he promised himself he would never be again. Whilst Sophia might have pushed him to his limit and beyond on more than one occasion, Redcliff would be looking for more. He would want blood, sweat, and tears. Let's face it; the man was clearly unwell. He wouldn't be winning any 'father of the year competitions' in the near future, and if he was capable of doing that to his daughter, hell only knew what he had planned for him. Rolling his fingers around his two throbbing temples, he decided that at the very least he'd have to upgrade his security. Then he needed to come up with a plan. He, like Redcliff, was not the sort of man to fall at the first hurdle. He would have Ms Redcliff, one way or another, and it would be on his terms or not at all.
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Chapter 2: Salted Caramel and Frozen Cheesecake
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Soft groans of torment could be heard from inside the queen-sized bed. Arms thrashed wildly upon the heavily starched white sheets and legs flailed about helplessly, but whether the occupant was having a dream or a nightmare was uncertain. Dark, chestnut hair spilled out in all directions, unkempt and tangled from a fitful night's sleep, and tempting, naked patches of tanned flesh frequently spilled from its generous confines.

From behind his screen on the observation deck, Vince grabbed his bowl of cornflakes, dug his spoon in deep and decided that even at the ridiculous hour of five a.m. he loved his job. There were many perks to being a security officer at the Sandringham Apartments. You got a comfy leather chair, twenty-six days annual paid holiday and as much tea and coffee as you could handle. You also got paid to watch some of the most beautiful women on the planet earth in all states of undress, quite legally, and for as many hours as you could handle. All he had to do was make sure none of them had any fun. His orders from the top were few. The women were allowed no unauthorised visitors, but more importantly, they were not permitted to orgasm. It was his job to review the security footage of the building on a daily basis, and report back any infringements of the rules to his boss. Unfortunately for him, his life had been very boring as of late. The girls could all have been auditioning for the role of Mary Poppins, because every single damn one of them toed the line to the letter. No masturbation, period. Not in the bathtub, not in the shower, not sneakily under the covers in the bedroom and not even hiding behind the sofa. They filed and painted their nails, they primped their hair, they trimmed and plucked, pouted and painted themselves in all kinds of make-up, but they never had any fun on his watch. This was all very well, but he signed up for this gig to watch women orgasm. He got a hefty bonus if he caught one of the girls playing the disappearing finger trick. Four months had gone by with nada to report. Nothing, zilch, zero and zip. Either he was going blind, or these girls were giving the late departed Mother Teresa a run for her money. It wasn't that he needed the money. Zystrom paid him well enough without bonuses, but a little entertainment every now and again wouldn't go amiss. So when he caught the merest hint of under-the-cover duvet action, he nearly fell off his chair.

Staring at Miss Morreau intently, Vince ascertained that her hands were moving underneath the sheets and, well, wasn't that a turn up for the books? Giving a little muttered, 'Way-hay,' he got his face up close and personal with his eighteen-inch monitor. Too close, as it happened, because his breath fogged up the glass. Backing away a touch, he felt his jaw drop open. Miss Morreau's sheets had just slithered to the floor and both her hands were firmly between her legs. 'Yes, yes, yes,' he hissed through his breath. His day had just taken on a rosy hue.

––––––––
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Marianna was simultaneously having the best and worst dream of her life. Reliving the events of Wednesday night, one moment she was awake and tearing at the sheets, and in the next she was thrashing about in the throes of sleep. Everything was coming back to her with startling clarity.

She was dressed in a teal outfit of see-through, diamond-shaped netting that displayed all of her assets in their entirety, every time she made a move. She was not wearing a shred of underwear. Breasts, nipples and a pair of reddened ass cheeks were on prominent display to any and all that cared to watch. As to her hands, they were fastened behind her back in a box-tie held tight by a leather thong, and her lips found themselves clutching a bright red ball gag. If that wasn't bad enough, someone had attached a clear Perspex tray to her abdomen, anchored upright by two clamps on the outer edge that were attached to her nipples by long silver chains. This meant any weight placed on the tray was borne by her poor, tender teats alone. Add nine small ceramic jugs of sake to the tray, and the result was a walking disaster precariously perched upon five-inch stilettos.

In her dream the floor moved in beautiful shades of turquoise green, interspersed with shoals of goldfish and bubbles. Unfortunately, walking in high heels on a constantly moving floor made her horribly dizzy. The nine flasks of warm, Japanese wine she carried on her tray were also excruciatingly heavy, and whilst the pain brought sobs to her throat, it also sent lightning bolts of desire straight through her. Her predicament was the sweetest of torments one moment and the most all-consuming agony the next. It was no wonder her feet were almost jogging forward, in her eagerness to be rid of her heavy load.

––––––––
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Wednesday Evening 10 p.m. - Atlantisse Bar, London.

Approaching the table she lowered her limbs gracefully, so that her tray was at a comfortable level for the seated patrons to grasp their beverages. She had been taught well and her years of schooling were beginning to come back to her. Fight through the pain, lock it away and let the endorphins take over. As long as she kept moving, everything would be OK. If she stood still for too long, she would end up screaming. The gentleman to her left must have guessed at her pain tolerance, for he gave her a sympathetic wink and quickly whisked his drink away. Marianna would have given him a smile of gratitude, but her gag made that impossible. She dipped her eyes by way of thanks and hoped he understood. Another jug was removed, a hand crept up the inside of her thigh and two fingers tickled her sex. They fluttered along her clitoris as lightly as a butterfly, and flew away just as quickly. A hand then slapped her ass and told her to hurry up along the line before the wine cooled. She shot up with a yelp, watched in horror as seven jugs wobbled around dangerously, and breathed a sigh of relief as they settled. She didn't want to think what might happen if she dropped them. The men and women in this room would have punishments in store for errant behaviour the likes of which were unimaginable. Marianna did not want to be at their mercy if she could possibly avoid it.

Squaring her shoulders and lifting her head, she felt her chestnut hair sweep gently around her chin. Damn Dev and Stephen for pulling her neat chignon to pieces. She hated wearing her hair down when in a submissive role. It was part of her body armour, the harsh lines of an up-do gave off a regal, don't-touch-me air and that had all been lost in an instant. Marianna was positive she now looked like a walking billboard for a brothel, and there would be no need for flashing red lights. Her eyes were drowning in desire.

Two more flasks left her tray in fairly short order, but they came at a high price. One hand grasped at her right ass cheek and squeezed tightly, whilst a single finger circled the tight little nub of her left nipple and that light touch was the cruellest of whispers across her skin. She almost screamed behind her gag. Then she lost count of the damn flasks. There were hands all over her, fisting themselves in her hair, tugging at her dress, squeezing her breasts and pulling at her teats. The sensory overload was almost crippling to one who had been denied any kind of stimulation for so long. Her body responded by arching itself into their hands, and begging for more of the same.

In short order, two men had bent her low over the long glass banquet table and, after spreading her legs as wide as they could possibly go, had sat down on either side of her and let their fingers have free rein. Both men were tall, well-built, stocky fellows and there was no way she was going to mess with either of them. She kept her eyes forward and her head lowered.

Taking a firm hold of the soft waves of silky hair at the base of her neck, one of the men twisted her face sideways upon the table so she was forced to look at him. Well, she was looking at the middle of a very elegant, tailored dinner jacket, in any case. 'I'm Raynor,' said the first, introducing himself. His accent had a Germanic twinge and she would have placed him as Dutch. 'My partner in crime over there is Huss, and he likes ass play, so I'd brace yourself if I were you. He's going to stretch both of your tight little holes until you can't remember which day of the week it is, and after he's done that, he's going to see if he can completely wreck your calendar with his multiple orgasm technique. How many was it last time, Huss?'

Huss, who was currently working over her clit with fingers that were far too dextrous and skilled, made a grunt from behind her. There was a pause as he decided upon his answer. Marianna mewled pitifully as his fingers stopped in mid-flow. 'I think maybe four, but it could be five. I lose count when I get excited.' His fingers then continued on their beautiful journey, graduating from the lightest of touches to a modest spiral.

'She's breathing quite heavily, Huss. I'd say you're on the right track, old chap.'

If Marianna had been able to speak, she'd have agreed with Raynor. Huss had very talented fingers and if he kept up the twirling pace he had set, she would be screaming in less than... goddamn. Raynor pressed his hand firmly into the small of her back as if he'd known what was about to happen, and then her body started to buck and tremble. She began dribbling and screaming the place down.

'Thank God this one's been gagged, Huss. How come you're so good at this shit, anyway?'

It could have been Marianna's imagination, but Raynor sounded slightly miffed.

'I press buttons for a living,' replied Huss.

In response to that little gem, Raynor lowered his face to the table, caught Marianna's eye and raised his eyebrows. 'He always says that, but I don't believe him, do you?' Marianna just stared back at him helplessly, especially since Huss had decided that her body did not need a rest and his fingers continued on their immediate quest for climax number two. Raynor continued, 'If he was just good with his fingers I might believe him, but you haven't seen what he can do with his tongue.' He smiled. Marianna tried to smile back with her eyes, but it was a difficult thing to master with your lips viciously strained around a bright red ball.

When Huss inserted a thick finger inside her pussy and began pumping it back and forth, she was lost and her eyes fluttered closed. Raynor didn't care much for that and he kissed them gently open again, whilst his hand in her hair tugged slowly, tilting her head back. 'Uh, uh, uh,' he said, shaking his head. 'I'm a watcher. I love to watch women when they come, so you're not allowed to close your eyes for me baby, or I'll have to spank that delicious ass of yours. He palmed her bare ass and scraped his fingernails along her right cheek. Smiling as she squawked around her gag, he nodded slowly. 'Been a naughty girl, have we?' Running the other hand through his long, platinum blond hair, he appeared to consider the matter. 'Tell you what, as it appears it's already had a good going over today, I'll let you off just this once, but you close those glittering green emeralds again and I'm going to find a crop. You don't want me to do that, baby, do you?' Marianna tried to shake her head, but his grip on her hair was fierce. 'No, I didn't think so.' The look in his eyes was flinty and hard. It screamed 'do not mess with me', and, oh boy, Marianna was not about to. 'Now you look at me and focus, because I want to watch every time Huss manages to hit gold before the dessert course is served.' To emphasise his point he used the middle and index finger of his right hand in a 'V' which he pointed at her eyes and then swiftly moved them across to his. Marianna nodded emphatically. The message had been received loud and clear.

Huss currently had two fingers plunging inside her and Marianna felt her body jolt with each long thrust of his hand. With the other he continued to manipulate her clit with consummate ease. She could only wonder at what kind of buttons the guy pressed in his favoured career. Perhaps he designed video games, or there was always the possibility that he dropped neutron bombs, but whichever it was, he'd gotten in plenty of practice over the years. His fingers were as explosive as dynamite, and just as deadly. As the thought bloomed in her head, it took a mere two seconds for her body to process it before it decided to blast into orbit itself, because a third finger had begun squeezing its way into the tight confines of her nether regions and the exquisitely full feeling his fingers produced made her claw at the table, almost panicked at the second ride she would have to endure in such quick succession.

With her body bucking and shaking uncontrollably she found it almost impossible to look at Raynor, but did her utmost to keep her eyes from ramming themselves shut, all too aware of his dark grey eyes boring down upon her. Trying to ignore the soft little flicks of Huss' fingernails against her sensitive clit, she whimpered madly against the soft rubber ball in her jaw and felt the sides of her lips chewing at the leather straps. Her eyes were nearly rolling in her head. She couldn't take much more of this. It was nearly impossible to keep her eyes open during orgasm, she could literally feel her eyeballs bulging out of her head, but somehow she managed it.

'That's it baby, show me those glorious eyes. Enjoy riding those fingers, slut, because each subsequent orgasm is going to get more and more painful until you're sure you can't stand the thought of another.' Raynor hoisted his body up on the table and picked up a lock of her hair, twirling it in his fingers. He then pulled the strands upwards and she was forced to follow his eyes. 'But you'll take everything that Huss can dish out, won't you, slut? You wouldn't want either of us to have to complain to your owner, would you?'

Marianna's hips were swishing left and right with a mind of their own and they had an objective: avoid the terrible fingers at all costs. Huss was obviously wise to this game because his hand stayed stuck to her clit like a leech and no amount of movement on her part was going to shift him. Her sex was becoming sore to the slightest touch, throbbing and pleading to be released, and her eyes were beginning to water. The worst part of the ordeal was that her 'watcher' missed nothing.

'Feeling slightly sensitive, are we? Do you need a little pain to take your mind off some pressing concerns?' He raised his eyebrows at her and waited for a response. Marianna just stared at him for several long seconds. She couldn't have articulated words at this moment in time even had she not been gagged, and thinking was proving exceptionally difficult, too. Her body was screaming. Her mind wasn't far behind. Finally she managed to nod her head, not really sure whether she wanted pain or not, but thinking it might be a better alternative than withstanding another round of Huss' fingers inside her, relentlessly pulsating and pushing without pause. She then nodded vigorously. Any distraction from her pounding sex would be most welcome.

'Mistress Faith, we have need of your talents,' called Raynor, although his eyes did not leave Marianna's for a moment.

Apparently they did not need to, for a seductive, throaty voice called out, 'Flogger, paddle or crop?'

Raynor gave Marianna a saucy grin. 'Which one would you prefer, slut?' He let his finger trace a soft path over her swollen, crimson lips, and smiled when she made insensible noises at him. Grinning wickedly he raised himself up and spoke over her head. 'She can't decide, Faith, so you'd better give her a taste of all three.' Marianna made louder noises, but Raynor effectively muffled them. He'd decided that he liked the taste of her sparkling vanilla lip gloss very much and the substance was going to be his, every last drop of it.

As half of her face was being sucked off around the limiting confines of the ball gag, she lost concentration for a minute and tried to close her legs, anything to stop the relentless fingers of the gentleman behind her. A sharp slap of a hand on her buttocks startled her and her body shot upright, the plastic tray at her waist dragging painfully at her nipples. Then Raynor's hand pushed her back into the cool glass of the table top.

'You must not close your legs at any time,' he said, shaking his head slowly and wagging his finger at her, 'or I will be forced to find the widest spreader bar available in which to tether your ankles apart. Do I make myself clear?' Marianna looked up at him pleadingly, the pressure on her extremely sensitive clit nearly unbearable. Whilst she did not want her legs restrained, knowing that the bar would give Huss even greater access to her sex, she didn't know how much longer she could stand the pressure of his fingers without going mad. It wouldn't be too much longer, she suspected.

Straining her legs wide and concentrating on keeping both eyes peeled on Raynor's, she felt her thighs begin to tremble violently. Was it possible she was going to have her third climax in less than five minutes? The abrupt thud of the flogger upon her shoulder blades brought her back to the land of living. She sent up a silent prayer of thanks.

There was a chuckle from behind her. 'Mistress Faith at your service. I'm going to slowly work over that delightful body of yours until everywhere looks just as red as your ass. You're going to remember me for the next few days, every single time you move.' The flogger thudded down again as if to emphasise the point, and it did so with quite a bite. Whilst Huss' fingers did not stop in their detailed exploration of her clit, the sensitivity had lessened somewhat and her trembling ceased.

'Huss, you've got your work cut out for you now,' grinned Raynor, and he gave his companion a cheeky wink.

Huss snorted in response and pulled his fingers from Marianna's pussy, proceeding to take them a little higher up into the valley of her ass. 'I haven't even started yet,' he grunted. The fingers swirled their moisture around Marianna's tight little hole and pressed for entry. There was another grunt. 'She's tight, this one.'

'So are you, Huss. You've yet to buy me a drink, asshole.' Raynor raised his glass of Boërl & Kroff, which was finished bar one last sip, and gave his friend a grin.

'Speaking of assholes...'

Marianna could feel the warm breath of Huss' mouth on her backside, and then the soft pressure of his hands as he sought to prize her ass cheeks apart. Her breathing quickened exponentially. The flogger thudded down, confusing her thoughts, but it was lighting up nerve endings everywhere it touched. The pressure on her backside increased. As the mountainous valley was slowly parted she couldn't help but hold her breath, anxious to know what the man was going to try next. On the one hand she was grateful that the pressure on her clit had stopped, but on the other, it appeared that things were quickly going from bad to worse because a long tongue had sneaked out and begun weaving a circular path around her sphincter. Raynor's fingers then replaced those of Huss', and they were nearly as talented. When a tongue dived in and began circling her rear entrance Marianna banged her face down on the table repeatedly in horror, her gag saving her from too much damage, but the message was clear. She was now launching herself into orgasm number three and it was so painful that her scream was clearly heard even though her mouth was firmly plugged.

'Faith, we have a disobedient little pet here. One who can't obey simple orders. Dispense with the flogger and bring out the crop, would you, dear?' Raynor curled a finger under Marianna's chin and tapped her nose in a warning gesture. 'Now you've displeased me and I intend to make sure you don't repeat the same mistake again. He yanked her upright by a hand in her hair. She moaned in protest, but it fell on deaf ears. Huss also complained as his fingers lost their tight purchase on her ass, but he too was ignored. 'You will keep your eyes on me or suffer the consequences,' said Raynor.

The blond stranger stared at her for what could have been a minute, maybe more, before he finally made a move. He released one of the clamps from her nipple tray. There was a second of silence before Marianna went berserk, howling, whimpering and struggling madly to free her arms from the firm restraints they had been placed in. It was an instinctive reaction and she should have been able to control it, the trouble was it had been such a long time ago since she felt such intense pain that she didn't know what to do with it for a minute.

'Silence!' The loud, resonant tones of Raynor's voice managed to still her body into instant submission, before Mistress Faith's leather crop sneaked slowly up between her breasts to gently rub its tip against her throbbing nipple, immediately freezing the air in her chest. She held herself so tightly she found she couldn't suck the precious substance into her body or exhale it. With her eyes shrinking back inside her head, she remained as still as a statue and found herself twice as cold.

Satisfied that she had managed to get herself under control, Raynor smiled. 'You will obey me, or there will be consequences... severe consequences. Between the three of us we intend to make sure that you come at least five or six times. There is, of course, a reason for this.' Raynor straightened his black bow-tie, unnecessarily, and brought his fingers to his lips, making a grand show of sucking them. His fingers lingered inside his mouth, as if he was a connoisseur of the female essence, and though his eyes were inscrutable at first, gradually he appeared pleased. This she gathered from the slowly forming smile that began to transform his features.

'You taste delightful. So wet, so hungry, so needy.' Raynor's emphasis on the world 'needy' was not lost on her. 'We mean to see that you are fully sated before you go back to your Master, and more to the point, we intend to make sure that you will be of little use to him on your return. Huss, my dear friend, is going to make sure your clit is so sensitive that it will be impossible for you to have any further fun this evening. All you have to do is stand there and take whatever we give you until I have decided that we have indeed wrung you dry and no more orgasms will be forthcoming from that lovely body of yours. Do you understand me?' He tilted his neck to the side and looked at her thoughtfully.

Marianna's eyes nearly jumped out of their sockets with that awful revelation. Alas, she obviously didn't bob her head quick enough because the crop flew backwards and there was an awful second of mesmerising shock before the tip connected with a sharp thwack on her engorged and throbbing teat. This time her eyes did burst out of her head and the accompanying noise she made was quite impressive.

'Do you understand me?' The repeated comment had her nodding her head furiously. 'Good. I'm glad we've got that out of the way. Huss, you may continue where you left off.' Raynor indicated with a swipe of his finger that his friend could once again get up close and personal with her derriere.

'I'm going to use fingers this time, so you'll feel something a little wet and cold on your ass at first, but I promise you'll enjoy it.'

That was what Marianna was afraid of. Three orgasms down and her body was of a wobblier consistency than a jellyfish in a tsunami. When Huss began to smear a generous helping of what she assumed was lubricant around her sphincter, Marianna nearly lost it. She'd just had the multiple orgasm session from hell and it appeared that it wasn't about to end anytime soon. Working in the fluid with deft little slides of his fingers, Huss burrowed his face in her sex and began a very gentle series of lapping strokes. It was agonising in the extreme. The urge to close her legs and squeeze them tightly shut was uppermost in her mind, for her clit was now so highly sensitised that even the lightest touch was painful. It was only the presence of Mistress Faith with her crop hovering in mid-air and the knowledge that Raynor would wreak vengeance upon her for the slightest infraction, that kept her eyes forward and her legs wide open. Her ordeal would have to be over soon, wouldn't it? Surely there would come a point of no return? Alas, they were not yet at that point, and Huss' talented tongue and fingers were probing in all the right places and with just the right amount of pressure. The lubricant had now warmed up nicely and a single finger slowly worked its way into her ass, maddeningly wandering back and forth.

'Do you like that, slut?' Raynor didn't miss a thing. The heat in Marianna's cheeks had just doubled and her eyes had taken on a dreamy expression. As she nodded her head in an almost euphoric state of bliss she absently wondered how mad Matthews was going to be, when he realised she had been wrung out to dry. Then again, maybe he wouldn't care. It wasn't as if she couldn't deliver the goods, she just wouldn't be yelling the place down. When two fingers replaced one in her ass she almost swooned with pleasure.

'You do like that, huh? Keep that up, Huss, but a little harder and a little faster. We'll have her exactly where we want in no time.' Marianna drowned in the pale grey of Raynor's eyes. Her focus was all over the place, her clit had a damn pulse all of its own and her body was on the orgasm train to heaven again, God help her. I can't do this, she thought helplessly, I can't come again... But Huss' tongue on her clit and his fingers thrusting away powerfully in her ass had her undone, tied up in knots, inside out and back to front. She didn't know which way was up. She'd given up trying to breathe and her eyes were rolling in her head as orgasm number four smacked her upside the head and into next year.

Oh, oh, oh, oh... That was the only word her brain could manage to whisper and it repeated itself over and over. Climax number four had proved to be the strongest of them all. When she finally rode the last waves of her crested cloud joy quickly turned to despair. The tongue was greedily lapping up all of her ejaculate, and she could feel her thighs sticky with the stuff, but she knew her respite would not be a long one.

'Huss loves to taste the ladies as much as I do.' Raynor gave her a crooked smile. If you taste good, and believe me you do, Huss will spend some time between those thighs cleaning you up. Rest assured, he will be tackling orgasms five and six in short order, though.' Raynor scooped up a long line of dribble from her jawline and put it to his lips. 'Hmm. Even your saliva tastes wonderful. Fancy that.'

There was a popping sound as Raynor's finger worked its way loose from his mouth and he used the wet digit to circle Marianna's freed nipple, which was standing proudly to attention. She mewled pitifully in protest, but he paid her little heed. 'For such a petite little thing you have the most generous pair of tits I've seen. He cupped them in his hands and gently kneaded them with his fingers. 'Does that feel good?' he whispered.

Marianna wasn't sure if it was Raynor's hands on her breasts that felt good, or Huss' tongue on her sex, but she nodded heavily in response. Then he slapped them gently from side to side, noting that her pupils immediately dilated in pleasure. 'You like a bit of rough with your pleasure, don't you?' She moaned softly and that gave him all the answer he needed. His soft little smacks continued, and her breasts bounced from left to right with a beautiful swaying action.

When Huss' tongue came back to continue its previous onslaught Marianna had a battle on her hands to stop herself from diving under the table and bursting into tears. It was too much. Her body was shaking in agony. The thought of another orgasm was going to make her violently ill. She was going to embarrass herself and her Master by giving her safe signal. All of the girls Matthews owned had a standard safe signal and it would be well known in the places he frequented. Three nods of her head was all that stood between her and walking out of the giant glass fish tank she currently found herself in. You can't leave, a little voice inside her head whispered, because if you leave there is no going back. When Huss' fingers began plundering her ass once more, intense though the pleasure was, she was sure there would be no way that her body could summon up enough enthusiasm or energy to excite the swollen, pulsing, weeping, crying, sore organ that her clit had become. She was wrong. Mistress Faith fired the crop at her freed nipple and Raynor removed the clamp from the other. The ball gag shot forth from an explosion of air from her silent scream and her legs went out from under her. She nearly flattened Huss as she fell heavily to the floor.

Blood roared in her ears, colours swam in her vision and her body was uncontrollable. On the floor she was a tangle of disjointed, trembling limbs that couldn't have stood up had her life depended on it. A few soft sobs left her lips when she managed to get her breath back, and they gathered in intensity and volume quickly. The storm gates had opened, but there was nowhere for her temper to be unleashed. When a pair of hands stroked her back gently and moved under her armpits, pulling her upright, she screamed and shook her head. 'No more. No. More,' she tried desperately to articulate. Her head nodded once, then twice, but before she managed to get out a third nod she found herself gathered to a familiar chest.

'Shhhhh,' whispered Matthew's voice in her ear, and suddenly she was scooped up in his arms and held tightly. When she chanced to look up into his dark eyes she nearly had heart failure at the stern expression that resided there, until she discovered that the source of his displeasure was not her, but rather the two men behind her.

'Gentlemen, thank you for taking such good care of my sub, but I believe I'll have her back now if you don't mind.' His tone was brusque, his gaze was hard and his fingertips were thrumming upon her backside. Turning around he made to walk away, but after a careful moment's consideration, turned over his shoulder for one last parting shot.

'You pull that stunt again, Raynor, and I'll make sure you're barred from this joint and any others you might want to frequent, permanently.' He didn't need to say any more. Raynor was well aware of the power he wielded, as were the rest of the members of the room who had now gone silent. There was barely a sound in the vast hall as Mark made his way over to the banquet table and sat himself down. Signalling one of the waiters, he decided to take the focus away from himself and Marianna, and procure some dessert in the process. A few soft words was all it took, and then the bar suddenly became a buzz of activity as everyone braced themselves for the next round of entertainment. He swiftly removed the buckle that held her gag in place, before making short work of unfastening the leather thong that held her arms together behind her back.

'Marianna?' Usually one word was enough for their heads to come snapping back up, but the woman had buried herself so tightly against his chest that he wondered if she was trying to tunnel through to the other side. He gave her another minute before he repeated her name, but this time he gave her blistered rear a squeeze for good measure. With a little squeak she finally raised her head and looked him in the eye. 'Do you want to safe word?' Tearful eyes looked up at him and he could see she was carefully considering his proposal. Her thinking would be somewhere along the lines of 'I know I can't face another orgasm, and the chances are he's going to put me through one.' As it happened, her thinking would be dead on the money, but it wouldn't be as bad as she feared. She still had to make the decision for herself, though.

Her eyes looked up at him beguilingly, almost pleading for him to make the decision for her, but that he would not do. 'I saw the two nods, Marianna. I know you were close to safe-wording. So, do we stay or do we go?' The pad of his thumb brushed along her jawline, back and forward, as he held her gaze. He knew she was uncomfortable, for she kept trying to turn her head away, but he wouldn't let her. 'Answer the question.' The girl was torn by indecision, weighing up her options left and right, and having no clear answer in sight. She knew there would be repercussions if she went, but she had to deal with some fairly serious problems if she stayed.

Sucking in a breath, Marianna pushed a handful of her long chestnut locks behind her head and whispered, 'I'll stay,' before adding, 'but I'm not sure I'll be much fun.' She couldn't resist a giggle at that remark. He laughed with her.

'Good decision, Marianna. You'll be right as rain in no time, don't you worry.' He couldn't help another laugh as he saw the rueful expression she directed his way. He'd tackle her little problem in a minute, and it was only a minor one, but at the moment he thought he'd take her mind off her body with some idle chatter. It would help her calm down a bit before he administered her 'medicine'.

'So, what did you think of my friends, orgasm one and climax two?' Mark gently manoeuvred her body so she was propped upon his knee and reached along the table for a napkin. 'You're dribbling a little,' he said, trying to keep his lips compressed together. He pressed it into her hand.

Marianna dabbed gently at the corners of her mouth, which were slick with drool, and tried to get her breathing under control. Just sitting on Mark's knee brought tremors of excitement to her body, and she really didn't want to feel anything remotely sexual at the moment. Raynor and Huss had made her want to take to her bed for a week, and the 'no orgasm rule' really wouldn't have been a problem for a change. 'They're friends of yours?' She wore a somewhat incredulous expression upon her face.

'Hardly,' came the ironic reply, 'with friends like that, who'd need enemies? As it happens, I took over their numerous failing business ventures a little over two years ago. I managed to get them into profit, and they have never forgiven me for the fact. Every time I bring a girl here they do their little orgasm trick, assuming I'll be able to have no fun with her for the rest of the evening. Well, admittedly they got me the first time, but I've become wise to the ploy ever since and I have damage control in place.' He winked at her. 'How many times did they manage to make you come, out of curiosity?'

'Five times, I think, but they were hoping for six.' Marianna pouted.

'And here you were telling me that you had a lot of catching up to do and couldn't wait to get back into the swing of things...' Mark raised his eyebrows in friendly challenge.

'Hmph. I didn't want to catch up quite that quickly. One orgasm every half an hour is enough for any girl. Five orgasms in twenty minutes is a little excessive and I don't want to be greedy...' She fluttered her eyelashes at him and writhed on his lap.

'Squirming already, Miss Morreau? I had thought you might need a little break, but I'm all for getting straight back into...'

'Noo,' she mewled, as his fingers began to rove in delicate lines up the insides of her thighs. 'I swear, there is no way you'll be able to make me come this side of tomorrow.' She bit her lip and looked at him pleadingly, and hers were eyes that had no equal in this room. Her words had little effect on his fingers, which continued their nefarious journey with little twists and swirls, taps and flourishes. When they got to the uppermost crease of her thigh, Marianna found herself gritting her teeth. What should have been delightful anticipation had turned into apprehension and anxiety.

'As the time is now eleven o'clock that doesn't prove an awful threat,' Mark sighed theatrically before continuing, 'but I'll take that bet and you'll be required to pay in one way or another if I manage to come up with the goods.' He grinned wickedly.

'Do your worst,' came the reply of one very confident submissive.

Mark smiled. He'd knock hers off her face soon enough. Lowering his head to her ear he whispered, 'Oh, I intend to, but this time it will be much better than my worst. It's going to be my most awful performance to date, I expect,' and with that he captured her lips and inhaled the trembling, weak, soft mass of limbs she had become. The woman was quickly lost under the artful sway of his talented lips and did not even notice the single wayward finger as it reached for her clit.

He ignored her cries of protest. The object of the game wasn't to torment her, though. He just wanted to assess how sensitive she had become. Judging by the immediate bucking of her hips and the strangled gasp that left her lips she was sore, very swollen and perhaps even a little bruised. If they continued with their games tonight she would not be playing tomorrow. As it happened, that wouldn't be a problem as he already had plans. So, he would allow her a long and luxurious day of bed rest tomorrow in order to recuperate, as by the end of this night she was most certainly going to need it.

He leant down to whisper in her ear again. 'Relax, I'm not going to hurt you. I know you're sore. I'm going to take care of it.' He reached into the back pocket of his trousers and pulled out a small tube. Unscrewing the cap, he applied a small sliver of fluid to his fingertips. As gently as he could he applied it directly to her clit. 'Shhh,' he murmured, feeling her body shake, 'it's all done.'

'What is it?' she whispered.

'It's a numbing agent: Benzocaine to be more precise. It's going to make that little nub a lot less irritable, which is good, because I want to be able to touch you shortly.' His fingers reached up to her neck and he caressed her pulse point with his thumb, letting the soft heat of his lips work their way up to her ear. Upon hearing her soft sighs, he smiled. She was a resilient little thing. Then the lights dimmed and the room went silent.

'What's happening?' Marianna nuzzled her neck into his face as if encouraging him to continue. He obliged her and it was several seconds later before his lips were able to gather enough enthusiasm to tear themselves away from her.

'Dessert and an additional entertainment course, if you can call it that. They always bring out a slave who needs punishing with the coffee and the petit fours. I'm not sure why they bother; dessert is usually enough of a distraction in itself, but I guess they like to cater to all tastes.'

Marianna barely heard a word of what he was saying, for a row of naked, marching maids appeared out of nowhere and began to clean the table with clear plastic spray bottles and linen dishcloths. At least, she assumed they were maids because the only article of clothing they wore was a tiny, frilly lace cap on the top of their heads. That did not mean that their bodies were not adorned - they were, just not with clothes. Her eyes searched along the line and sucked in every little detail with awe.

The women's nipples had been rouged and tightly clamped with long chains of silver from which dangled a teardrop-shaped pearl as a weight. This ensured each stood to proud attention. Every single mouth had been closed shut with a black piece of duct tape and each set of buttocks had been soundly spanked, judging by the glowing hues which varied in colour from salmon pink to the darkest crimson. None of the girls would be sitting down any time soon, but Marianna guessed that was the idea.

The nipple clamps were not the only additional accessories the maids wore, for around each waist was a thick black leather belt, and another similar belt came down vertically, making a 'T' shape. Three silver padlocks, two to the side and one at the front, ensured that the maids would not be receiving any pleasurable attentions from the patrons of the bar. Both their sex and back passage were locked up tight. Marianna shuddered and found herself ridiculously wet. Why the thought of wearing a chastity belt should turn her on she had absolutely no idea, but the idea was ridiculously appealing.

Mark, of course, missed nothing. 'Shall I get you one? It would certainly solve the panty problem. You wouldn't be wearing any naughty undergarments over that thing, I can tell you.' He playfully raised his eyebrow at her and squeezed her thigh.

'Very funny,' she whispered, but was annoyed to find her voice reedy and breathless. She knew without a doubt that the man could do all that, and much worse. Whilst she'd had a backseat in the Zystrom office, she'd had a bird's eye view of all the goings on. If you managed to work there long enough your eyes went into permanent shocked-wide-open mode, and sometimes it was really hard to shut them again.

'I'd make sure there was just one key, sweetness, and I'd be the one to hold it. Wouldn't that be fun? We could even take the cameras out of your place because with one of those beasts around your waist, you wouldn't need them. What do you think?' A very prolonged silence greeted his question.

Meanwhile, the maids were diligently applying themselves to the task of cleaning the tables. Breasts bounced this way and that, and each was careful to ensure that no part of their bodies touched the table. They had been well trained. They scrubbed furiously, with both arms outstretched and their legs spread wide apart. There were plenty of wandering fingers that trailed up and down their naked flesh, teasing and tormenting, but none of them made it inside the ingenious design of the belt, though several tried.

'Well, what do you think?' Mark repeated, sensing that Marianna's attention was elsewhere.

Marianna was not at all sure what to think. Was Mark playing with her? She'd learnt the hard way that you never made the mistake of underestimating the man. Thankfully the arrival of the dessert course gave her a reprieve and the question would hopefully remain unanswered, if luck was on her side.

The blushing pink bottoms of the maids wiggled and jiggled as they made their way back to the kitchens and caught the eye of every red-blooded male in the room, let alone the females, most of whom were also dribbling. If they weren't, the arrival of thirty naked male chefs would probably do the trick. Marianna's jaw dropped open and it was almost as if the ball gag was still inside her mouth. There was a tick in Mark's jaw and a twinkle in his eye as he closed it for her. 'They'll be leaning over you and serving up your dessert in a moment, Miss Morreau, so you can save the drooling for later. With any luck they'll think you're orgasming over the dessert course or I might have to lay you across my knee and spank you right here and now.' She squeaked as he grabbed hold of her ass and gave her thigh a playful swat.

Even with the threat of a public spanking Marianna couldn't resist checking out the delicious rippling abs of the men as they walked towards them. Oiled up and ripped as they were they could have graced any number of women's magazines, but when her gaze inevitably dipped below their waistline she gasped. 'They're wearing the same kind of devices as the girls?' While the male slaves were similarly attired to the females, with little more than big, poufy white chef's hats and tight silver clamps around their nipples, they also wore what must be the equivalent of a male chastity device. A clear, contoured cage covered each of their cocks and a thick circle of clear plastic wrapped around the circumference of the top of their testicles. Due to the size of the cage, none of the men would be able to achieve an erection anytime soon, and more than one cock was straining for escape.

'Not quite the same; the equipment differs somewhat,' said Mark, who was most amused by Marianna's shocked expression.

'Do they hurt?' she whispered.

'They shouldn't, as long as they're fitted properly, but they take some getting used to,' Mark said with a lopsided grin.

'And can they still get an erection like that? Those little cages look so small...'

Mark nearly laughed out loud. Marianna appeared to be fully over her earlier incident, her attention now wholly absorbed in the plight of these slave-boys who were currently preparing to do damage with chocolate sauce and raspberries, if he wasn't much mistaken. He nuzzled against the back of her neck and answered her question. 'Yes, they can still get hard, the device is able to move away from their bodies, but they're certainly not going to have any fun while wearing one. Anyway, I think that's enough questions for now. If you interrupt the dessert description I am going to buy the sturdiest steel chastity belt money can buy, and I will lock you away inside it for a week without relief.' His teeth nipped at the soft skin of her neck to emphasise his point.

There was a general clatter of squeaky wheels as the slaves each picked up a shiny metal dessert trolley that had been lined up to the side of the bar. Each trolley was filled with all manner of interesting looking implements, from what appeared to be large, squirty aerosol canisters to blow torches. There were plenty of different sized pots and containers, and even a saucepan that had been carefully placed upon a food warmer that was being gently heated by the flickering light of a candle below. As the trolleys wheeled along slowly, under the powerful arms of the naked chefs, the smell they diffused in their wake was divine. Marianna wasn't exactly sure what she was inhaling, but at a guess she'd go with cinnamon, raspberries, caramel, almonds and chocolate. Now that the burning sensation of her poor little clitoris had died down somewhat, she found herself mightily glad that she'd decided to stay. Dessert, it appeared, was going to be something spectacular.

'I daresay that would be a walk in the park, compared to the last eighteen months or so,' she said, trying unsuccessfully to hide a smirk upon her face.

Mark turned her round on his lap so she was facing him and the expression he wore upon his face looked downright feral. He leaned forward so the hot breath of his mouth tickled her ear and then he let her wait a few seconds as his tongue traced the outline of her lobe before he decided to grace her with a reply. 'You've just earned yourself an appointment for a fitting with several padlocks, young lady. Don't expect to backchat your Master unless you're willing to suffer the consequences.' She tugged her ear away from his mouth and giggled. He rolled his eyes in disgust. This one might be new, but she'd learn quickly enough. 'And I daresay you'd be wrong,' he said, replying to her earlier question with a voice that was dangerously slow and dark. 'This time you'll have me to contend with and I will make sure I torment your body to the limits of its endurance... whilst denying you the privilege of relief. If you thought your earlier episode tonight was unbearable, Miss Morreau, then I assure you, you have yet to tangle with me as I mete out a lesson.' His eyes sparkled dangerously. 'Now be quiet before I toss you over my knee, spank every last sound from your body and make you come at least another five times.' He raised his eyebrows and dared her to challenge him.

Marianna pursed her lips with an exaggerated flourish. She knew when she was beaten, and seeing as how she was in enough trouble already, thought the better of pushing her luck. The trouble with Matthews, she thought, was that you never knew exactly where you were. One moment he was wonderfully considerate and caring, and the next he turned into a rampaging beast. What was even worse was that she didn't know which persona she liked the best.

It quickly became clear that dessert in Atlantisse was no ordinary affair. There were no plates or cutlery in sight, and it appeared the course would be served directly upon the table. The deliciously bronzed slaves had an array of metal spoons in their hands and were dripping, dotting, swirling and swooping lines of molten chocolate into an intricate pattern on the clear glass in front of them. Lines of golden caramel followed and were swiftly decorated with a smattering of chopped macadamia nuts. Marianna looked on with fascination, at both the wonderful pair of naked buttocks bent over the table directly in front of her, and at the exquisite design beginning to take shape and form on the glass surface.

The slaves talked as they worked and described each item or ingredient they were using for their avid audience. Phrases such as, 'crème anglaise made with Tahitian vanilla pods with a light dusting of cinnamon and cardamom' left their lips and then a brief history followed, for those that weren't salivating so much they could still pay attention. Marianna, for instance, had no idea that vanilla pods were harvested from the vanilla orchid, which was the only orchid plant to produce an edible fruit. Due to its unique shape, the vanilla orchid could only be pollinated by the Melipone bee. Nowadays they were pollinated and picked by hand and then specially cured for consumption in a process that could take around fourteen weeks, and when you took into account that the beans or pods had a nine-month ripening period, you could appreciate what a painstaking process it was.

'You're lapping all this up then, Miss Morreau, or are you too busy staring at the pair of tempting cheeks in front of you?'

Marianna, who was most annoyed at having her dessert description interrupted, managed to keep a deceptively bland face and simply said, 'I'm taking notes, yes.'
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