
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dark Desires

        

        
        
          Ray Gordon Erotic Stories

        

        
        
          Ray Gordon

        

        
          Published by CHIMERA, 2013.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DARK DESIRES

    

    
      First edition. June 17, 2013.

      Copyright © 2013 Ray Gordon.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1780801445

    

    
    
      Written by Ray Gordon.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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SAMANTHA STOOD IN FRONT of her dressing-table mirror and gazed at the reflection of her body. Wearing a white blouse and short pleated skirt, she looked smart in her school uniform. But it was what lay beneath her clothes that fascinated her. Lifting her skirt and focusing on the material of her tight panties faithfully following the contours of her sex lips, she grinned. This was what men wanted, she mused, pulling her panties to one side and exposing the fleshy swell of her hairless vaginal lips. Gazing at her tightly closed vaginal crack, the pinken wings of her inner lips protruding invitingly from her valley of desire, she knew that men watched her in the street and thought their male thoughts of illicit sex.

'If I knew then what I know now,' she breathed, concealing her virginal sex crack with her panties and lowering her skirt. But she did know. With the mind of an experienced adult in the body of a naive girl, Samantha knew only too well. But this must have been a dream, she thought, looking around her bedroom. She was twenty-two years old now. Her schooldays were far behind, drifting in the memories of her mind. She couldn't really have travelled back in time, could she? No, this had to be a dream.

––––––––
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Samantha eyed her balding editor despairingly as he sat behind his desk, grinning at her. He knew that she didn't want the assignment. She'd said that an undercover operation to expose a man who purported to harbour ghosts in his mansion was ridiculous. What was the point? she wondered, twisting her long blonde hair around her slender fingers. Gerry Andrews was charging people to visit his so-called haunted mansion. He was a charlatan. What of it? The punters loved the prospect of coming face to face with a ghost as they roamed the mansion, and Gerry Andrews was raking in the cash. Where was the problem?

'Sam, Sam,' Dave sighed, leaning forward across his desk, his hands clenched. 'This could be a big one. It's a blatant rip-off, baby.'

'Don't call me baby,' Samantha snapped. 'I'm twenty-two years old, for Christ's sake.'

'OK, OK. Right, this is the highly devious plan. Andrews—'

'Gerry Andrews is an eccentric, Dave,' Samantha broke in. 'The punters know full well that there are no bloody ghosts in his ramshackle mansion. He's just trying to bring some money in to run the place. The electricity bill alone must be—'

'Listen to me, Sammy baby. Andrews is ripping off the public. Fifty-odd punters a day at twenty quid each? The crook's raking it in. That's a grand a day, for fuck's sake. The Daily Moon is a pillar of the community. We're here to give the public the truth. We're here to—'

'Sell newspapers?'

'Yes, of course. But... you are here to do a job, Sammy.'

'Can't you put John onto this one?' she sighed.

'John's a prat, you know that as well as I do.'

'John's all right. He...'

'He fancies you.'

'Of course he doesn't,' she laughed.

'He fancies you rotten, any fool can see that. Anyway, a beautiful young blonde such as you will be able to get in with Andrews. Show him a bit of thigh and—'

'I'll show you a bit of fist, in a minute.'

'Into fisting, are you?'

'Pardon?'

'Look, there's no such fucking thing as fucking ghosts, Sam. This bloke is a fucking charlatan and he's taking money under false pretences.'

'OK, OK - I'll do it,' Samantha finally conceded, raising her blue eyes to the ceiling.

'I knew you wouldn't let me down, babe. Right, get your arse to the mansion and take a look round. Hidden speakers, tape recorders, lighting... Look for anything...'

'I know what to look for, Dave.'

'Excellent. Give us a ring on your mobile when you've sussed the joint, OK?'

'OK,' she agreed, holding her hand out.

'What is it?'

'Money, Dave. I'll need some money.'

'Shit,' he cursed, opening his desk drawer. 'There's twenty.'

'Is that all?'

'That's what Andrews charges.'

'I don't even get a cup of tea?'

'Fucking hell, you'll be the ruin of me,' he sighed, thrusting a second twenty-pound note into her hand. 'I want a result on this one, Sam.'

'Yeah, yeah, I know.'

'Try to show a little enthusiasm, babe.'

'If you keep calling me babe, I'll show you—'

'A little bit of tit?' he chuckled.

'A little bit of blackmail.'

'Blackmail?'

'I might just have to have a chat with your wife.'

'Oh, that.'

'Yes, that. How you can carry on with your secretary is—'

'Cool?'

'Uncool, Dave. She's half your age, for fuck's sake.'

'Don't I just know it,' he sniggered. 'Actually, she's younger than my daughter.'

'You're despicable.'

'That's not what she says. Do you know, last night she got me on the bed and—'

'I'll call you later,' Samantha cut in, walking on her long legs to the office door. 'You'd better take one of your pills before you get too excited and keel over.'

––––––––

[image: ]


Reaching Andrews's mansion, Samantha parked her VW Golf and walked towards the stone steps that led up to the huge oak doors. At least the sun was shining, she mused, dreading the thought of traipsing around a dilapidated eighteenth-century building. Looking down at her red miniskirt, she wished she'd worn jeans. She should have gone home and changed before embarking on a ridiculous mission to search an old mansion and expose an eccentric as a charlatan. But this wouldn't take long, she decided. A quick look round, make a few mental notes, and then home to an evening meal and on to the pub to meet her boyfriend.

Climbing the steps she was greeted by a middle-aged man wearing a peaked cap, a checked shirt and brown corduroy trousers. Looking him up and down, she couldn't help but laugh at his brown brogues. This was Mr Andrews she knew as he grinned at her and licked his narrow lips. Gerry Andrews, locally infamous for his eccentricity, he could often be spotted riding an old boneshaker bicycle through the local village. He was harmless enough, Samantha thought, focusing on the long black hair sprouting from beneath his cap and cascading over his suntanned face. Completely mad, but harmless enough.

'Afternoon,' he greeted her, raising his cap in a most gentleman-like manner. 'The ghosts are rampant today.'

'I'm sure they are,' Samantha murmured, unable to show the slightest inkling of enthusiasm.

'Kept me up all night, they did,' he complained. 'Moaning and groaning, banging and humping around...' His words tailing off, he looked down at her naked thighs. 'I wouldn't mind keeping you up all night, banging and humping,' he sniggered.

'Where do I buy a ticket?' Samantha asked dismissively, not so sure now that Andrews was harmless.

'There are no tickets. Just bung me the cash and you're in.'

'There you are,' she said, passing him a twenty-pound note.

'And there's your change,' he returned, passing her a one-pound note.

'Change? But I thought that the entrance fee was twenty pounds.'

'Yes, that's right. That's your change.'

'One-pound notes went out years ago.'

'Don't you want your change? If not...'

'No, no, I'll keep it. Is there a guide or do I just wander around aimlessly until I'm confronted by the ghost of a headless woman?'

'Just wander around.' Looking over his shoulder as if making sure that they were alone, he leaned forward. 'The ghosts will find you, if they want to,' he whispered mysteriously.

'That is reassuring.'

'Beware of the Monk of all Perversions,' he murmured. 'He's a sod for getting his hands into girls' knickers. Especially horny little blondes in red mini-skirts. Right, you've only got an hour as the pub opens at six.'

'But it's only four o'clock.'

'I close at five. That gives me time to change and get ready for an evening of heavy drinking in the local. You're... you're not married, are you?'

'No, why?'

'You're a bit of all right. Nice figure, firm thighs, well-rounded titties—'

'Excuse me,' Samantha cut in angrily. 'I'd rather you didn't...'

'Sorry, it's just that I'm looking for a wife. You'd do quite nicely.'

'Are you asking me to marry you?'

'No, no, no... Yes. You see, most of my female customers are old and wrinkled. Tits like empty leather bags, if you get my meaning. It's not often I get a tasty young bit of... a lovely young lady visit my haunted mansion.'

'Sorry to disappoint you, but I'm a lesbian,' Samantha announced unashamedly, hopefully putting an end to the subject.

'A lesbian?' he echoed, flashing her a lecherous grin. 'That's even better.'

'You do know what a lesbian is?'

'Too right, I do. Er... I don't suppose you do shows? I could hire out my banqueting hall and we could—'

'Shows?' Samantha breathed incredulously. 'Certainly not. And to answer your next inevitable barrage of questions. Yes, I am wearing panties. They're red. And, yes, I masturbate, using a vibrator. Happy now?'

'Good grief, you must be psychic.'

'No, just worldly wise.'

Leaving the man examining the twenty-pound note, Samantha entered the building and looked around the huge entrance hall. Antique furniture covered in layers of dust, cobwebs hanging from the high ceiling... Gerry Andrews didn't need a wife. He needed an army of cleaning ladies. There again, she supposed that the cobwebs and dust were in keeping with the notion of an old haunted mansion. Years of dust and cobwebs were consistent with the presence of ghosts, she reflected. As were thunder and lightning and blood-curdling screams echoing in the dark of the night. But it was the afternoon and the sky was blue, so there'd be no thunderstorms. Unless they were pre-recorded on tape. Wondering where to start, she picked up a leaflet from a table.

'Female masturbation lessons every Friday at six,' she read, her blue eyes frowning. 'Candles supplied.' There was far more to Mr Gerry Andrews than fake ghosts, she mused, tossing the leaflet onto the table. But he was a likeable character, in a most peculiar way. Doubting that he'd ever find a wife, she felt cold and shivered as she again wondered where to start. The scent of musk filling her nostrils, she walked across the threadbare carpet and climbed the huge staircase. There were no other visitors, which she thought odd. But this was hardly the sort of place for a family outing. Candles supplied?

A distant, blood-curdling scream echoing around the building as she wandered into a large room, Samantha shook her head and sighed. The eerie sounds were obviously coming from hidden speakers, and she half expected to see someone covered with a white sheet leap out of the shadows and shout boo. 'This is crazy,' she murmured, sitting on a tatty chaise longue by the window. The eerie sounds growing louder, she gazed around the room. They were coming from a large wooden cabinet standing by the far wall. If there was a speaker in the room, the cabinet would be an excellent place to hide it. From her low position she could see a wire running along the skirting board and up to the base of the cabinet.

Sure that she'd found what she was looking for, she left her seat and tried the cabinet door. As she'd expected, it was locked. But it didn't take much effort to yank the door open, breaking the ageing lock. 'Well, well, well,' she whispered, discovering a small loudspeaker at the back of the cabinet. Closing the door, she followed the wire along the skirting board to a hole in the floor. Shit, she thought, wondering how to get to the room below as eerie sounds continued to emanate from the wooden cabinet. She also wondered why she was stuck in a dingy old mansion when the sun was shining and her stomach was calling for food.

Leaving the room and smiling at a young couple as she made her way along the landing, Samantha descended the stairs and slipped through an oak door. The wire ran down the wall and, again, through a hole in the floor. Pleased to think that there were at least two other visitors in the building, she crossed the empty room to a small door. Unless the visitors were ghosts? Trying the door's handle, she was determined to discover why it was locked. Things locked normally harboured secrets, she mused, pushing with her shoulder against the door. Grinning as another ancient lock broke and the door swung open, she found herself at the top of a narrow staircase. Finding a switch, she turned the light on and closed the door before creeping down the stairs to what appeared to be the basement.

The eerie sound of dripping water echoing around the basement wasn't fake she knew as she looked up in the low ceiling. Hoping that the water dripping from long strands of green slime didn't come from a toilet, she took her mobile phone from her belt and punched in Dave's number. 'Fuck it,' she murmured, realizing that there was no signal in the basement. Looking around and noticing a pile of magazines stacked on a shelf, she grabbed one and opened it. 'God,' she breathed, gazing at a photograph of a huge purple knob about to enter a gaping pussy hole. Gerry Andrews didn't want a wife; he wanted a whore-slut. Checking her watch as thoughts of diving into bed with her boyfriend filled her mind, she tossed the magazine onto the shelf.

Gazing at the piles of old furniture and cardboard boxes strewn around the basement, Samantha could see no sign of the wire and reckoned that she was wasting her time. Again wondering what point there was in exposing Andrews, she decided to call it a day and go home. It wasn't as if Gerry Andrews was a criminal, she mused. The crazy man was only trying to make a few pounds. Dave would have a go at her for letting him down, she knew. But there'd be nothing he could complain about if she told him that she'd not found anything suspicious. If he really was hell-bent on exposing Andrews, then he'd have to go to the mansion and check it out for himself.

A pinpoint of red light glowing in a dimly lit corner of the basement caught her eye and she noticed a computer and video equipment on a desk. This was proof enough she knew as she switched the monitor on and found herself looking at the entrance hall. The computer appeared to be controlling a tape recorder, probably sending eerie sounds to various rooms as visitors entered. Gerry Andrews was a charlatan, all right. But what of it? Should she expose him? She pondered, watching the young couple walking through the hall and leaving the building. His ghost scam was harmless enough, after all.

Walking up the narrow steps to the basement door, Samantha was horrified to find that, despite the broken lock, it was somehow firmly secured once more. Turning and yanking the handle she began to panic as she thought that she might be trapped. Yanking again on the handle, she hammered on the door in the hope that someone would hear her. There again, hammering sounds emanating from the basement would be deemed to be the antics of ghosts. No one was going to investigate, she was sure. Checking her watch, she reckoned that Gerry Andrews would be closing up before long and would come down to switch the computer off. She'd have a little explaining to do, she reflected, descending the steps and making herself comfortable in an old armchair. But if she said that she'd lost her way and had somehow ended up in the basement, the eccentric would believe her.

After an hour Samantha was becoming fearful. Her mobile phone didn't work in the basement and there'd been no sign of Andrews. Imagining being locked in the bowels of the mansion all night, she again thought about her boyfriend. She'd arranged to meet Zak in a local wine bar at seven and then go on to see a film. The time approaching seven, she reckoned that Zak would contact Dave and... and what? Dave wouldn't know where she was. He'd probably mention that she'd gone to the mansion, but he'd not assume that she was still there.

'Who's there?' she breathed, sure that she heard someone murmuring in the shadows. Leaving her chair and gazing into the shadowy corners of the room, she felt that she wasn't alone in the dingy basement. Reckoning that it was nothing more than the eccentric's electronic ghosts - and her imagination running wild - she flopped into the armchair and closed her eyes. Resigning herself to the fact that she would probably have to remain in the basement all night, she decided to stay calm. There was no need to panic, she thought, trying to reassure herself as a dull thud resounded throughout the ancient building. As Dave had said, there were no such fucking things as fucking ghosts.

––––––––
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'There you are,' Zak said, smiling as Samantha stood next to him at the bar.

'I... I must be dreaming,' she breathed, looking about her. 'I was locked in the basement and—'

'Basement?' Zak murmured. 'What are you talking about?'

'I was in a chair and... I must have fallen asleep.'

'Sam, I have no idea what you're talking about. Now that you're here, would you like a drink?'

'Er... vodka, please.'

––––––––
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Waking with a start, Samantha leaped out of the chair and looked around the basement. It was a dream, she was sure. But it had been so real. Zak, laughter drifting around the bar, the chink of glasses... She'd never had a dream where she'd known that she was dreaming. Finally retaking her seat, she thought that she must be tired. The anxiety of being trapped, fear gripping her, weariness and the heat of the day overwhelming her... Recalling the time she'd been locked in a cupboard at school, her thoughts turned to those heady days. Her best friend, Angela, had come to her rescue after one of the boys had thought it fun to lock her in the cupboard. In the dark of the cupboard Samantha had panicked, believing that everyone would go home and she'd be stuck there all night.

––––––––
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'Sam,' Angela called from the classroom doorway. 'Aren't you going to join us?'

'Er... yes, yes,' Samantha breathed, looking about the classroom. This was another strange dream, she was sure as she walked up to her friend. 'Where are we going?'

'To the party, of course,' the girl replied, frowning. 'Are you feeling all right?'

'Yes, I... I'll be with you in a minute.'

'We're going to be late as it is. By the time we've got home and changed...'

'I'll only be a minute, Angela.'

––––––––
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Half opening her eyes, Samantha stared at the computer standing on the desk. She was in the basement, there was no doubt about that. But her dreams had been so real, she thought, closing her eyes again. Wondering whether she could choose what she wanted to dream about, she recalled her bedroom at her parents' house. The bay window opened out onto the beautiful garden where the lawn seemed to stretch for miles down to the huge rockery and pond. She'd always loved the garden, and her bedroom, and had been sad to have to leave home to get a job on the outskirts of London.

––––––––
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'This is it,' Samantha breathed, finding herself lying on her bed in her room. Lifting her head off the pillow, she looked down at her naked body. Her fingers toying between the firm hillocks of her warm love-lips, she immediately knew what she was doing. Very often, when her parents were out, she'd strip off and lie on her bed with her slender thighs parted. Having discovered the delights of her clitoris she'd masturbated regularly, sometimes twice a day. And now, in her strange dream, she was young and carefree and masturbating again.

Her fingertip rubbing the solid nub of her erect clitoris, she breathed deeply as her womb contracted and her juices of passion flowed from the virginal hole of her pussy. Massaging her pleasure spot faster, the smooth plateau of her stomach rising and falling, the petite mounds of her breasts heaving, she finally reached the apex of her self-loving. Her naked body shuddering uncontrollably, she gasped and whimpered as her orgasm rocked her very soul. The brown teats of her sensitive nipples painfully hard, she squeezed and pinched and tossed her head back as her orgasm peaked.

Reaching beneath her thigh and slipping a finger into the tight sheath of her sex-wet vagina, Samantha massaged the creamy walls of her pussy, adding to her incredible pleasure. She remembered this well, the illicit massaging, the heavenly sensations, the immense relief her orgasms had brought her. Her discovery of masturbation had taken her a step further along the path to womanhood. Her clitoris had taken over, demanding appeasement at every opportunity. She'd watched her breasts develop, and she'd massaged her nipples whenever she lay in her bed, delighting in the new and wondrous sensations of sex. And now, in her peculiar dream, she was there once again.

Her orgasm finally receding, she lay quivering on her bed, recalling again her younger days and her sessions of self-loving as she ran her hands over the mounds and curves of her naked body. She'd toyed with a candle one evening as she'd lain in her bed. Slipping the waxen shaft deep into the sheath of her virgin pussy, she'd gasped and squirmed as the sensations had permeated her womb. Her candle had become her friend, her lover. Wondering where the wax dildo was, she looked around her.

'This is my bedroom,' she breathed, slipping her cunny-wet finger out of her hot vagina. Looking around the room at her school uniform hanging over the back of the pink armchair, her books piled on the windowsill, she propped herself up on her elbows and caught her reflection in the dressing-table mirror. She was sixteen, her hair in those silly plaits. Was this a dream? She mused on the possibility, running her hands over her breasts, her inquisitive fingers examining the sensitive teats of her nipples. She could feel her body, hear the birds singing in the garden... This couldn't be a dream. This was real.

At sixteen she hadn't known that she'd eventually live in a London flat with the boy across the road. Zak was a silly teenager in those days, shouting out daft comments about sex as he passed Samantha in the street.

Her fingertip again massaging the solid nub of her clitoris, Samantha breathed deeply. As she'd got to know Zak she'd allowed him to touch her, to massage her ripening clitoris and—

'We're home, Samantha,' her mother called. Leaping off the bed, Samantha smiled. Her mother's voice was comforting, and she wanted to go downstairs and meet the woman...

––––––––
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But her thoughts turned to the mansion, the basement. Suddenly finding herself sitting in the armchair and gazing across the dimly lit basement, she looked down at her red miniskirt. Confused as she tried again to convince herself that she'd been dreaming, she jumped as a creaking sound echoed through the room. It was just gone eight o'clock, and the prospect of spending the night in the basement wasn't at all appealing. Whether or not the sinister sounds were electronically produced, she wasn't going to stay in the dungeon all night.

'Fucking hell,' she breathed, futilely trying her mobile phone again. Dave must have wondered where she'd got to, she mused. He'd probably tried to call her mobile and thought that she'd switched it off. Wishing she'd not ventured down to the basement, she wondered where Gerry Andrews was. He lived in the mansion, she knew that much. But it was such a huge place that he wouldn't hear her if she shouted. This was Dave's fault, she thought angrily. The idea of exposing Andrews as a charlatan was a waste of time. Everyone locally knew that the place wasn't haunted. Why tell them what they already knew? Picturing Dave sitting behind his desk, she wished she'd told him that she wasn't going to...

––––––––
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'Dave,' she breathed, wondering what the hell was going on as she found herself standing in front of his desk.

'Ah, Sammy baby,' he said, looking up and grinning at her. 'How did you get on?'

'The mansion...'

'What mansion?'

'Gerry Andrews. I went to his mansion and...'

'That eccentric nutter? What the hell did you go there for?'

'You sent me there this afternoon.'

'What are you talking about? You've been to the meeting at the town hall, right?'

'Meeting?'

'The bypass discussion. You were supposed to be—'

'That was years ago, Dave.'

'Years ago? Sam, the meeting was this afternoon. You were supposed to be covering it, if you remember.'

'I... I don't know what's happening. The meeting was in nineteen ninety-eight.'

'It is nineteen ninety-eight, for fuck's sake. Look, I know you've only been here for a few months, but...'

'I've been here for four years, Dave. This is two thousand and two.'

'Two thousand and... Have you been drinking?'

'No, of course not.'

'I think you'd better go home and have a rest.'

'Yes, yes I'll do that,' she breathed, eyeing the calendar on the filing cabinet. July, nineteen ninety-eight.

'I take it you didn't go to the meeting?'

'I... No, I suppose I didn't.'

'You suppose? What is it, Sam? What's wrong with you?'

'The mansion... I'm locked in the basement.'

'What? Fucking hell, I haven't got time to play games. Go home, for Christ's sake. Perhaps you'll make more sense in the morning.'

'Dave, I need help.'

'You're telling me you do. Perhaps it's the heat. Go home and we'll talk about this tomorrow.'

––––––––
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Back in the basement, Samantha gazed at her trembling hands. These weren't dreams, she knew. But it wasn't possible to go back in time and... No, of course it wasn't. Time travel was the stuff of movies. Shaking her head, she recalled starting at the newspaper back in ninety-eight. She had been to a meeting at the town hall about the controversial bypass plans. 'That was four years ago,' she breathed shakily, wondering whether it was the basement that was a dream. 'Perhaps I'm dead,' she murmured, trying the door again. Looking round for something to smash the door with, she noticed a hefty wooden pole leaning against a cardboard box.

'Fuck it,' she cursed, realizing that the oak door wasn't going to splinter even as she repeatedly hit it with the wooden pole. This was a crazy situation, she mused. Andrews must have been upstairs somewhere. Surely he'd come down to check the computer equipment at some stage. But perhaps not until the following day, she thought fearfully. Deciding to try to dream about the man, she wondered whether it would be possible to tell him that she was trapped in the basement. Sitting in the chair, she closed her eyes and concentrated. But her thoughts turned to Zak.

––––––––
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Finding herself in the bar, standing several feet behind Zak, Samantha stared in disbelief at him. His arm around Angela's waist, he whispered in the giggling girl's ear, kissing her neck and moving his hand down over the pert cheeks of her bottom. Samantha couldn't believe that her best friend would behave like this, let alone her boyfriend. Moving closer, she stood behind the couple. They'd both had too much to drink, that was obvious. But that was no excuse for their underhand behaviour.

'With any luck, she won't be back for ages,' Zak said.

'Where did she go?' Angela asked.

'God knows. She was here one minute, and then... Let's not talk about her. Did you enjoy the other night?'

'You know I did,' Angela giggled.

'You like it up your bum, don't you?'

'Yes, but keep your voice down. I don't want the world to know about us.'

'If Sam doesn't come back, how about—'

'Why don't you dump her, Zak? You know how good we are together. We could fuck every night if you dumped Sam.'

'We do fuck every night,' he laughed. 'Almost every night, anyway. She doesn't seem to mind me going out. As long as she thinks I'm meeting the lads, there's no problem.'

'Yes, but...'

'Her dad's got money, Ange.'

'Are you really going to marry her?'

'Yes, but that won't affect us. Once I've married the daft bitch and got my hands on her old man's cash, we'll take off to some Greek island or other and fuck all day and all night.'

Slipping into a shadowy corner of the bar, Samantha knew that this had to be a dream as she watched Zak kissing Angela's full mouth. Returning to her classroom, her bedroom, the office, the wine bar... These were all dreams. There was no way that Zak and Angela were fucking behind her back - was there? Her shoulders slumping, Samantha let out a sigh. She wanted to confront Zak, but if this was a dream... There was one way to discover whether these were strange dreams or... or something sinister.

––––––––
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Thinking of the basement, Samantha again found herself sitting in the armchair. Perhaps the whole thing was a dream, she thought, looking around the dimly lit dungeon. Perhaps, after visiting the mansion, she'd gone home and was now in bed dreaming. She'd been tired, and might have fallen asleep on the sofa. Dreams, or reality? She had to discover what was going on. Concentrating her thoughts on an event that had taken place during her schooldays, she wondered whether she could change the future by changing history. If she was travelling back in time, then surely by changing events...

––––––––
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'You're a very pretty girl, Samantha,' the vicar said, his deep voice echoing around the church as he grinned at her. 'I asked you to stay behind because I wanted to talk to you. You enjoy coming to church on Sundays, don't you?'

'Yes,' Samantha replied, sitting on a pew.

'You've grown up, Samantha. Grown to be a fine young lady. As you know, I take photographs for the church magazine. I'm looking for a model, Samantha. Not for the magazine, but for my own private collection of photographs.'

'A model?' she echoed, cocking her head to one side.

'How would you like to be my model?'

'Yes, all right,' she replied eagerly in her naivety.

'Let's have a look at your legs. Lift your dress up and show me your legs.'

Slipping off the pew, Samantha pulled her skirt up over her stomach, revealing not only her legs but the tight material of her panties hugging the swell of her sex lips. This was no dream she knew as the vicar knelt in front of her and ran his fingers up and down the firm flesh of her inner thighs. She'd gone back in time and had returned to the church where she'd stayed on after the others had gone home that fateful Sunday afternoon. At the time, she'd not known what it was that the cleric had really wanted. Taking photographs had seemed innocent enough. But now she knew the truth. If only I knew then what I know now, she thought, watching the vicar's glazed eyes as he focused on her tight panties. But it was then, and she did know.

'You'd like me to take some photographs, wouldn't you?' the vicar asked, his fingertip dangerously close to the triangular patch of her white panties.

'Of my legs?' she queried, feigning puzzlement.

'Yes, and your... My camera is in the office, Samantha. Would you like me to take a couple of photographs now?'

'All right,' she replied, following the man.

This was exactly how it had happened, she recalled, watching the priest close the office door behind her. He'd coaxed her gently, telling her that she was going to be a famous model and he was going to help her. He'd taken several shots of her legs, asked her to sit on his desk and part her thighs so that he could take real modelling photographs. But things were different now, she mused, watching him fiddling with his camera. By changing what had happened, could she change history? She pondered the question.

'Why don't you sit on the desk?' the vicar asked, just as he'd asked all those years ago. 'That's it,' he said, kneeling on the floor. 'Now lift your skirt up and I'll take a couple of photos of your legs.' Holding her skirt up, Samantha listened to the click of the camera as she had on that fateful afternoon. The vicar moved in, ordering her to part her thighs and focusing on her tight panties as she obediently complied. Samantha remembered clearly what had happened next, but she was going to try to change that. Could she change the course of events?

'Why don't you lie on the desk with your dress pulled up?' the vicar asked, rising to his feet. 'That way, I'll be able to take some good photographs of your legs.'

'All right,' Samantha murmured, slipping off the desk. Discreetly pulling her panties to one side, she climbed onto the desk and lay with her dress pulled high over her stomach. 'Like this?' she asked, wondering at his reaction.

'Er... yes, yes,' he replied shakily, eyeing the smooth lips of her vulva. 'That's absolutely... That's perfect, Samantha.'

Samantha was enjoying playing her wicked games as the vicar repeatedly clicked the camera shutter, but she was determined to discover whether she was dreaming or not, and whether she could change history. If she returned to the day Zak had asked her out and she'd declined his offer, would she have still shared a flat with him? This was nonsense, she mused. The concept of travelling back in time was ridiculous. She had to be dreaming. The basement, the school classroom, the vicar... She must have gone home to bed after leaving the mansion and...

'What I'd really like is to take some photographs of you without your dress,' the priest said, his hands visibly trembling as he licked his lips.

'What? You want me to take all my clothes off?' Samantha asked, surprised.

'That's what real models do. Would you like to be a real model?'

'That would please my dad,' Samantha said, clambering off the desk and unbuttoning her dress. 'He'll be pleased when I tell him that—'

'Yes, but... Samantha, it's... it's best not to mention this to anyone,' the vicar stammered. 'You see...'

'There we are,' she trilled, allowing her dress to slip down her body to her ankles.

'You, er... you don't wear a bra?' he asked, gazing longingly at her fresh breasts.

She shook her head, blushing prettily.

'Right, well... I'll just go and lock the main doors, Samantha,' he said, again licking his lips as he left the office. 'I won't be a minute.'

This was what had happened before, she recalled. He'd gone to lock the doors just as someone had walked into the church. He'd got talking to them and said goodbye to Samantha as she'd walked past him and left the church. He'd not got a glimpse of the smooth lips of her vagina on that occasion but, apart from that, this was exactly what had happened. Hearing voices, she pulled her dress up and buttoned the garment before leaving the office. It was happening as before. Talking to an elderly lady, the vicar smiled at Samantha and said goodbye as she left the building. He'd cornered her again the following Sunday, she recalled. Many times he'd lured her into his office after church and the day had inevitably come when he'd—
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'This is crazy,' Samantha breathed, finding herself sitting in the armchair, her wide eyes looking around the basement. Experimenting with her dreams or whatever they were was getting her nowhere, she knew. Feeling hungry, she knew that she was going to have to do something to escape the basement before long. 'That's it,' she murmured, having an idea. Closing her eyes and thinking back to when she'd arrived at the mansion, she imagined herself walking up the stone steps to be greeted by Gerry Andrews. Miraculously finding herself standing on the steps, she gazed at Andrews as he raised his cap and greeted her.

'The ghosts are rampant today,' he said. 'Kept me up all night, they did. Moaning and groaning, banging and humping around—'

'You must listen to me,' Samantha interrupted him. 'I was here earlier and...'

'I'll do you a discount if it's a repeat visit,' he offered, eyeing her naked thighs.

'No, no - you don't understand. In your basement, there's a computer and video equipment.'

'Who told you that?'

'I've peen down there. I mean, I am down there. The door's locked and I can't get out. Please, go to the basement and...'

'You're down there?' he chuckled. 'Are there two of you? You're not a clone, are you?'

'Listen, this is serious. Go down to the basement and unlock the door.'

'That door is to be kept locked at all times.'

'I'm... There's someone locked in the basement. You must let them out.'

'All right, as you wish,' he sighed. 'You stay here and man my post.'

'What post?'

'The punters - you stay here and take their money.'

'Oh, yes. Please, go and unlock the door. And leave it unlocked.'

Sitting on the low wall as the man wandered into the building, Samantha tried not to think about Zak canoodling in the bar with Angela or about anything else that might whisk her away to another time and place. There'd be an opportunity to confront Zak and her so-called best friend once she'd escaped from the basement. And time enough to try to work out exactly what had been going on. Dreams? She thought about the matter for the umpteenth time. This was no dream she knew as she turned and saw Andrews approaching.

'I've unlocked the door,' he said, smiling at her. 'But there's no one down there.'

'Did you leave the door open?'

'Yes, I did. The basement is out of bounds to visitors, young lady. I don't understand why you—'

'Thanks,' she broke in, moving towards the door. 'I'll explain everything later.'

'Hey, you can't go in without paying.'

'I'm not going in yet. I... I have to get something from my car.'

Trotting down the steps and walking to her car, Samantha thought again about the basement and once more miraculously found herself sitting in the armchair. There were so many unanswered questions, she mused. What would happen if she went on one of her trips and never returned to the basement? Had her body remained in the armchair when she'd visited her parents' house?

Deciding to make her escape before it was too late, she bounded up the steps and tried the door. 'Shit,' she breathed, finding it locked. Andrews had opened it before she'd originally ventured into the basement. Realizing that she had to get him to open the door at a later time, after she'd gone down to the basement, she returned to the armchair and sat down.

Closing her eyes she did her best to concentrate on Gerry Andrews. Not knowing where he was, what he was doing, she couldn't picture his surroundings. Come on, come on, she urged mentally, trying to imagine him in the local pub. What did the pub look like? What was Andrews wearing? She couldn't go to him in her dream unless she knew where he was. For some reason, her thoughts turned to the vicar. She'd tried to blot out the memory of the evil man and his church as she'd grown. Keeping away from him, she'd told no one of her Sunday afternoons in his office.

She recalled one particular afternoon when she'd been to church as usual. The others had left, the vicar had hovered... And Samantha had hovered. She'd not known why she'd stayed behind. Perhaps she was intrigued by the man of God, his peculiar interest in her. Was it his attention she'd craved all those ago? Her parents were usually too busy to spend time with her, take an interest in what she was doing. The vicar had always given her his undivided attention, taken a great interest in her. And now she knew why...
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[image: ]


Samantha remembered the incident well. She'd followed the vicar to his office to look at the photographs he'd taken of her. Gazing at pictures of her legs, her thighs, her exposed panties, she'd asked him why her face wasn't in any of the shots. He'd stammered some reply or other, mumbled his excuses, and then suggested that she pose naked for him. Growing up in the country village with fairly strict parents and no brothers or sisters, Samantha was gullible, far more naive than most girls of her age. And the vicar was a man of God, a man to be trusted. Wasn't he?

'Slip your clothes off and I'll get the camera ready,' he said as Samantha found herself going back in time and standing in his office.

'All my clothes?' she asked. Now she knew then what she knew now. 'Even my panties?'

'Well, er... yes, yes - of course. You do want to be a model, don't you?'

'Yes, I do,' she replied, unbuttoning her dress and allowing the garment to tumble down her slender body to her feet.

'Very good,' he praised her, his dark-eyed gaze glued to her breasts. 'And now your... your panties.'

'No one's ever seen me naked,' she breathed, slipping her thumbs between the tight elastic of her panties and her slender hips.

'Samantha, I think it would be best if you didn't tell anyone about our modelling work,' he said, obviously desperate to gaze at the fleshy swell of her love lips.

'You don't think I should tell my parents that I'm going to be a model?'

'No, no. For goodness sake... Er... take your panties off and we'll get started.'

Deliberately hesitating, Samantha teased him. She was old enough back then, she mused, tugging her panties down an inch or so. Old enough, but still too naive. Things were different now, she reflected. She was an adult in a girl's body. An adult who understood men, what they wanted. His pathetic lies about modelling had worked back then, but now? Now he just came across as pathetic. Was this the time for her long-awaited retribution? Finally tugging her panties down, she stepped out of her clothes and stood naked in front of the trembling man.

'Yes,' he breathed, kneeling on the floor and gazing longingly at the sparse blonde fleece of her vulva. 'You'll make a fine model.'

'You like my pussy?' she asked, concealing a grin.

'Is that what you call it?'

'I don't like the word cunt. That's what my friends call it.'

'I see,' he murmured, adjusting his solid cock through his cassock. 'Do you and your friends talk about your pussies?'

'Yes, all the time.'

'Do you touch yourself there?'

'Well, I... I'd better not say anything.'

'You can tell me, Samantha.'

'Well... yes, I do touch myself. I rub myself there in bed at night. It feels nice.'

'Has anyone else ever rubbed you there?'

'No, no, they haven't.'

She remembered this Sunday afternoon well. The forbidden event indelibly etched in her memory, she knew that she'd never forget the vicar's intimate attention. But she was about to change history. The vicar wasn't going to touch her, massage her budding clitoris to orgasm, as he'd done all those years previously. Grabbing her clothes, she told him that she'd just remembered that her father was due to meet her at the church. The cleric panicked, holding his hand to his lined forehead and urging her to dress quickly.

'Why didn't you say so earlier?' he asked. 'If your father—'

'I've only just remembered,' she broke in. 'You can still look at my cunt, if you want to.'

'Yes, I... no, Samantha. Dress and get out of here.'

'You can look at my cunt next Sunday,' she said, smiling at him.

Leaving the man with his rampant erection, Samantha skipped up the aisle to the main doors. He was watching her, she knew, as she left the cold building and emerged into the bright sunshine. He'd not had his wicked way with her that time. Maybe the next time she dreamed of visiting him she'd allow him to rub her clitoris, perhaps let him run his wet tongue up and down the virginal valley of her pussy. Thinking about wanking his cock, she opened her eyes and gazed around the basement. The dreams, or whatever they were, were fun. But Samantha had to grasp the stark reality of her imprisonment and escape the basement. Feeling increasingly hungry, she wondered whether she'd ever see the light of day again. Was this death? she mused. Had she slipped and fallen down the basement steps? Perhaps this was heaven. Or hell.
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Chapter 2


[image: ]




WAKING WITH A START, Samantha looked at her watch. Eight-thirty. The morning had come, she thought, hauling her aching body out of the armchair. Gerry Andrews would be around soon she was sure as she climbed the steps and tried the basement door. He'd come down and check the computer and video equipment before opening for business - he had to. Her stomach rumbling, her head spinning, she knew that she should eat something before long.

'This is turning into a nightmare,' she breathed, checking the monitor and gazing at the entrance hall. There was no sign of Andrews, and she began to imagine that he'd gone away for a week or more. She'd die in the basement, she thought fearfully, flopping back onto the armchair. Unless she was already dead. Shaking her head, she realized that she had to be sensible. She was only in the basement, she reflected. There were daily visitors to the mansion, and Gerry Andrews would have to check the equipment at some stage. It was just a matter of time she knew as her stomach rumbled and she thought about the small café in the shopping precinct that did all-day breakfasts...

––––––––
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'Yes, miss?' a waitress asked, walking up to Samantha's table.

'Oh, er... a full English, please,' Samantha replied, the smell of food making her mouth water as she looked around the café.

'Tea or coffee?'

'Coffee, please.'

Looking around the café again, Samantha wondered whether her body was still in the basement, sleeping in the armchair. She couldn't be in two places at once, she mused, pressing her fingertips into the smooth flesh of her naked thigh to make sure she was real. Had she somehow transported her body to the café? she pondered. This was all too confusing she decided as the waitress placed a cup of coffee on the table. No matter how much she thought about it, she knew that she'd never discover exactly how she was flitting from one place to another - from one time to another.

Sipping her coffee, she looked at an old man sitting in the far corner. She scrutinized him, deflecting her thoughts from the vicar for fear of finding herself in his office once again. After she'd eaten, she could go where she liked, she mused. She had to eat before doing anything. She was pleased when her breakfast arrived. Eating would take her mind off everything else, she knew, as she thanked the waitress. Wondering whether she'd still feel hungry once she was back in the basement, she thought again about being in two places at the same time. If she really was travelling through time, then it would be possible to be in two places at once, she decided.

After her breakfast, Samantha left the café and slipped into an alleyway between the shops. When returning to the basement, she didn't want anyone to see her vanish into thin air. She thought about it. Anyone looking at her would... She had no idea what they'd think when she suddenly disappeared. Concentrating on the basement, she found herself sitting in the chair. Her hunger gone, she hoped that Andrews would check the computer and video equipment before long. He must have noticed that her car was still outside, she mused. After a day or two, he'd call the police.

All Samantha could do was wait. But she'd spend some time experimenting, she decided. Rather than sit around doing nothing while she waited for Andrews, she thought that she might as well try a few dreams, visit places in the past and... A fresh thought struck her. Could she travel forward in time? Before attempting to move into the future, she thought it best to practise travelling back in time, to discover more about her new-found gift.

Closing her eyes, she thought about the vicar and his office. He was an evil man, she reflected. It was too late now to tell people about his wickedness and expose him as a sad pervert. He'd deny everything, claiming to be a man of God and... Unless she could change history, she mused again. If she arranged for someone to visit the church and discover the younger Samantha naked in the vicar's office... It was worth trying, she decided.
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'Oh, hello, Samantha,' the vicar said, smiling as he walked up the aisle towards her. 'I haven't seen you in a long time.'

'No, I...' Samantha began, realizing that she was still in her twenties. Something had gone wrong with her timing. 'I was just passing and thought I'd pop in.'

'I'm pleased you did.'

'I wanted to ask you about when I used to come to church here,' she said, deciding to worry him.

'Church... here?'

'After church, to be precise. The times you took me into your office.'

'Oh, er,' he stammered, rubbing his chin. 'I don't remember...'

'I remember everything. Do you still have the photographs?'

'Samantha, that was a long time ago. I'm not into photography any more.'

'No, but you're still into girls.'

'No, I...'

'I know everything, vicar.'

'You... you work for the local paper, don't you?'

'Indeed, I do.'

'That all finished years ago, Samantha. There was no harm done, was there? All I did was take a few photographs.'

'No harm done?'

'Nothing happened, did it?'

'You tell me.'

'All I did was—'

'I know what you did, vicar. Do you remember when I lay on your desk with my knickers pulled to one side?'

'No, no, I don't.'

'Where are the photographs?'

'Gone - thrown away years ago. Don't forget that I know something about you, Samantha.'

'Me?' she breathed, frowning at the man. 'What do you mean?'

'I'm not going to say anything but... I would suggest that you forget about my taking photographs of you. The words altar and sixteen years old might jog your memory.'

Sitting on a pew as the priest went into his office to answer the phone, Samantha knew what he was talking about but pushed all thoughts of the event to the back of her mind. That was a long time ago and... The vicar knew nothing about it - he couldn't have known. She was innocent, she mused, and decided to test her theory about changing history. If she went back in time and changed one particular event, she could then move to the present and ask the vicar about it. The event would have to be memorable, she thought, a plan coming to mind. An event so shocking, so wicked, that the vicar would remember it for the rest of his days...

––––––––
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'Ah, there you are,' he said as Samantha slipped back in time and wandered into his office in her Sunday dress. 'I've got the camera ready.'
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