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Chapter One
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MELINDA WAS A VERY beautiful woman. Her husband knew it, her friends knew it, and what is more, she knew it. It would have been difficult not to, after all. She could not ignore the evidence of her own eyes. Now, for instance, as she finished drying her body after her bath and walked through into the bedroom, she caught sight of herself in the cheval mirror that stood in one corner of the room. She stopped and gazed at her reflection. Her flaxen blonde hair was cut short and combed back off her forehead, its natural waviness tucked behind her ears and bunched in curls at the nape of her neck. Her face was soft and feminine, her cheekbones round, her nose small and slightly retroussé, her mouth full with thick pouting lips. Under her neatly plucked blonde eyebrows, her eyes were large and green; they sparkled with life.

Her body was slender. She was not particularly tall, but her legs appeared long and elegant, with strong thighs and shapely calves. Her hips were generous, rich curves of flesh, her buttocks plump and round, divided by a dark chasm that cut deeply between them until it met the slit of her sex. Her labia were fat and rubbery and prominent, exposed by the fact that Melinda's pubic hair was no more than a thin downy blonde fleece; soft and silky and almost totally transparent. Above the triangle of this fleece her belly was flat and her waist distinctly slender. Her breasts were not large, but were round and full and needed no support. They rose proudly from her chest, two perfect orbs topped by pink and almost disproportionately large nipples.

Melinda liked looking at her body. It made her feel excited. Over the years it had often provoked her to masturbate. She masturbated frequently; she was good at it. If she dipped her finger now - down between those wrinkled, creased, exposed labia - she knew she would find herself wet with the first stirrings of her sexual pulse.

But tonight, she told herself firmly, there was no time. Melinda had her clothes laid out on the bed. A full-length black strapless evening dress in a material woven with a silvery thread that glittered under the light. A black basque in satin and lace to hold her breasts and display a firm cleavage above the dress, and sheer dark stockings, their nylon also spun with an element that made them shine. Not that anyone would see much of them. Except for a glimpse at her ankle, the long skirt of the dress concealed her legs. But she would know. It was to be her little surprise for her husband.

Melinda hooked the basque into place, its tight elasticated panels moulding her soft flesh, constricting her body. She loved the feeling of being held so tightly. She sat on the bed and took the stockings out of their cellophane packet. Pointing her toe, she pulled the fine nylon over her foot and up over her calves and thighs, transforming her creamy naked skin from white innocence into dark veiled mystery. When both stockings were in place, she stood up to pull them taut and clip them into the long, black satin suspenders of the basque. The front suspenders needed adjustment to hold the stockings more tightly. She moved the little metal hoop that doubled the elastic material until she was satisfied it would pull tightly enough, then clipped it back through the darker nylon on the welt of the stocking.

She looked at herself in the mirror again. The basque and the stockings bisected her body, leaving bands of white nakedness across her shoulders and thighs, contrasting with the blackness of the lingerie.

Her downy pubic hair was still exposed, framed by the bottom of the basque and the two suspenders at the front of her thighs. The blonde fleece looked innocent. It did not hide the top of the crease of her sex.

As she looked in the mirror she felt a throb of sensation, like a mild electric shock. Almost before she realised what she was doing - before she could tell herself there was no time - she spread her hand over her navel and slid it forward, so her forefinger eased between her labia and onto the little knot of her clitoris. It was swollen and wet. It responded immediately to the intrusion of her finger, sending out a wave of pleasure as she stroked it with practised ease.

She watched in the mirror, watched her finger moving; tiny almost imperceptible movements that made her whole body quiver. She watched as though it were someone else. Another person. It was easy to imagine. She rarely wore such exotic underwear. It felt so different. It made her feel so different. The way the basque squeezed her body excited her.

'I look like a whore,' she said aloud. 'A very expensive whore.'

The words thrilled her. She pushed at her clitoris and once again, before her mind had realised what she was doing, before it could talk her out of it, her other hand had found its way down over her arse and into the crease of her sex from the other side, plunging two fingers into the silky, welcoming flesh of her cunt. 'Like a whore...' she said again.

She fell to her knees, no longer able to think of anything but the needs of her body. Her hands worked at her sex, probing, kneading, stroking. She closed her eyes. In her mind she was always blindfolded, a white band of silk tightly bound over her eyes, so tight she would have felt the silk pressing against her eyeballs. In her mind she was always held down. Hands held her wrists, her ankles. Hands pinched and kneaded her breasts. Hands and mouths and tongues and teeth. Biting, pinching, licking, penetrating. In her mind she never struggled. Though she knew she was being violated, she never tried to escape. She let them take her, let them carry her over to the bed and, one by one, take her. One in her mouth, one in her cunt. They held her flat and open, wide open.

That was her dream, her fantasy, her masturbation rite.

Her orgasm cascaded through her body; she heard herself gasp with pleasure. The fantasy was so real that she was surprised, when she could open her eyes again, to discover she was alone.

Slowly she got up off the floor. She went into the bathroom to wash her hands. They were soaking wet. Then she sat down at her dressing table to hurriedly put on her make-up. She wanted to have the dress on before her husband got back. She didn't want to spoil his surprise.

––––––––
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'YOU KNOW HOW IMPORTANT this is,' he said as she adjusted his black bow tie.

They were both dressed, their overnight bag packed with a change of clothes for the morning.

'Mark, you've told me a million times.'

'If I get this contract, it'll change our lives. Literally. I mean Hammerton's company is the fifth biggest in the States—'

'And he's going to spend five million setting up in Europe. I know. You've told me.'

'You don't seem to realise—'

'I do. I do. I'll be on my best behaviour. What do you think I'm going to do; get drunk and take all my clothes off?'

His tension visibly lessened and he smiled. 'That might not be a bad idea.'

He pulled her into an embrace, but she turned her head aside when he went to kiss her.

'Can't get lipstick all over you. People might talk.'

'Car should be here soon.'

'What's he like anyway?'

'Charming. But hard. Eats executives for breakfast if there have been mistakes. But he's very generous. His parties are supposed to be fabulous. The best of everything. No expense spared.'

'Wonderful. I can't wait.' By all accounts their invitation to dine with Walter Hammerton was going to be quite an evening.

––––––––
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AT EXACTLY SEVEN O'CLOCK the Rolls-Royce glided into their driveway. It was, Melinda was assured by her husband, who took an interest in such things, a long-wheelbased Silver Wraithe. Its chauffeur made no attempt to ring their doorbell, assuming, correctly, that they would see the car. Instead, as soon as the front door opened, he got out and went to the rear passenger door, opening it and saluting smartly as Melinda slid into the luxurious leather interior. Her husband locked the house, handed their case to the chauffeur and joined her.

'I love the smell of leather,' Melinda said. The interior of the car, all leather seats and walnut veneer, was redolent with an aroma that suggested elegance and wealth.

The car journey took no more than ten minutes. Walter Hammerton's staff had rung Mark's secretary. The nearest suitable landing place for a helicopter had been researched, permission obtained, flight plans filed. Everything arranged.

The car glided effortlessly through the traffic, its engine noiseless, the ride soft and smooth. Mark poured himself a whisky from a crystal decanter that was neatly housed in a custom-made walnut bar.

As they approached the helicopter its rotor blades were already turning. The chauffeur parked as close as he dared to the concrete helicopter pad, and rushed round to open the rear passenger door. A quick dash and they were both aboard and strapped into the Belljet Executive. As soon as their overnight case was aboard, the doors were secured and the helicopter lifted into the dusk, just as the sun was setting to the west.

The aircraft headed north. Melinda soon adjusted to the noise and vibration, and concentrated on picking out landmarks as they flew over central London. Buckingham Palace, Park Lane and Hyde Park passed underneath them. The traffic below was horrendous, long snakes of stationary headlights heading down all the major routes. Unable to stop herself from grinning as they flew over the gridlocked cars, Melinda decided a helicopter was definitely the only way to travel. She could certainly get used to this, she thought.

It was no more than ten minutes later when, after a course change to the west, the helicopter descended onto a brightly illuminated circular concrete pad, set in the four-hundred acre estate that had become Walter Hammerton's European headquarters.

As soon as the helicopter had settled on its skids, a uniformed servant opened the doors and helped Melinda and Mark out. A Range Rover waited, its doors open.

There was not enough light to see much of the estate, but the driveway up to the house was lined with cedars. The house itself, a vast Tudor mansion, was fully illuminated by powerful floodlights. It was an impressive sight, the complicated Tudor brickwork in a herringbone pattern, off-set by an ancient and still vigorous Virginia creeper, its leaves half-coloured by the dusky red that would one day overtake the whole growth.

Walter Hammerton, like the good host, was standing by the front door in black tie and evening suit, his cummerbund a deep burgundy red.

'Welcome. Welcome,' he said in a soft, lilting American accent, shaking Mark's hand firmly.

'This is my wife Melinda,' Mark said by way of introduction.

'Delighted,' Walter said.

Melinda presented her hand. Walter took it in both of his and pressed it to his lips. His eyes, having followed the progress of hand to mouth, then looked up, under the brow of his bowed head and into Melinda's green eyes. As they met hers she felt an almost physical shock.

'You are a beautiful woman, my dear. Your husband is a very lucky man.'

She looked into his eyes. They were hypnotic; the lightest blue she had ever seen. They looked straight back at her, unwavering and unblinking. The little tableau lasted too long, Melinda's hand held in his. The world had stopped.

The noise of the helicopter rising over the house broke the mood.

'One more set of guests to pick up,' Walter said, dropping Melinda's hand and looking at her husband.

He led them through into a large reception room. A Tudor fireplace was ablaze with massive logs, cut, no doubt, from trees on the estate. Ten or twelve people stood drinking cocktails, the women all wearing expensive designer gowns in silk, satin and lace.

Walter introduced Melinda and Mark to the nearest set of guests then drifted away. A waiter paraded through the room with a silver tray of champagne. While Mark talked to another couple, Melinda watched her host. He had made an indelible impression on her. He was a tall man and powerfully built. Though he was sixty and his hair completely white, he exuded a sense of power and energy. Every movement he made - his walk, a gesture of the hand to illustrate a point, lifting a glass of champagne - was made with an elegance and economy of movement. Melinda found it difficult to take her eyes off him. The look they had shared at the front door seemed to have bored into her. She could feel it.

The pre-dinner small talk continued. Melinda found herself next to a young and attractive brunette; her long hair pleated to hang down between her shoulder blades, her dress no more than a long tube of vivid-yellow silky material that clung to the ripe contours of her body.

'Have you been here before?' Melinda asked.

'Yes. Are you on the A-list or the X-list?' the brunette replied.

'Sorry, what does that mean?'

'You're on the A-list then.'

'I don't understand.'

'If you don't know there are two lists you're only on the A-list. I'm surprised. You're definitely Walter's type.'

'What's the X-list?'

'I'd bet it won't be long before you find out.'

'Very mysterious.'

'Walter has two sorts of parties. One sort like tonight. Respectable. Dull. Business. All that. That's the A-list.'

'And?' Melinda's curiosity was rampant.

'There's parties that are...' She searched for a word. 'Different.'

'Different?'

'You have to be on the X-list.'

'And how do you get on the X-list?'

'Walter asks you.'

'Are you on it?'

'Yes. I'm glad to say.'

'Sounds fascinating.'

'It is. Very.'

The noise of the helicopter rose to a crescendo then died away. A few minutes later the final three guests were greeted by Walter. Another round of champagne and canapés was distributed by the tail-coated waiters. Then a butler announced, like a character from a West End play, that dinner was served.

Walter led the way into the panelled dining room.

At one end of the room another log fireplace burnt in a huge brick inglenook. Along the centre of the room, a massive oak dining table was laid with white linen, Georgian silver, and white porcelain plates. Each plate setting was set for five courses, a crystal glass in different sizes for each course. On the side plate of each lady's place lay a corsage of orchids. A solid silver flower pin was part of the gift.

The table was lit by candles mounted in Georgian solid-silver candelabras. The room sparkled with flame from tallow, wick and wood.

The meal matched the surroundings. As did the wine. Mark had been right. No expense was spared. Caviar, lobsters and grouse were served with Montrachet and Chateau Petrus. As the meal progressed the volume of noise increased, the food and wine loosening inhibitions in the presence of the 'Master', as Walter Hammerton was known to his friends on Wall Street and recently to the august pages of the Financial Times.

Melinda chatted happily to the man she had been seated next to, a balding unprepossessing accountant. But her eyes were on Walter. She watched as he talked to the large-bosomed lady on his right. She watched as his eyes turned to look directly at her, like two powerful spotlights suddenly brought to bear, and felt the same sensation she had at the front door, as though the whole world had stopped. He looked long and hard. He did not smile. His expression was questioning. She did not know what the question was, but she knew her answer would be yes. She would never be able to refuse those eyes.

A legion of waiters cleared away the glasses and plates after each course. After the cheese, Melinda excused herself from the table to find the loo. Outside the dining room she asked one of the waiters the way. He pointed down a long hallway and told her to take the stairs at the end. She would find the ladies' cloakroom at the bottom of the stairs on the left.

As she walked along the corridor, she thought about what the brunette had told her and wondered what on earth she had been talking about. She thought about Walter too. If Mark's firm was engaged to do all the legal work for his corporation they would no doubt be invited to this palatial house again. Perhaps they would get onto the X-list, whatever that meant. Perhaps the X-list comprised people who were on the payroll, so to speak.

Melinda picked up the long skirt of the dress as she walked down the wide, richly carpeted staircase. A large lion, its claws holding some animal prey, had been carved into the newel post.

At the bottom of the staircase, Melinda looked in vain for a door. Instead there was only a long, narrow corridor. Puzzled, she set off down the dimly lit passage expecting there to be a door on the left at any moment. In fact, there was no door on the left in the oak panelling that lined the walls. She was about to turn back when she noticed there were three identical doors on the right side, just before the corridor came to an abrupt end.

They did not look like the doors to a cloakroom. She listened for any activity. There was only silence. She couldn't even hear the noise from the dinner party upstairs any longer. She was alone. She should go back and retrace her steps. She must have taken the wrong turn. There must have been another staircase she'd missed.

But she did not move. Something made her want to look into these rooms. Was it just curiosity? Or something else? Her hand grasped the handle of the first door. The door was locked, but even in the dim light of the corridor she could see the key was in the lock. Now she hesitated. Actually unlocking the door was a far more fundamental step than merely blundering into a room by mistake. It required a conscious effort.

Melinda turned the key as quietly as she could. It rotated with a sharp grinding of metal that echoed down the corridor. She opened the door. The room beyond was dark. There was no light switch. As far as she could tell the room was empty.

What had she expected? It was just an empty room in the basement of a huge house. She closed the door again, relocked it and started back down the corridor. As she did so, something stopped her and drew her back to the second door. It was an extraordinary feeling, like the invisible pull of a magnet. For some reason she suddenly saw Walter's eyes. She could hear his voice too. She could not hear what it was saying, but she realised she was excited and trembling with anticipation. Where did she get these feelings from, and why? She had no idea.

The second room was as empty as the first.

She did not hesitate to open the third door. It was locked. She turned the key and did not flinch at the noise it made as the barrel of the lock retracted and the door opened. A strange bluish light, seemingly transfused with a smoky mist, leaked out of the room as the door swung back. As it was lighter than the corridor her eyes took a moment to adjust.

She stepped through the door, closed it after her and leant against it. Another extraordinary feeling filled her mind, as though she had done this before. Deja vu. She felt she had opened this door before, seen this peculiar light. Had she dreamt it?

What she saw in front of her eyes was like a dream. The room was lit by a single spotlight set in the ceiling. Its strong beam of light was directed onto a small circular dais about two feet off the floor.

Standing on this dais was a naked woman; naked, that is, apart from a pair of white, patent leather high heels. The heels were so high her feet were almost on tip-toe. They needed to be. The woman's hands had been strapped into a pair of padded white leather cuffs, suspended from a chain of bright chrome links dangling from the ceiling above her head. Without the shoes the woman's feet would hardly have touched the base of the dais.

The woman's body had a strange hue, a bluish-white all over. As Melinda's eyes got used to the light she realised that this was only partially caused by the colour of the spotlight. In fact the woman's body had been covered in a thick white pancake of make-up. Even the triangle of her pubis, which had been completely shaved, was as uniformly white as the rest of her body. At first Melinda thought the woman's head had been shaved too, until she realised that her hair had been tucked up under a tight-fitting white rubber cap, like a swimming cap. The cap emphasised the woman's remarkably beautiful face, her high cheekbones and strong fleshy lips.

Tentatively, Melinda walked towards the woman. She should have fled, run back upstairs to the party and forgotten she'd been in this room, or seen what she had seen. Instead, in a daze, her heart beating so fast she could hear it, she walked forward. Her excitement was absolute, her body shivering.

The woman's eyes looked at Melinda. There was no way of telling whether she was blonde or brunette, but her eyes were a dark brown. They looked on with no expression, showing no interest, no concern, and surprisingly, considering her position, no pain.

'Beautiful, isn't it?'

The voice startled Melinda so much, she jumped back in alarm.

'I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you.' Walter stood in the shadows. The room must have had another entrance as he had not come in by the door behind her.

'Yes,' was all that Melinda could think of saying. She tried to get her breath back.

'Woman in White,' he said as though announcing the title of a sculpture. 'Tell me what it makes you feel.' He said 'it' instead of 'she' as though the woman was only an object.

It was Melinda who should be asking the questions, she thought, not Walter. Her mind was full of them. She looked into Walter's hypnotic eyes again. Even in the shadows she could see them clearly like they were their own light source.

'Please tell me...' he said.

'You want the truth?'

'It would interest me a great deal.'

'The truth is it makes me incredibly excited.' Melinda used 'it' too.

'Why?'

'I don't know.'

'Yes you do,' he said firmly.

Melinda knew precisely. She said nothing.

Walter extended his hand. He ran his forefinger down between the white woman's breasts, and then up round over her breast to her nipple. The nipple was caked with make-up, more so than elsewhere so as to transform its darker brown to the same white as the rest of her body.

'Tell me why.'

'May I touch?'

'All good sculpture should be touched. Didn't your Henry Moore say that?'

'Sculpture?'

'These are my sculpture rooms.'

Melinda cupped her hand to the woman's breast. Her breast was large, fat and heavy. Melinda had never felt the weight of a woman's breast before. She felt a surge of excitement course through her body. When she let go her hand was smeared with the white make-up. Her body was throbbing. It felt like it did during sex.

'Please tell me,' Walter persisted.

'What?'

'You're turned on, aren't you?'

'Yes.'

'Tell me why.'

She didn't need to think. She knew. 'Because I wish it were me. Tied like that.'

'You find that exciting?'

'Yes.' It was true.

'Good.'

'Why good? What is all this?'

'I wanted you to see it. I had the staff direct you down here.'

'I might not have opened the doors. I nearly didn't.'

'But you did. That was the choice. Your choice.'

'I don't understand.'

'You are a beautiful woman, Melinda. And I am a very rich man.'

'What has that got to do with it?'

'Rich men are used to getting what they want.'

'And what do you want?' She looked into those hypnotic eyes again and immediately found herself under their spell.

'Some rich men collect art, rare books, postage stamps. I collect women.' He paused. A thousand questions welled up in Melinda's mind but his eyes stilled them all. 'Tomorrow I'd like you to have breakfast with me. Just the two of us. Alone. I have a proposition I want to put to you.'

'A proposition?'

'I'll explain everything in the morning.'

He looked at the Woman in White. As soon as his eyes left her, she felt as though she had been released, suddenly cut loose from her bondage, freed to think for herself. She remembered what the brunette had said about the X-list. Was that all part of this?

'I think we'd better go back to the party,' he said.

'What do you want from me?' Melinda said bravely.

'Tomorrow...'

'Tell me now.'

'Look at her.' For the first time he said 'her' and not 'it'. 'That's what I want from you. Your submission.'

Melinda felt a flood of emotion overwhelm her. It was as though Walter had walked into her dreams, read the books of her secrets. She felt exposed. Open. Prised open.

'How did you know?' she mumbled, not at all sure she wanted to know.

'I knew from the first moment I saw you.'

Walter took her hand and led her out of the room, into the dimly lit corridor. He locked the door behind them.
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Chapter Two
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'UNZIP ME, DARLING, I have a surprise for you,' Melinda said. She had told her husband nothing about what had happened between her and Walter. She hadn't the slightest idea why not.

'I think he's going to do it, Mel. I really think he is. Last thing he said to me was that he's looking forward to working with me. His exact words. That must be good.'

'Great,' she said.

He pulled the zip down. He was searching for his pyjamas in their case. He stopped when the dress fell to the floor.

'Oh Mel,' he said.

'You like?'

'Magnificent.'

They were in the west wing of the house, a huge bedroom complete with its own log fire and an antique carved four-poster bed. Melinda saw her husband's eyes on her body. Hooking her thumbs into the thin sides of the lacy knickers she pulled them down her thighs until they reached her knees and fell, of their own accord, to the floor. She stepped out of them.

Her excitement surged. She knelt on the floor, her hands resting on her knees, her head bowed. It was the beginning. Mark would know what it meant. It was a ritual; their ritual. And tonight, with her mind full of the Woman in White, of Walter's eyes, she needed it, needed the comfort of knowing. She felt her body trembling with her need.

'Where are they?' her husband snapped, his voice cold and hard, as she wanted it to be.

'On the bed,' she replied almost in a whisper.

She had laid the six white silk bands out carefully on the foot of the bed.

'So they are.'

She could not see him, but she heard him pull off the rest of his clothes. She knew he would be erect.

He picked up one of the bands of silk and came round behind her. She raised her head and he slipped the silk over her eyes. Almost more than anything that followed, she loved this moment. Deprived of sight, plunged into darkness. It was her dream after all. He tied the silk tightly. She could feel his cock nudging between her shoulder blades.

'Open your mouth,' he said.

She obeyed. She heard him walk over to the bed and return with a second band of silk. He fed it into her mouth. She could feel the silk on her tongue. It became wet instantly. It was not a proper gag. It did not physically prevent her from speaking. It symbolically prevented her, however. That was enough.

Mark's cock must ache, it was so hard. It had become moist. Their ritual always made him hard. 'Stand up,' he ordered.

Melinda obeyed immediately.

'Walk forward.' In front of her was the log fire. She had no way of knowing how many steps away it was. She walked without hesitation, trusting him. 'Stop,' he said.

She could feel the heat of the fire on her naked thighs, and on her belly and breasts under the basque.

'Come on, Melinda, you know what to do.' Immediately, she parted her legs, planting her feet wide apart. Then, bending over, she grasped each ankle in her hands. In this position she knew her sex was completely exposed, her labia opened, the corona of her anus on view. She could feel the heat of the fire on her shoulders.

He took his time. He always took his time. That was the point. The stockings and the black basque made the position she was in more alluring, the tight black suspenders straining to hold the stockings, her plump arse so white by contrast. He would be able to see a wetness glistening between her legs.

Melinda wanted to beg. The wet silk in her mouth reminded her that she must not.

Mark found what she had tucked away in the side pocket of the case. She heard him take it out. Her back began to ache, but it was a pain she welcomed. It was a pain she revelled in. She grasped her ankles tighter, feeling the harshness of the nylon on the palms of her hands.

She heard his feet on the carpet. He stood right behind her. He poured the oil onto the neat round target of her anus. It was cold. In her position it was able to pool there before it overflowed the banks and ran down into her labia. She could not suppress a moan. He dipped the tip of the vibrator into the middle of the little puddle of oil.

'This is what you want, isn't it?'

She moaned a 'yes'.

Slowly he pushed the vibrator down into her arse, twisting the hard plastic shell in his hand, inching it down. It filled her as it always did. Violated her, a violation she wanted. It made her gasp for breath. When it was deep inside her he turned on the motor.

Vibrations coursed through her body. She felt her clitoris, only inches away from the source of vibration, quivering. Her cunt quivered too. She could hardly bear the pleasure. Her breasts had fallen out of the bra of the basque. They seemed to be shaking too. She knew she could not stop herself from coming. As she felt her orgasm powering into every nerve in her body, her mind saw the Woman in White, saw her eyes, saw her submission.

Melinda screamed as her climax locked her muscles and she fought not to collapse onto the floor.

Mark turned the vibrator off. He did not take it out. It stuck vertically up like the stump of a tree. He was wanking himself, using the fluid his cock had produced. She knew better than to move until he ordered her to do so. Little aftershocks of orgasm trembled through her.

'A four-poster. Very convenient. I think it's time for you to please me, don't you?' He removed the hard plastic phallus.

She straightened up. The pain in her back was so close to the feelings in her sex that they seemed to be joined. She felt her nerves kick out another shock of pleasure so strong that it took her by surprise.

He took her hand and guided her to the bed. She lay down on her back. Immediately she felt the white silk being tied round her wrist. It felt cool. She was hot. The heat of the fire and the heat of her body had made her hot. Her arm was dragged by the silk up over her head, then out to one side. In the darkness she felt a surge of passion. Silk being wound around her other wrist. Cool silk. Tied tight. Her other arm jerked up. Both arms were spread apart and tied to the posts of the bed.

Now her ankles. She kept her legs pressed together. When he pulled her leg over to the bed post to be tied, she moved the other leg too, stretching herself across the bed to keep her thighs closed.

He wound the silk around her other ankle. Knotted it. Then he pulled, forcing her legs apart, opening her. It was the moment she loved. Her heartbeat surged, her breath coming in shallow pants. She struggled to keep her legs together, but inexorably they were opened. He tied the silk to the last bedpost. She was spread-eagled on the bed.

He tortured her. Was it torture? His fingernails pinching at her nipples. His fingers wanking the hard, swollen knob of her clitoris. His tongue in her ear. Never knowing where he would touch her next. She writhed on the bed, unable to control herself, arching her body up towards him, trying to use it to ask him to take her. His mouth kissed and licked and sucked at her. It was hot and wet. It sucked on her neck, on her thigh, on her breast. It sucked at the satin and lace of the basque, at the shimmery nylon of her stockings. It made her want.

In the darkness behind the blindfold she saw Walter's eyes. She heard his voice. 'Your submission...'

She was on the brink of coming again but she knew he would not let her. His finger would not stay long enough on her clitoris to bring her off. It would tease. She struggled against her bonds, loving the feel of them holding her so tightly. She shook her head from side to side, wanting to scream at him to put his cock inside her, to fuck her, to take her. But instead she only gasped.

He knelt between her bound legs. He wanked his cock slowly in his hand. As always there was so much temptation. He could come over her belly, watch his spunk shooting out in great white gobs, let her feel it splash onto her flesh. He could push his cock into her mouth, past the white silk. He'd done that before. Or he could plunge between her legs, into that hot, wet cunt.

She arched up off the bed again, her limbs fighting her bonds to allow her cunt to get nearer to his cock. The silk was so tight, so unyielding. She was so close to the edge of the precipice of her orgasm that she only needed the faintest of touches. She tried to bring her thighs together to give herself that touch, but her legs were tied too far apart.

He looked down at her struggles. Her cunt lips were wet, wet from the oil that had trickled from her anus, and wet from her own excitement. The long crease of her sex, from puckered anus to pink clitoris, glistened.

He had no real choice. He could feel her cunt radiating heat. He couldn't ignore it. With all his strength he threw himself onto her bound helpless body, his cock instantly finding passage; sliding into her cunt like part of a well-oiled machine. She was lubricated with her own wetness and he had never felt her so hot. As his cock hit the neck of her womb, she came. He felt her body shudder, felt the walls of her cunt contracting around his fleshy sword; heard her wail, helplessly, hopelessly, every muscle of her body locked, fighting her bonds. In seconds, in three or four quick-darting strokes, he was coming too; jamming his cock as deep as it would go, its base grinding against her clitoris, then waiting, not moving at all, letting his cock spasm to jet his spunk deep into her dark, wet cunt.

––––––––
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THERE WERE TWO CAMERAS. Neither Melinda nor Mark had seen them. They were well hidden. There were four microphones equally well hidden. The sound quality was exceptional, but then he had specified that it should be. He wanted to be able to hear every word. And what Walter Hammerton wanted, he got.

He watched with intellectual interest but he was not, at the moment, excited. He lay on his bed in a silk robe, propped up against his pillows with the remote control beside him allowing him to switch from one camera to the other, and zoom in on the figures on the screen.

He had sensed something in Melinda when he had first seen her. Something rare. Now he saw it confirmed. He smiled to himself in anticipation of pleasures to come. She was an exquisitely beautiful woman. Her unusual sexual proclivity was an unexpected bonus. Most women had to be carefully trained. They all had the potential but not all realised it. Melinda was a natural. Walter knew she had initiated the ritual he was watching now; her husband enjoyed playing his part but this was a game played by Melinda's rules. She would need no training.

Walter concentrated on the television monitor as Mark rolled off the prostrate body of his wife. Picking up the remote control again, he had the camera zoom in on her open sex, exposed so graphically by the bondage of her legs. The gash was red, wet, wrinkled and used. It filled the screen, her labia so thick and puffy they looked almost unreal. Walter felt a pang of excitement. Melinda lay completely still, not struggling now.

Opening his robe, Walter circled his cock with his hand. It was slowly unfurling.

He switched to the second camera as Mark untied the white silk gag and pulled it from his wife's mouth. 'I'm not finished with you,' Mark said.

'No, please,' Melinda said quietly.

'I'm going to leave you like this.'

'No, please. You're hurting me. No more please,' she said, meaning the exact opposite.

'That's what you like,' Mark said. He found the vibrator. He held it up in front of her eyes.

'Please...' She struggled, the silk cutting into her flesh.

'You have no choice.'

Mark positioned it between the open lips of her cunt. Walter switched cameras again and zoomed in to watch the hard plastic shell being pushed between her labia.

'Nooo...' she screamed, as it drove into her over-sensitised body.

Walter was completely hard now. He wanked himself aggressively. He could have picked up the phone and had one of half-a-dozen women come up to his room instantly to do whatever he bid, but this was private. Melinda was special. He wanted to be alone. He could hear the vibrator hum, the sound muffled by Melinda's sex, as Mark turned its motor on. He could see her body beginning to tremble again, filling the large television screen.

He watched intently as Mark knelt over her face, holding the vibrator with one hand, feeding his cock into her mouth with the other. His cock was still flaccid, she sucked it all in eagerly. She reeled in the balls, until they were both in her mouth, and her lips were up against his pubic hair. Walter could see her using her tongue, and watched as her cheeks bulged, as Mark grew rapidly. It was not long before her mouth could not contain him all. His balls spilled out between her lips. The camera picked up every detail.

Walter saw Melinda's body arching up off the bed, her muscles taut. The vibrator was bringing her off again. She was helpless to prevent it, to prevent anything that was done to her. That was, Walter knew, the feeling she loved. She wanted to be free to tear the vibrator away. At the same time the feeling of being unable to, of being helpless, of having no will, no control, was the feeling that swamped her body, as it did now, making her come hard over the head of the unyielding plastic shell.
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