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THE BARON LIKED TO watch. He was a big man, very tall and with an aura of physical power that belied his sixty years of age. He looked precisely what he was, a Prussian military man, his back as straight as a ramrod, his almost totally bald head held high and proud. But despite the infinite combinations available on the sexual menu at the castle, all the Baron had wanted to do was watch.

Stephanie had kept him well supplied with spectacle. The castle was designed to cater for every conceivable sexual taste and the Baron's voyeurism was no exception. There was a room specially constructed for the purpose. It was small, just big enough to contain a double bed and bedside tables. There was no other furniture. The bed was covered with silk sheets and piled with cushions and pillows. The walls on either side of the bed were made entirely of two-way mirrors from floor to ceiling. Each could be curtained off at the touch of a button on the bedside table. The view on one side was of a stone-walled dungeon, its brick vaulted ceiling hung with chains and pulleys, its walls thick with iron rings, bolts and chains and all manner of devices to fetter and restrain. On the other side the glass revealed a normal luxuriously appointed bedroom, dominated by a large double bed. The occupants of either room could only see a wall of mirror from their side. On the dungeon side there were even fixing points in the mirror itself and Stephanie once had ordered one of the female slaves spread-eagled against the glass, her breasts and belly pressed against its surface, writhing against it as she was punished for misbehaviour, the sweat from her body smeared on the mirror.

But tonight was the Baron's last night at the castle and Stephanie wanted to give him a special performance, something he'd remember. Though this was his first visit to the castle he was an old friend of Devlin's and an immensely wealthy man whom Devlin had done business with for many years. It was important that he enjoyed himself, especially as Devlin had been called away on business. But if she was truthful with herself it was not only a question of looking after an honoured guest; she found herself strangely attracted to this big man. It was something in his eyes, a stillness there, a deliberateness, a suggestion of power, that made her feel the first pangs of sexual excitement whenever she saw him.

Stephanie sat naked on the bed, the black lingerie beside her. She was facing the mirror, looking straight into it. She knew, of course, the Baron was on the other side of the glass. She knew he would be watching her, had already watched her strip out of her yellow sun-dress, white bra and tiny white panties, revealing what she hoped he had wanted to see all weekend.

She picked up a black nylon stocking and rolled it into a pouch around the toe. She raised her leg and pointed her foot, fitting the nylon over her toes, slowly rolling it up over her ankle and calf, the translucent material engulfing her creamy flesh until its black welt bisected her slim, contoured thighs. She used the palms of both hands to smooth and stretch the nylon flat against her leg. The Baron would be able to see the slit of her sex covered with her curly black pubic hair. He might even be able to see her labia and a slick of wetness there because, she knew, her juices were already oozing from her body.

Picking up the second stocking, Stephanie repeated the process. The nylon rolled out from her fingers, encasing her leg in a shiny, slippery, seamless smoothness like newly applied gloss paint. Again she leant forward to iron out any wrinkles with the palms of her hands, her firm breast touching the top of her thigh as she did so.

She lowered her leg to the floor when she was satisfied the stocking was completely smooth, and picked up the garment she had laid out next to the stockings. The black lace cami-suspender was as sheer as the stockings, a deep bra with its bottom edge scalloped at the front and side into angular crescents of material at the apex of which was the long finger of a suspender. Stephanie slipped the silky nylon over her head and down over her breasts, pulling its cups into place so they fitted snugly. She clipped the black suspenders into the tops of the stockings and fastened them securely. The black nylon welts formed thick chevrons on her thighs. The material of the cami-suspender made an arch over her navel, her belly-button exposed, the triangle of her pubic hair framed by the suspenders on each side. The lacy cups of the bra did not hide her breasts but only shaded them; her nipples and the darkness of her areola were still clearly visible.

Stephanie stood up. The tight suspenders pulled at the black lace covering her breasts and in turn on the straps of the bra on her shoulders. She enjoyed the feeling of tightness it gave her, like subtle bondage.

Looking directly into the mirror she slipped her feet into a pair of high-heel shoes. They were shiny black leather, the heels so high the top of her foot was arched out. Apart from the long black fingers of the four suspenders from the waist to the welts of the stockings she was naked, the creamy flesh in between somehow made to look softer, more alluring by contrast with the sheer black nylon that surrounded it. The high heels shaped the muscles of her calves and tilted her firm apple-shaped arse into a distinct pout. She turned her back on the mirror and examined herself over her shoulder - just as the Baron was examining her, no doubt. The two creases of her flesh where thigh met buttock were bisected by the deep cleft of her arse; it was dark in there, a darkness full of promise. Between her legs, even with them firmly closed, there was a space between her thighs, a diamond-shaped hollow immediately under the plane of her labia.

Stephanie took a hairbrush from the bedside table and walked up to within a foot of the huge mirror. She had pinned her rich black hair up to the back of her head. Now she let it fall free, brushing it out, long full strokes of her arm from the crown of her head out to the very tip of her hair, brushing out to the side, holding the hair out almost horizontally. The movement of her arm made her breasts tremble under the transparent lace, the hard buttons of her nipples pressed into the complex web of material that imprisoned them.

She thought of the Baron, a few feet away. What was he doing? The red drapes would be closed on the other wall, the dungeon side. The lights in the room would be dimmed. Was he lying naked on the bed, his big body stretched out, his cock throbbing and erect as he watched her perform? Or was he still dressed, sitting on the edge of the bed, those hypnotic eyes staring at her quietly in the way they had of seeing and seeing through her at the same time? What was his cock like? Was it as big and powerful as he was?

Stephanie's body shuddered involuntarily. She felt her sex pulse. She knew it was wet. Reversing the hairbrush in her hand she ran the handle, a slim black lacquered handle, down the front of her body, down between her breasts, over the sheer black lace to the creaminess of her navel, down until it nestled in her pubic hair. She parted her legs slightly, then pushed the hairbrush down into the narrow gorge of her sex, its polished and lacquered surface immediately making contact with the hard knot of her clitoris. The contact made her groan. She leant forward, bringing her other arm up to rest against the mirror at head height, then resting her forehead on her lower arm. She stared down at her body, seeing it and its reflection at the same time. She moved the black handle in tiny circles and felt her clitoris throb like a thing apart from her, like a little animal come to life. Looking down she saw the way the long suspenders were arched out from her body, holding the stockings taut.

She could see her feet in the high heels, covered by black nylon, her legs well apart. The handle of the hairbrush would make her come, she knew, if she continued what she was doing. Wanting to delay the inevitable a little longer, she moved the handle lower, bending her knees slightly to allow it to slip up between the lips of her cunt and into her sex. There was no resistance. She was soaking wet.

She raised her head and looked straight into the mirror as though trying to see through it. In her mind's eye she saw the Baron standing on the other side of the mirror, his erect penis pressed against the glass exactly opposite her cunt, his hands groping at the image of her body, caressing it, squeezing it as his cock, slimed with its own secretions, left a wet sticky trail on the surface as it slid up and down, wanting to come.

Stephanie could wait no longer. She pulled the handle of the hairbrush from her body. It glistened with the sap from her sex. She brought it up to her mouth and licked it hungrily like a child licking an ice-cream. It tasted good, she tasted good. She had come to love the taste of her own body. She had tasted it many times now, on men's mouths and cocks, on women's mouths and fingers, cocks and mouths and fingers she'd sucked hungrily as she did now with the smooth glossy finish of the hairbrush. Then she threw the brush aside and turned her back on the mirror. Resting the full curves of her arse against it, she bent over.

It was exciting. She knew this would expose the whole of her sex to the Baron's view, from the neat puckered crater of her anus to the particularly fleshy slit of her outer labia, and inside, the delicate inner oval like a vertical mouth, wet and pink and crinkled like the pistil of some exotic carnivorous flower. Using her hands to spread her buttocks, she pushed back until she could feel the cold glass against her sex. Was the Baron on his knees in front of the mirror now, looking right up her cunt, into the black depths, examining every detail? She felt a strong pulse of pleasure emanating from her clitoris. This was a performance the Baron wouldn't forget.

Stephanie straightened herself up and walked over to the bed. The mirror was marked where her sex had been, almost like the marks lipstick makes after a kiss.

Now the pulses in her body were too strong to ignore. Now it was her turn, the mistress of the castle had to have her pleasure. It was a pity that the Baron, the big, powerful Baron only wanted to watch. Stephanie would have loved to be crushed under that heavy body, loved him to have stepped through the glass now and use his cock - the hard, erect, throbbing cock she could see in her mind's eye - on her, thrusting it up her and in her.

But at least she had a substitute. She pressed a small button on the bedside table to indicate she was ready, then lay back on the middle of the bed, bending her legs at the knee and opening them wide, the heels of her shoes digging into the pale peach-coloured sheets, rucking them around their tips. She raised her head and looked down her body, down the black lace and naked flesh underneath it. The suspenders on top of her thighs were hanging loose, not stretched by the position of her legs but the wide black welt of the stocking still formed a perfect chevron on her thigh. She let the fingertips of her right hand graze the black nylon of the welt, slipping to and fro, feeling the contrast between the shiny material and the soft warmth of her flesh. Then she let her hand drift down past her navel to where her pubic hair waited impatiently for attention, the animal impatiently waiting to be petted.

Her clitoris was swollen, engorged by her excitement. Stephanie teased it out from the forest of her pubic hair, nudging it with her finger not at all gently. She wasn't in the mood for gentle. She felt a sweet surge of pleasure. She could easily, so easily, have brought herself off on the idea of the Baron's greedy eyes staring at her, naked and open. But she wanted to wait. What she wanted now was cock, and she wanted it urgently.

And what Stephanie wanted Stephanie got. That was the way of the world and had been since she arrived at the castle and was begged, by Devlin, to take over. She was used to getting her own way in everything. Another moment's delay and she would have started to get angry, but just as she was beginning to think what she would do in the morning to express her wrath, the bedroom door opened.

The man was naked, his muscular body glistening with oil just as Stephanie had specified it should. His cock was oiled too and erect. That was not unusual among the slaves. In the cellars under the castle where the slaves were kept the men were all forced to wear tight leather-covered metal pouches over their genitals, chained and padlocked in place. Freedom from this constriction was so rare it produced instant bone-hard erections. Not that this cock was entirely free. A black leather harness was strapped fiercely around the base of it and under his balls. It separated each testicle and held them high on either side of the big, veined shaft. The harness was strapped on so tightly the leather bit deeply into the flesh, reddening it and increasing its size further.

Stephanie had selected the slave personally. His body was strong and hard. He was well-trained and well-behaved. He responded well to instruction. Being allowed to fuck the mistress of the castle was a rare treat. Not that he deserved it. None of the slaves in the cellars did, male or female. They were all thieves when it came down to it, all caught with their hands metaphorically in the many tills of Devlin's companies. They had all chosen to come and serve at the castle rather than be prosecuted in the courts.

'Get over here,' Stephanie ordered imperiously, finding it hard to concentrate on anything else but her, physical need. The words increased it: the knowledge of her absolute power gave another twist to the spiral of her desire.

The slave did not need any second bidding. He stood at the foot of the bed between Stephanie's open legs. She used her foot, sheathed in the black nylon, to prod at his cock. All the slaves wore name-tags, etched metal circles hung by a thin chain around their necks. The name on this slave's tag was JAMES.

'Well James... You know what you're here for, don't you?'

'Yes, mistress,' he said at once. He looked down at his feet, fearing that looking at her naked body would be a punishable offence.

Stephanie opened her legs wider and arched her buttocks off the bed, pointing the long slit of her sex at him. 'You may look at me, James...'

His eyes went straight to her cunt. She saw his cock twitch against his leather bindings.

'Do you like what you see?'

'Yes, mistress,' he said, thinking of a thousand other things he could say but not daring to go any further. She wanted to provoke him, to make him cross the barrier of his obedience. She rolled her hips and clenched her thighs, making the lips of her sex move as though sucking some invisible cock into her body. She took both nipples in her fingers and pulled them up away from her body until her breasts were like pyramids on her chest and her nipples hurt, a hurt that turned instantly to the heat of pleasure.

James felt his cock spasm again. He had never felt it so hard, so hot. He could see into her sex, see her labia parting like the gills of a fish breathing and he could stand it no longer. He launched himself at her, falling on her, devouring her, his oiled body slipping against hers, his arms wrapping around her neck, his cock slipping effortlessly straight up into the tight, hot, wet cavern of her cunt. He started hammering it into her as he felt her legs curling around his back, the shiny nylon rasping against his skin, as she used the leverage to get her cunt further down on him, impaling herself on the rod of his cock.

The feelings were too strong to do anything else but give in to them. His cock was big and very hard. It filled her completely. She managed to raise her head once to look over his shoulder, down over his plunging buttocks and into the mirror beyond. What was the Baron doing? He would be able to see everything, see the slave's cock ploughing into her, his balls strapped tightly in black leather, its shaft running with her juices. He would see the way her cunt, the lips of her cunt made thin now by being stretched, closed around the cock, just like a mouth, sucking it in. He would see her legs, up-ended, the suspenders pulling at the nylons, her feet still crammed into the black high heels. Was he wanking while he watched, bringing himself off in time to James's strokes? The idea sent another thrill coursing through Stephanie's body and she let her head fall back onto the bed.

'Fuck me,' she said unnecessarily, just wanting to hear the words.

She could think of nothing but her pleasure now. The engine of her orgasm had started to turn, a giant flywheel moving slowly at first but inexorably, gathering momentum until it spun faster and faster with unstoppable power, propelling her down deeper and deeper into her own body and her own senses, until all she could feel was herself and there was nothing in the world but the exquisite sensations of her climax.

As she came she felt the head of James's cock buried against her womb, hammering at it relentlessly, the curve of his pubic bone hard against her clitoris, the neat package of his strapped-up balls tight against her arse. It all made her come, driving her orgasm on and on, extending it, making it go on for so long she thought it would never stop.

And just as she thought it was subsiding she felt James's body tense, his muscles lock, arching his body like a bow to get his cock even deeper into her as his spunk suddenly spat uncontrollably from his spasming shaft. The feeling of his spunk filling her renewed her orgasm, made it peak again, threw her nerves into yet another rigor of pleasure.

Eventually, after what seemed like forever, her body released its grip on her mind, sensation gave way to thought, and she opened her eyes. James's cock had softened and was squeezed out of her cunt. Its departure produced a shudder in her, an aftershock, an echo of the shattering orgasm she had just experienced. It was extraordinary, she thought as James rolled off her, how her sexuality had grown and developed. Before she had started to plumb the depths of her sexual psyche, not having the slightest idea of how fathomable it would be, before she had strangely, unaccountably decided she must take a journey through the highways and byways of her own sexuality, a personal odyssey, she had had virtually nothing to do with sex. She had experienced it, but it had not moved her or bothered her or even interested her for much of the time.

All that had changed, changed suddenly and dramatically through two men. Martin, whom she had wanted more than any man in her life up to that point, had shown her that sex was more than a physical act and introduced her for the first time to an undergrowth of sex, to fantasy and the pleasures of the imagination. With Martin she had experienced pleasure she had never even dreamt of. Like the lightning that brought Frankenstein's monster to life, Martin's mind as well as his body had shocked Stephanie into sexual awareness. But if it had been Martin who'd opened the door for her, it was Devlin who had given her the means and the opportunity to explore the corridors and passages that lay beyond, the passages that led to where she was today.

Devlin had brought her to the castle and the cellars. Devlin had allowed her into his life and, in the end, wanted her to control it. Though he had built the castle, though he had constructed the cellars and staffed them with slaves from his vast empire, it had been Stephanie, Stephanie's imagination, that had for the first time given Devlin the sexual pleasure he craved. Stephanie was mistress of the castle now and Devlin, for all his wealth and power, was her hopeless, fawning slave.

What Stephanie had discovered for herself, on her sexual odyssey, was that she seemed to have an infinite capacity for sex, for excitement, for fantasy, for extending the boundaries of her own - and other people's - sexual awareness. She had, it appeared, an instinct, a sixth sense when it came to other people's sexuality; an ability to read their deepest sexual desires and, with the facilities of the castle, fulfil them. But at the same time, at precisely the same time she had also discovered that her own sexual feelings could be roused to fever pitch by impulses she had no idea she possessed, by the impulse to dominate, to have power, to command obedience and punish defiance.

In the last six months Stephanie's life had been transformed. Here at the castle she lived in complete luxury, her life spent in catering for Devlin's needs and the needs of the guests who were flown to the castle, customers and business associates like the Baron, their access to the castle an inducement to continue a productive relationship with Devlin's companies. But best of all, better than all the luxury and wealth and the incredible beauty of the lake and the island, was that in satisfying Devlin and others like the Baron, she was above all satisfying herself. The orgasm she had experienced tonight, so sharp, intense and long, was all part of that, all part of knowing and controlling, of being at the centre. Knowing the Baron was watching had brought her off but it was the idea that she had constructed and orchestrated the spectacle that was really at the root of her sexual enjoyment.

The thought of the Baron reminded her that the plan for the evening was not yet complete. 'Is Molly ready?' she asked James.

'Yes mistress, she's waiting outside in the corridor.'

'Well, you'd better get her to come in.'

'Do you want me to stay, mistress?'

'No James, just tell Molly to come in and then go back to the cellars.' James was still lying on the bed. 'Now,' Stephanie prompted with a snap in her voice.

James immediately scuttled to the door. Stephanie smiled to herself. She had thought of presenting the Baron with a threesome, having Molly lick at James's balls while he was fucking his mistress, but she thought the Baron would appreciate more intimacy. He had seen orgies of sex over the weekend. Now she wanted him to watch her. That was the point. She wanted him to be excited by her body, her reaction, her sex. And that, in turn of course, would excite her.

A small, petite blonde, her hair cut in a short bob, her eyes a radiant blue, came through the bedroom door. Though not tall she was perfectly proportioned except for her big, full breasts that threatened to burst the confines of the white lacy underwired bra she wore. Her legs were sheathed in very white holdup stockings, their welts, fashioned in thick bands of white lace, reaching so far up her thigh they almost touched the crotch of her panties. These were white and cut very high on the hip, so high in fact that the strip of material between her legs was not wide enough to cover all the flesh between her legs and managed only to conceal the central slit of her labia. Thin, wispy pubic hair was exposed at each side.

'Well, Molly,' Stephanie said. 'You know what you are going to do, don't you?'

'Yes, mistress,' Molly replied.

'Do it then.'

At once Molly knelt by the foot of the bed, the metal tag bearing her name bouncing on top of her deep cleavage.

Stephanie liked Molly. Molly had a fleshy, soft mouth and a long, probing tongue. She had used Molly before. A thrill of pleasure made Stephanie shudder unexpectedly. She scrambled down the bed and hooked her black-stockinged legs over Molly's shoulders and around her back, the heels of the black shoes digging cruelly into her back. Molly's mouth was inches from Stephanie's wet labia.

'Lick it, Molly... Lick the spunk out of me.' The words thrilled Stephanie because she knew the Baron could hear them. She dug her heels into Molly's back to urge her forward.

As she felt the singular pleasure of a woman's mouth lapping at the entrance of her cunt, her tongue delving inside to scoop out the white gobs of spunk that had already run down the slippery passage, she looked straight into the mirror. Can you see me, Baron? Can you see my pleasure? It was a pleasure she'd never dreamt she would enjoy. That was something else she had discovered about herself. It had never occurred to her that she would come to enjoy the pleasures of a woman, of sex with a woman, as much as the pleasures of sex with a man. But she did. As if to prove it again she felt her body shiver and her cunt contract. The giant flywheel was starting to turn again and it would not be long before the Baron saw her come again, this time on the ministrations of a woman. Would he come again too?

––––––––
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THE SPEEDBOAT WAS TIED to the wooden jetty at the bottom of the stone steps that led from the front of the castle. The lush growth of climbing plants that overhung the steps were no longer flowering but still scented the area with a fragrant perfume. Though it was autumn the morning sun, hanging low over the calm waters of Lake Trasimeno, where the castle sat on an island, still warmed the air, although a heavy dew on the foliage was much slower to evaporate than in the heat of summer when Stephanie had first set foot on the island. The varnished wood and polished brass of the boat gleamed as it rocked gently in the very slight swell, the boatman standing ready as the servants, in smart white linen jackets, loaded the Baron's cases aboard.

Stephanie led the way down the steps, worn by four centuries of use, the Baron immediately behind her. She wore a functional black Lycra swimsuit covered by a chiffon wrap, intending to swim once she had seen the Baron off.

'Well, I hope you had a pleasant trip,' she said as they arrived at the boat. 'The plane is waiting.'

'Yes, I heard it come in.'

'And I'm sorry you missed Devlin.'

'I hope very much that you will come and visit my schloss in Bavaria. I would like to see you there. Both of you, of course.' He looked at her with those steady, unwavering eyes and Stephanie felt a little shiver of pleasure. Was he imagining what she had looked like last night?

'That would be delightful.'

'I too have some...' He hesitated trying to think of the right word, '...surprises.'

'Really?'

'Oh yes. I think you would be most interested.'

He took her hand and stooped as he brought it to his lips.

'May I say something to you, my dear?'

'Of course.'

'I would like to tell you that you are a most beautiful woman. Most beautiful. And with exceptional...' He sought for the right word again, '...talents.'

'Why thank you.' She looked up into his eyes and felt a surge of excitement. 'You should know,' she added.

'Oh yes, and I am most grateful for what you allowed me to see.'

'For myself, Baron, I was sorry that was all you wanted to do.'

The Baron smiled, an indulgent smile, like an adult smiling at a child.

'I'm an old man, my dear, set in my ways. Perhaps if you come to the schloss...' The words hung in the air, his eyes looking out over the water. 'If Devlin wouldn't mind.'

'I don't belong to Devlin,' Stephanie said sharply, wondering whether to add that it was Devlin who belonged to her.

'In that case...'

The Baron kissed her hand again and looked deeply and steadily into her eyes. Again Stephanie experienced a frisson of excitement. The Baron had a presence about him, an aura of power and masculinity that Stephanie found wholly attractive.

Bowing slightly as he relinquished her hand, the Baron climbed into the boat and the white linen-jacketed servants helped the boatman cast off the forward and aft lines. Immediately the boat drifted clear of the big rubber tyres that hung down from the side of the jetty and the boatman throttled the inboard engine up to a gentle hum and steered the boat out into the lake. Then he pulled the twin chrome throttle levers back, the note of the engine changed to a roar that echoed against the walls of the castle, and the boat surged across the water.

The Baron sat on the bench seat in the transom. He looked at Stephanie one final time, his eyes roaming her body, the swell of her breasts under the clinging black Lycra, the flatness at the junction of her thighs, her long slim legs and pinched ankles, remembering what it had looked like last night, open, exposed and in the throes of passion. He did not smile. As the boat turned he did not look back either.

A long foaming white wake stretched across the calm water in a huge sweeping curve until the boat was no more than a dot on the horizon and the water nearest the jetty had resumed its more usual motion, only the slightest hint of a wave disturbing its sun-kissed surface.

Stephanie stripped off the chiffon wrap, handed it to the servant who had brought her a towel, and dived into the shimmering water. The temperature was cold but she didn't mind that. After a few minutes of vigorous swimming she would soon warm up. She struck out towards the centre of the lake, swimming a hard, regular front crawl, feeling the muscle power in her arms and legs that frequent exercise built up. She felt also the impact of the Baron's look as he had watched her from the boat. Would he do more than look next time? There was one thing that was certain: Stephanie definitely hoped he would.

After an hour in the lake Stephanie pulled herself up on to the jetty again and took the towel from the servant who had waited patiently for her. She rubbed her hair dry, then headed up the steps to the castle where a small shower room had been built off the vast entrance hall with its sweeping marble staircase. Pulling the tight swimsuit down she stood under the jets of the powerful shower, letting the hot water cascade off her body. Quickly she washed her long black hair then stepped from the shower stall. She glimpsed her naked body in the full-length mirror that lined the shower room door. It always surprised her. Apart from the fact it was marginally slimmer, the muscles in her legs and arms more defined, her waist that little bit more cinched, her breasts slightly higher on her chest, it was the same body that had stared back at her for all those years, innocent of the things it indulged in so regularly now. Stephanie was surprised it had not changed more, it did not look different, looked as different as it felt, because it felt and behaved and was different.

Taking the clean white towelling robe with which the shower room was always supplied and wrapping her wet hair in a small white towel turban-fashion, Stephanie walked through to the terrace outside the dining room. Though the sun was only just high enough to clear the rich foliage that surrounded the terracotta-paved terrace, it was warm enough to dry her hair and Stephanie pulled the towel off and sat at one of the white wrought-iron tables. She ordered a pot of coffee and the English newspapers that had been flown in yesterday.

The white linen-jacketed servant (the slaves were never used for domestic duties at the castle other than labouring in the orchards and extensive gardens) was soon back with a tray of white china and a silver coffee-pot. The papers were tucked under his arm. He also carried a cordless telephone.

'Signor Devlin, signorina,' he said, handing her the phone.

Stephanie pulled the aerial of the phone out of its socket as the waiter scurried away. 'Devlin...'

'Darling.' Devlin's voice sounded as though he were speaking from the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean.

'I can hardly hear you.'

'The lines are all terrible.'

'So how's Moscow?'

'Cold. But business is booming. I'll be back on schedule. I just called to see how you got on with the Baron.' Every other word disappeared into the ether. It took Stephanie a moment to gather what he was saying.

'I can hardly hear you, Devlin.'

'I can hear you perfectly.'

'The Baron was fine. He's an interesting man...'

'I thought you'd think so.'

'He's invited us to his schloss.'

'Oh... would... an experience. Did... entertain him?'

'Oh yes. I think he was suitably impressed. I gave him my personal attention.'

'Good... back... week. See you... and... tell me... about it.'

'Devlin, I thought I'd go to London for a few days to do some shopping. There's no one expected here, is there?'

'No... good... Have a... time. Call Venetia.'

'Did you think I wouldn't?'

'No...'

'Devlin.' Stephanie snapped his name out this time.

'Yes...'

'Yes what?'

'Yes, mistress.' Even over the crackling line she could hear his voice change tone just as hers had done.

'Can you hear me?'

'Yes... tress.'

'When I get you back here, Devlin, do you know what I'm going to do with you?' She wanted to give him something to think about, something to lie in bed at night and remember. 'I'm going to have you strapped down to my bed, Devlin, strapped down so tight you can't move a muscle, not an inch. Are you listening?'

'Yes... mistress.'

'Then I'm going to make you watch.'

'Watch mistress...'

'Watch. Watch me as I take off all my clothes. A tight, clinging silk dress. My strapless bra. My little black panties, the tiny ones that barely cover my sex. You know the ones I mean, don't you?'

'Yes, mistress.'

'I'll pull them down over my thighs, very slowly.' Stephanie's hand slipped inside the white towelling robe, she pinched her nipple then dropped her hand into her lap. 'But I'll leave my stockings on, and my suspender belt. And my high heels. I'm going to put one foot up on the bed and smooth the wrinkles out of the nylon. You know how I like my stockings to be tight against my legs, don't you?'

'Yes.'

'One leg then the other, so you'll see my pussy, won't you? If I allow you to look, that is.'

'Please let me...'

'Then I'm going to kneel on the bed over your cock.'

'Yes...' Devlin's voice was reedy and strained. She knew he would be wanking himself by now.

'But as much as you want to, I'm not going to let you fuck me. I'm going to make you watch me wank, I'll make you watch me bring myself off and you won't be able to do anything about it. You won't be able to get your cock into me because you'll be so helpless, tied up and helpless. And I'll come. I'll come on my own hand and my cunt will be all soaking wet...' It occurred to Stephanie that in Moscow the telephone exchange had old-fashioned operators and open lines. That was why the line crackled so much. They were all listening, all the foreign operators with smatterings of English. 'I'm going to turn round, then, with my bum towards your face, inch my way up your body...' Stephanie's hand slipped between her legs and up into her cunt. It was already wet, '...until I'm sitting on your face. Then you can lick me out, can't you?'

'Yes mistress...' Devlin groaned.

'And if you don't please me I'll have to have you whipped. Won't I?'

'Oh mistress...'

'Whip you until you beg me to stop.'

'Please, please...' Devlin's voice was only a whisper.

'Are you wanking now?'

'Yes, mistress. I can't help it...'

'Then come. I give you permission. Come for me, Devlin. I order you to.' Stephanie penetrated herself deeper, two fingers inside now and the thumb of her hand grinding against her clitoris. Suddenly she heard a loud groan, like a cry of pain. 'Have you come?'

'Yes, mistress.'

Stephanie smiled to herself. Even two thousand miles away Devlin was her slave, putty in her hands.

'Remember, Devlin. I always keep my promises. As soon as you get back here that's what I'm going to do.'

'Yes please, I can hardly wait.'

'Call me in London.'

'I will.'

Stephanie put the phone down and withdrew her hand from her sex with only the slightest hesitation. She was still smiling broadly. She would enjoy acting out that little scenario when Devlin came back next week just as much as Devlin would enjoy thinking about it over his next few days in Moscow. With Devlin's international commitments taking him all over the world Stephanie had got used to turning him on over the telephone. She knew him so well now, all his fantasies, all his proclivities, his whole sexuality, that it was not difficult to fuel his sexual fires until they burned out of control. Not that it didn't fuel hers as well. What she had conjured up on the phone excited her as much as it did him. The pleasure she would get from turning fantasy into reality would be as great for her as it would be for him.

She had no way of knowing that the circumstances of his return would be far from what she expected.
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Chapter Two
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THE LEARJET BANKED in a long wide turn out to the east of London. Stephanie stared out of the window at the vast expanse of blue skies and pure white cloud for the last time as the plane began to descend and the windows were soon enveloped in thick, featureless grey. She could not suppress a shiver. After months of Italian sun on the island the prospect of the damp and cold of an autumnal London made her feel suddenly thoroughly chilled.

But despite the temperature difference she was looking forward to four or five days in the city. There would be lots to do, shops and restaurants and exploring the mysteries of Devlin's London house. The latter in particular was an interesting prospect, considering what she had found there on her last visit.

She had never quite got accustomed to travelling on the private Learjet. Its interior was roomy with four big leather armchairs, a large leather sofa and a bar at one end. There was a fully equipped shower room and a galley big enough to prepare most meals. It was definitely the way to travel.

With the English climate in mind she had used the shower room to change from the light linen suit she was wearing to a black wool skirt and a creamy cashmere sweater.

'We're coming into land, madam.' Susie, the Malaysian flight attendant on Devlin's private jet, had appeared from the forward cabin. As usual she was wearing a rough silk Kheong-Sam, high to the neck but split to the thigh, this one in a jade green that matched her eyes. Her jet-black hair was parted down the middle of her head and cut short, a style that perfectly suited her rather oval face. 'Do you wish for anything else?'
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