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Chapter One
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PAULA NEEDED TO BE dominant and sadistic, to play with men's emotions as she played with their bodies, to make them suffer until they begged her for release. She could demand that they did anything she chose. Anything. And she had a very vivid imagination.

She shivered as she thought of it. Of course, she knew there were many women who acted out the role of dominatrix, who pretended to be dominant, to earn money from their clients. But with her, the money was only a bonus; her haughty superiority, her desire to see men grovel and be turned into pathetic slaves, prepared to indulge her every whim, was completely genuine. Her sadism was not bogus, either. Her pleasure from teasing and torturing the men who came to her was manifest. Perhaps that was why she was so successful, and had so many clients who came to her week after week, so eager for the privilege of serving her that they were prepared to pay for it...

––––––––
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'ON YOUR KNEES.'

Without a word, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands held behind his back as if they were bound, his eyes riveted to the pointed toes of her black patent leather high heels.

'Get on with it, then,' she said, the tone of her voice calculated to intimidate.

He knew what he had to do. He leant forward and pressed his lips to the shining black leather. It felt cold. He kissed and licked it eagerly, being sure to cover every inch. She opened her legs slightly, allowing him just enough room to get his head between her feet and lick the inner surfaces. He worked all the way round to the back; then she raised one foot after the other, allowing him to suck on the long, tapering, needle-sharp heel.

'That's enough,' she said abruptly, raising one foot and placing it on the back of his neck, pushing down until his face was pressed into the red carpet. 'Do you know the only reason I let you come here?'

'Yes, Mistress Paula.'

'Tell me then.'

'To please you, Mistress Paula.'

Paula Divine removed her foot from her hapless victim and walked over to the side table, where she had placed her glass of white wine. She picked it up and sipped it, deliberately keeping her back turned on him. She knew he would not be able to take his eyes off her long legs, sheathed in glossy black stockings with a fully-fashioned heel and straight seams, their jet-black welts banding her meaty thighs, and her large, pulpy, oval buttocks, the tight silky black dress she was wearing stretched over them like a second skin. She was a beautiful woman, with a rather long, almost aquiline face, a very straight nose and big dark brown eyes. Her black hair was cut to the shoulders and piled up around her head in soft waves. She was a big woman, too, tall with a full and sumptuous figure, all the curves of her body round and malleable.

'All right,' she said, after a long pause. 'Go into the cloakroom and take your clothes off.'

'Yes, mistress,' he said at once, scrambling to his feet.

'You'll find I have provided something for you to wear. Isn't that kind of me?'

'Yes, mistress.'

'Move!'

He practically ran out of the room. He had been to the house before and knew where he had to go.

Taking her wine glass with her Paula walked across the room and opened a door that led into what she liked to refer to as her 'treatment room'. It was a square room painted in black matt paint and equipped with many useful devices. A man stood on tiptoe in the middle of the room, his arms stretched up above his head. His wrists had been strapped into a pair of padded leather cuffs which were tied to a white nylon rope, threaded through a pulley above his head and tied off on a cleat on the nearest wall. His entire body was encased in tight black rubber, including his head, which had been crammed into a rubber helmet. The helmet had only one tiny hole presently open, at the base of his nostrils. His legs were bound together by thick rubber straps at his ankles and above his knees. A large erection pushed out against the rubber that covered his belly.

'Having fun?' Paula asked. She put the glass down on a small shelf and took a riding crop from a rack of whips mounted on the plain black walls. She slashed it down across the top of the man's buttocks. 'Answer me,' Paula snapped.

The man nodded his head vigorously. He could not speak. A large phallus-shaped gag had been crammed into his mouth before the rubber helmet had been pulled on.

'Good.'

Paula came up behind him, pressing her body against his, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him down, increasing the pressure on his already tortured shoulders and arms. He moaned but wriggled back against her. She knew he would be able to feel her big, spongy breasts against his shoulder blades.

'I'm going to let you watch,' she said. 'Isn't that good of me?'

He nodded vigorously again.

Paula stepped back and slashed the whip across the man's buttocks again. The noise of leather on rubber reverberated through the room. She hit him once more, much harder this time, causing him to moan loudly.

Paula walked around in front of him. The rubber helmet had little flaps over each eye. She carefully folded them back, watching him blink as his eyes became accustomed to the light.

'Come in here,' she said, as she heard the other man walking back into the living room. She put the whip back in the rack.

The man obeyed at once, shuffling into the room with his head down.

'Close the door,' she ordered.

Again he obeyed. He was wearing one of her short white nylon slips and looked ridiculous, his hairy chest showing through the nylon. But that was the point. It amused her to see how far men were prepared to go to obey her, how they would humiliate themselves for her.

'You look pretty, don't you?'

'Yes, Mistress Paula.'

'Do you think he looks pretty, Derek?' she said, addressing the rubber-encased man.

Derek nodded his head.

'I think I'll make you wear a dress, next time, and a bra and a pair of panties. Would you like that?'

'No, Mistress Paula,' he said.

'No? How dare you? It's what I want that matters. Don't you understand that by now?'

'Yes, Mistress Paula, I'm sorry.'

'Don't worry: you will be sorry.'

Paula opened the large walnut cupboard where she kept all her equipment.

'Come over here, then,' she said. 'You don't expect me to come to you, do you?'

'No, mistress.' He was staring at the other man, wondering, no doubt, if he was going to end up in the same position. There were other pulleys in the room, as well as metal rings fastened to the walls and odd-looking contraptions equipped with belts and straps intended to render their victim equally helpless.

Paula took out an arrangement of several chains. 'Pull your slip up.'

The man obeyed. His penis was already erect.

Paula opened a small thick metal manacle attached to one of the chains. She slipped it under his balls and around the shaft of his cock, then clicked it shut. It was tight and she saw the metal cutting into his erection.

'Hands out in front of you.'

Two chains were clipped to the cock-ring, one to the top of his shaft and the other on the bottom, hanging down under his balls. The top one was about a foot long and was attached to the central link of a pair of metal handcuffs. Quickly, Paula looped the handcuffs over his wrists and snapped them shut.

The chain hanging down between his legs was about the same length and was also attached to handcuffs, though they were slightly larger in diameter.

'Get on your knees.'

The man obeyed. Paula knelt beside him, pulled the chain back between his legs and snapped the cuffs around his ankles. With his ankles bound to his cock in this way, the shortness of the chain meant that it was impossible for him to stand up.

She got up and admired her work. Walking over to the door, she picked up her wine glass and finished the wine. Paula was one of a handful of people who could genuinely say they loved their work. She had turned her sexual obsession into a profitable business. Though both men had paid her for her services as a dominatrix, it was a role that never failed to excite her. She had discovered, very early in life, that normal sex left her cold. She needed to be dominant and sadistic, to play with men's emotions as she played with their bodies, to make them suffer until they begged her for release. Having the two men totally at her mercy, bound and helpless, aroused her like nothing else ever had. She loved the sense of total power and control it gave her. She could demand that they did anything she chose. Anything. And she had a very vivid imagination.

She shivered as she thought of it. Of course, she knew there were many women who acted out the role of dominatrix, who pretended to be dominant, to earn money from their clients. But with her, the money was only a bonus; her haughty superiority, her desire to see men grovel and be turned into pathetic slaves, prepared to indulge her every whim, was completely genuine. Her sadism was not bogus, either. Her pleasure from teasing and torturing the men who came to her was manifest. Perhaps that was why she was so successful, and had so many clients who came to her week after week, so eager for the privilege of serving her that they were prepared to pay for it.

Paula put the empty glass down and reached behind her back to unzip the figure-hugging dress, walking into the middle of the room where both men could see her. Slowly, she pulled the shoulder straps down her arms. The men's eyes followed her every movement. She was wearing a tight black lace basque, with a three-quarter cup bra, her large breasts spilling out from the cups. As she stooped to wriggle the dress over her hips her breasts threatened to escape, ballooning out against the lacy restraints, flesh quivering.

The dress fell to the floor and Paula stepped out of it. The suspenders of the basque were clipped into the jet-black stockings. She wore a pair of tiny lacy panties, no more than a triangle of lace held in place by thin black elasticated ribbons that made channels in her curvaceous hips. She could smell her own perfume, a musky scent that she had dabbed into her cleavage and at the top her thighs.

She pulled the bra-cups of the basque down, carefully folding them under her breasts. This supported her breasts but left them exposed. She had large ruby-red nipples, surrounded by thick bands of very dark areolae. Her nipples were already erect but she pinched each in turn, hardening them further.

Moving forward, she stood directly in front of the man in the white slip and began to stroke the black panties, rubbing the lace against her mons. Her pubic hair was naturally short, like a two-day stubble on a man's beard, and rasped slightly against the material. She felt her clitoris pulse as the thin gusset of the panties was pulled more tightly into the slit of her labia.

The man's eyes were watching her hungrily. His erection tented the front of the white slip and she could see where it had been stained by the fluid that was leaking from his cock.

'Come closer,' she said, spreading her legs wide apart.

He shuffled forward on his knees until his face was no more than an inch away from her crotch.

'Good boy,' she said. She took hold of the back of his head and pressed it forward, so his mouth was jammed against her mons. 'Are you watching this, Derek?' she said, looking up at the other man.

The man in rubber nodded, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

'Lower.' Paula pushed his head down between her legs, so that his body arched backward and his mouth was right over the lips of her sex. 'Now use your tongue.'

Immediately, she felt the man's tongue pushing up between her labia. He wriggled it under the narrow gusset of her panties and pushed it up to her clitoris. For a moment she allowed his tongue to play against it, enjoying the waves of pleasure that coursed through her body.

'How dare you?' she said, stepping back so suddenly that he overbalanced and sprawled back on the floor, the chains rattling. 'How dare you touch me like that?'

'But I thought...'

'Don't answer me back,' she snapped. 'You're going to be punished for that. First you tell me you don't want the privilege of wearing my clothes and now you have the cheek to imagine that I would want a worm like you to touch me so intimately.'

'But you—'

'If you say another word, it's double the punishment. Is that understood?'

'Yes, Mistress Paula.'

'Get on all fours,' she ordered.

With a rattling of chains, the man obeyed.

'Pull the slip up over your bottom.'

The man's hands were locked in front of him and chained to his cock. There was no way he could do what she had ordered him to do. He tried desperately to pull at the hem of the slip from the front, but with little effect.

'Come on, come on.'

'I can't, Mistress Paula.'

'So I suppose I'll have to do it. You're useless. Completely useless.' She bent down and flicked the slip up over his buttocks. 'How many do you deserve?'

Paula walked over to stand in front of Derek. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and pulled them down over her meaty hips. His eyes followed their movement, over the jet-black welts of the stockings and down to her knees. She allowed them to drop to the floor, then stepped out of them.

'How many do you think he deserves, Derek?'

Derek tried to say something, but the gag prevented all but a muffled moan escaping.

Paula inched forward until her nipples were touching the black rubber that covered Derek's chest. She wriggled her shoulders from side to side so her breasts shook, rubbing across the rubber. Derek's cock twitched.

'Six, then,' she said.

She selected a two-tongued leather tawse from the rack of whips and swished it through the air. Not satisfied with the noise it made, she selected a long horse-whip with a brass pommel and a tapering leather lash. When she slashed this through the air it made a high-pitched whistle.

'Get your head down and your arse up,' she said, kicking the kneeling man's thigh.

'Yes, Mistress Paula.'

This was what he wanted, of course. Though she could not see it, she knew his penis would be straining against the metal ring that surrounded it, jerking reflexively in anticipation of what was to come.

'Higher,' she ordered.

He stuck his bum in the air, his forehead pressed to the floor.

Thwack. The whip landed on the meat of his arse, immediately producing a thin red weal. His whole body trembled and he produced a low keening noise.

'What do you say?'

'Thank you, Mistress Paula; may I have another?'

'You may.'

Thwack. Thwack. Two strokes in quick succession, both harder than the first: both making the flesh of his buttocks quiver, and both producing scarlet weals on his white flesh.

'Thank you, Mistress Paula; may I have another?' he intoned, his voice breathless and husky.

Thwack. Thwack. The fourth stroke was low, cutting across the top of his thighs. Thwack. The last was the hardest of all, the sound reverberating around the room. He made that keening noise again, through clenched teeth, a cry of pain that also contained more than a hint of ecstatic pleasure.

'Thank you, Mistress Paula,' he managed to breathe. She could see his whole body was rigid, every muscle locked. His cock, pressing against the silky white slip, would be straining against the metal ring.

Paula dropped to her knees beside him and stroked his buttocks, making him jerk as wildly as he had when he was being whipped. Her hand would appear cold and soothing in comparison to the intense heat radiating from the weals, increasing his need.

'Please...' he moaned.

'Please what? Please stop?'

'No, don't stop.'

'What, then?'

'Please let me come, mistress.'

She smiled. Peter had been to her three times before. She had emphasised that he was not allowed to come unless she gave him permission, but on previous visits he had never managed to control himself. He was learning and she was pleased. She wanted total control. Some of her regular clients had been trained to come only if she said a particular word, like Pavlov's dog learning to salivate every time a bell was rung. If Peter became one of her regulars, she would train him in the same way.

'Use your hand, then,' she whispered.

'Oh, thank you, mistress,' he said.

He raised one hand and tried to extricate his cock from the white slip, but the chains got in the way. He was already too excited to hold back and, by the time he had pulled the white slip out of the way, his orgasm exploded and gobs of white semen spattered over the black linoleum floor.

'Clean it up,' she said, giving him a minute to recover.

'Yes, mistress.' The man crawled over to the corner of the room, where there was a small waste bin lined with a plastic bag and a box of tissues. He took the tissues, used them to wipe up his ejaculation, then crawled back and put them in the waste bin, the chains clanging on the floor.

'Go into the next room and wait for me there,' Paula ordered, opening the door.

The man obeyed. He tried to get to his feet, forgetting how he was chained, but a sharp jerk on his balls soon reminded him and he decided to crawl instead. Paula closed the door as soon as he left.

'Well, Derek, now it's your turn.' And mine, she thought, but did not say.

She went to the wall and unwound the white nylon rope from the cleat that held it taut. She allowed the rope to run through the pulley, Derek, held in suspension for so long, collapsed to the floor, his muscles turned to jelly.

'Take the helmet off,' she ordered.

It took him a moment before his arms would respond. His hands were still bound together by the thick leather cuffs, but he managed to grip the rubber helmet and tugged it over his head. The phallus-shaped gag popped out of his mouth, covered with saliva.

'Get on the bed, on your back.'

'Yes, mistress,' Derek squeaked.

There was a small double bed in the corner of the room, its mattress covered with a black sheet. Short lengths of thick white nylon rope were tied securely to each leg of the metal frame. Though his legs were still bound tightly together, Derek managed to pull himself over to the bed then lever himself up on to the black sheet.

Paula had gone to the cupboard. She took out an odd-looking plastic dildo, its shaft curved and distressed in a crude effort to make it resemble the shape of a real phallus. It had a large black rubber bag attached to the end. Hanging from the bag by a short tube was a rubber bulb.

Paula climbed on to the mattress. She grabbed his arms, hauled them up over his head. She took hold of the white rope at the top left-hand corner of the bed and tied it to the central link in the leather cuffs. Then she straddled Derek's shoulders, allowing him to look up her long, stocking-sheathed legs to her sex. Her labia were fat and rubbery, with little pubic hair to hide the inner contours.

'You do know what to do, don't you?'

'Yes, mistress.'

Paula leant forward. The rubber suit he had been squeezed into earlier had a long zip at the crotch. She pulled it open, and his erection immediately sprang free. He moaned loudly with relief.

'Open your mouth.' As he obeyed, she took the dildo and placed the rubber bag between his lips. Using the rubber bulb, she began to pump air into the bag until it filled his mouth completely and his cheeks were bulging, the rubber dildo sticking up at a right-angle to his face.

She didn't allow many of her clients the privilege of being used by her, but Derek was one of them. He had been coming to her every two weeks for over a year.

Paula squatted over his face, taking the dildo in her hand and placing it at the mouth of her vagina. Her sex spasmed as she felt the thick cylinder of rubber nosing into her delicate flesh. Slowly, she lowered herself on her haunches, allowing the dildo to impale itself in her. She was very wet. Administering a whipping always got her excited. She sank right down until she could feel Derek's face on her thighs and the tip of the dildo nestling against the neck of her womb.

'Mm...' A huge wave of pleasure flooded over her. She used her left hand to hold Derek's cock, as if it were a lever specifically designed to help her support herself; meanwhile, with the middle finger of the right, she searched out her clit. The first touch was electric. She moaned again.

Paula knew her own body well. She knew what it liked. Sometimes she would string one of the slaves up in front of her, lie on the small bed and masturbate lazily, bringing herself to a slow climax while they were made to watch. But she was in no mood for delayed gratification now. She needed to come quickly. She jammed her finger against the little promontory of flesh and flicked it from side to side. Her body rocked with the shock of pleasure this produced. She pushed herself down on to Derek's face, feeling his cheekbones press into her big fleshy thighs, and the dildo sank deeper, too.

Derek started to struggle.

Paula's whole body went rigid. She felt her vagina contract tightly around the dildo as her orgasm took control. She managed to flick her finger against her clitoris one more time, then she crushed it back against the underlying bone as her orgasm exploded. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her.

During all this, she had been clutching his penis spasmodically, more for support than for his pleasure, but now it began to jerk in her hand, jetting semen out on to his black rubber-covered belly.

'Did I give you permission to come?' she said, as soon as the waves of feeling had passed. She stood up, tearing the dildo from her body with a loud squelching sound. His cheeks and chin were glistening with the juices from her sex.

He shook his head.

'You know what that means, don't you?'

He nodded. It meant punishment.

––––––––

[image: ]


ANGELA STRICKLAND WAS ten minutes early. It was only her seventh day at Slaughter and Roe and she was still keen to make a good impression.

Their offices were in Notting Hill Gate and, like most estate agents, had a long frontage on to the street, the rows of desks on view to the public behind the big plate windows and the advertisements for the latest properties that hung in them. The best desks, at the back of the large open office, where it was slightly more private, were allotted to the more senior staff and the worst right at the front in the window, where the sun beat down remorselessly in the summer, and a chill wind blew in through the front door in the winter, went to the more junior employees. As the most junior, Angela sat right in front of the glass.

'Good morning.'

She was surprised to see Gary Roe striding in through the door, minutes after her. As the senior partner, she had barely said more than two words to him, the whole week.

'Good morning, Mr Roe.'

'Gary, please. I've never been much for formalities.' He came over and sat on the edge of her desk. 'Sorry I haven't been around much, last week. Like to welcome all the staff personally, but it's been a bit hectic.' Gary was in his early thirties. He was slender and tall, with a large gold signet ring on his finger. He wore a beautifully tailored grey suit, a handmade white shirt and a silk tie. He had a ready smile and deep-green eyes, with crows' feet at each corner. His curly dark brown hair was so thick that it grew right down over his forehead.

'That's all right. I didn't expect...'

'Anyway, how are you settling in?'

'Fine, thank you Mr... Gary.'

'Good. Good. Josephine's been keeping a beady eye on you, I expect.'

Josephine Donald was a fifty-year-old matron, who wore a peach-coloured twin set and pearls, and black-framed spectacles. She ruled the office with a rod of steel, keeping all the employees under strict supervision, the slightest hint of horseplay punished with one of her withering looks.

'She's been very kind,' Angela replied. It was true. Josephine was a martinet but a maternal one. She had helped Angela with all her problems and had even given her much-needed advice about trying to find somewhat better accommodation than the mouldy bedsit she was presently inhabiting.

'Good. Good. And remember, my door is always open, if there's anything I can help you with: anything at all...'

'That's very kind.'

'Well, better get on.' He smiled, revealing very regular and very white teeth, then strode across the office to the spiral staircase that led to the first-floor offices that the two partners inhabited.

Angela Strickland thought of herself as a little naive. She'd had very little experience of city life. Born and brought up in a remote part of Cornwall by her widowed mother, she had been sent to a remote boarding school in the highlands of Scotland, where a man had been a sight as rare as a glimpse of the sun. But she knew enough to understand that she was attractive to men and to know why. She had the sort of blonde hair that was almost luminous, falling in liquid waves way past her shoulders. Her face had delicate, sharp features with a straight nose, a small mouth with very red lips and deep-blue eyes. Though she was not tall, only five foot three inches in her stockinged feet, she had shapely slender legs and her figure was curvaceous, with a narrow waist and a jutting bosom.

And for that reason, she couldn't help wondering if Gary Roe's interest was entirely due to concern for the smooth running of his firm, or whether he had another motivation.

By nine-thirty the office was fully populated and the phones had started ringing. To teach her the ropes, Josephine had asked Sally Fennell to work with Angela for the first two weeks, and they had got on well together. Sally had shown her how to go to properties and work up the details that would form the basis for the one- or two-page circulars that would be sent out to other agents and given to prospective buyers. They were supposed to go to a house this morning at ten for this very purpose.

'Angela.' Josephine walked across the office to Angela's desk. 'I've just had Sally on the phone. She's going to be late. Dentist or something. Do you think you're up to going to Park Drive on your own?'

'I think so,' Angela said hesitantly.

'Good. Here's the key. The owner's already moved out, so the place will be empty. Just make sure you get all the dimensions.'

'Fine.' It shouldn't be a problem, Angela thought. The firm provided a pro forma, and all she had to do was fill it in.

Josephine put the key on Angela's desk. 'Any problems, just ring me.'

'Thanks.'

Angela took an electronic tape-measure from her desk drawer, and an A-Z of London. She checked she had a pen and a clipboard, as well as the pro forma. Park Drive was only around the corner from the office and she decided to walk. It was early spring and, though a weak sun was trying to burn through the clouds, there was a cold northerly wind and she needed the light mac she had brought with her.

Out on the street she walked briskly along to Holland Park, then turned left into a small, discreet cul-de-sac. The houses were terraced and had mostly been converted into flats, but Number 18 had a single bell on the panelled front door.

Angela unlocked the front door and stepped inside. There was a litter of post on the doormat, together with circulars and little cards from minicab companies. The house had that particular smell that all empty houses had in common, a combination of dust and damp and stale air.

Closing the door behind her, Angela walked around the ground floor. It seemed pretty standard. There was a dining room off the kitchen and a large sitting room with a tiny patio garden not much bigger than a postage stamp, its terracotta paving dotted with numerous plants in big terracotta pots. The plants all looked healthy and well cared for, testimony to the fact that the house had not been empty for long.

Angela took off her coat, hung it on the newel post of the stairs and began work in the kitchen, pointing the electronic measure and reading off the widths. It took her twenty minutes to complete the downstairs, double-checking everything, determined not to make a mistake on her first solo assignment.

When she was satisfied she hadn't missed anything, she mounted the straight staircase to the first floor. The door to the bedroom at the front was open and she wandered in. Again, she carefully measured the bedroom and the en suite bathroom, noting all the features: the number of built-in wardrobes, the colour of the bath, the presence of a bidet and a separate shower cubicle. At the other end of the landing there was another small bedroom, a small shower room and toilet. Opposite this was another door to what she imagined was the third bedroom. Oddly, she thought, the door was locked, though the key was in the lock under the handle.

She turned the key and opened the door. It was thick and padded on the inside. The room beyond was small and square and smelt heavily of a musky, rich perfume. The walls and ceiling and the stripped wooden floor had all been painted black. Angela could see the frame of the window that would have overlooked the small patio at the back of the house, but the window had been boarded up and the boarding painted black, too.

Even with the light flooding in from the hall, it was difficult to see more and Angela switched on the electric light. There was a single naked bulb hanging from the ceiling.

What Angela saw astonished her. In the corner of the room was a metal cage, about four feet high and two feet square. The top of the cage was hooked into a metal chain threaded through a pulley attached to an RSJ that ran diagonally across the ceiling. The chain was tied off to a cleat on one of the walls, so the whole cage could be suspended. There were two more pulleys hanging from the RSJ, both threaded with white nylon rope, which were secured to pairs of thickly padded leather cuffs.

On the far wall, square metal plates had been bolted into the plaster, two just above the skirting board and two at well over head-height. They were positioned at about three feet apart; screwed into each plate was a metal ring.

Jutting from the opposite wall was what, at first glance, looked like an ironing table. But it was built a great deal more solidly, with a huge steel bracket supporting it from underneath. Wide leather straps had been attached to the middle of the board; at the end closest to the wall and on either side of it, there were two more pulley-like arrangements of nylon rope, this time each attached to a single metal cuff.

Angela stared around in disbelief. It looked to her as if the room had been used as a sort of torture chamber. It repelled her and fascinated her all at the same time. She reached above her head and touched one of the leather cuffs dangling there. Experimentally, she wound it around her wrist. She found herself imagining what it would be like to be tied up here, with her hands bound above her head. To her astonishment, this thought produced a deep and shocking throb from between her legs.

Quickly, she took out the electronic measure. It only took a moment to get the measurements down. As soon as she had completed this task, she walked out into the hall and locked the door behind her again.

But the room was not as easily forgotten as that. As she walked back to the office, with her clipboard tucked under her aim, she found herself trying to work out what the various devices were for. The cage was easy to work out. A victim was locked inside, then suspended. With the lack of height, it would be impossible to stand up properly. It would be very uncomfortable, especially over a long period of time. She tried to work out what the ironing board arrangement was for. It was just long enough for a victim to be strapped along its length, with their buttocks jutting out at one end. Were their legs then secured in the leather cuffs from the pulleys on either side and drawn back over their heads, so their body was doubled up?

But even if that were the case, what was the point? Why would anyone want to own such complicated instruments of torture?

Back at the office, Angela typed up her notes, putting all the measurements into the computer. She would talk to Gary later about a valuation, though she had her own figure in mind. Naturally, she made no mention of the house's most unusual feature. She didn't mention it to Josephine, either, when the matronly woman asked her if everything had been all right. But she wanted to talk to someone about what she had seen.

At twelve-thirty, Sally breezed in. She dropped into the chair at the side of Angela's desk.

'Hi. Anything new?' Her mouth was still frozen with novocaine, and she spoke with a distinct slur.

'I went to do that house in Park Drive.'

'On your own?' She was grinning. 'In that case, I'd better buy you a drink. Come on, it's lunchtime,' she said.

They walked to the pub two doors down from the office, which most of the Slaughter and Roe's staff frequented, and found a corner table. Sally went to the bar to buy the drinks.

'So how did you get on, this morning?' Sally asked as she brought over two glasses of red wine.

'Fine,' Angela said.

Sally began to grin broadly again.

'What's the matter with you?'

'You didn't find anything... unusual?'

Angela began to blush. She still hadn't worked out why the room she had found was equipped in the way it was, but had the uneasy feeling that other people might not be so naive. She didn't want to be made fun of for not knowing something that was perfectly obvious to the rest of the world.

'You did,' Sally said, reading her expression. 'Come on, tell all.'

'How did you know?'

'Know what?'

'About the room?'

Sally grinned again. 'I just guessed. Come on, what was it like?'

Angela told her. She told her about the cage and the ironing board and the pulleys.

Sally began to laugh. 'That's great.'

'So how did you know?'

'The owner came to the office a couple of weeks ago, before she moved out. I met her. She was a prostitute.'

'A prostitute?'

'You've seen the cards in the telephone boxes.'

'Yes.' Angela had seen them, all right. It would have been difficult to miss them. Almost every telephone box in London was covered with cards advertising the services of young women of every shape and size, the lurid details of what they were prepared to do accompanied by an alluring photograph purporting to be the woman in question, often clad in thigh-length boots or black stockings.

'Well, she was Miss Stern. Get it?'

'No.'

'Miss Stern. Domination, bondage and correction.'

'I don't understand.'

'Where have you been, Angie? Don't you know about all that?'

'I've read the ads. I wasn't sure what they meant.'

Sally laughed. 'You really have led a sheltered life, haven't you?'

'I suppose so.'

'You're not a virgin, are you?'

'No!'

'Just asking. This may come as a shock to you, Angie, but there are certain men who get their jollies in rather peculiar ways.'

Angela found herself blushing again.

'They're not into normal sex. They want S and M. Or B and D.'

'What?'

'Sadism and masochism. Bondage and domination.'

'I still don't understand.'

'They want to be slaves. To be completely dominated. Part of that involves being tied up. And tortured. Usually whipped.'

'My God, really?'

'Yes. Really.'

Angela suddenly had a vivid image of a man tied down on the ironing board-like structure at Number 18 Park Drive, his legs doubled back over his body and his thighs and buttocks completely exposed. It would be easy to whip him, in such a position, and he would be helpless to prevent it. Angela shuddered.

'And men pay for that?' she said.

'You bet. It's very common.'

'Have you ever...?'

'I once had a man who liked to be spanked on the bum. But he was only a mild case. The sort of guys who go to Miss Stern are into it in a big way. They can't get it off unless they're really abused. It's not just the pain and the bondage. It's the humiliation, too. They like being made to crawl around on the floor and lick the girl's shoes.'

Angela felt her heart skip a beat. A memory sprung into her mind. Like a crucial piece of a jigsaw puzzle that had been lost for a long time, suddenly what she had experienced more than a year ago began to make sense.

'I read about it. It fascinated me. I found this book about sexual perversions. It's not only men, either. Women can get the same sort of obsession.'

'What, needing to be whipped?'

'Yes, and tied up. There's all sorts of kinky stuff goes on. Rubber's another one.'

'Rubber?'

'Wearing rubber clothes. It's something about the smell, apparently. And then there's water sports.'

'Water sports?'

'Being peed on.'

'How disgusting! People find that sexy?'

Sally nodded. 'But I think S and M is the most common.'

'I had no idea.'

But she had. Angela realised that she had a very good idea. She had experienced it for herself: only, up until this very moment, she had never realised what was going on.

'Do you want another?' Angela asked, nodding at their drinks.

'One more, then I'd better get back. Have you talked to Gary about the valuation?'

'Not yet. It's a nice house. It should sell quickly.'

'Who knows: the dungeon might even be a selling-point.'

Angela got to her feet a little unsteadily. She realised she was sweating and her hand was shaking. In its way, what Sally had told her was a revelation as great as her first biology class, when she'd realised exactly what the moist, soft slit between her legs was actually for.

She took a deep breath and marched to the bar.
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Chapter Two
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ANGELA STRICKLAND LAY in a hot bath. She could hardly remember what she had done for the rest of the day. Her mind had been completely preoccupied.

Though her mother had had a large house and had managed to send her to a boarding school, when Angela had finally come home, at the age of eighteen, she soon realised that the family finances were tight. Her father had died when she was only four and the value of her widow's pension had slowly dwindled away. In order to help out, Angela had gone to work at the local stables. She'd always been good with horses and seemed to have a knack for showing others how to ride. She had taught several children and some adults, and the word soon got around that she was good. The money wasn't great but, in that part of Cornwall, there was little else to do.

She had supplemented her income further by agreeing to act as a groom for some of the other riders, brushing down their horses and cleaning their tack after their rides.

One of her customers had been Gregory Wilmott. He owned the largest house in the village and, though his business was based in London, he liked to ride whenever he got back from the city. He paid Angela generously for grooming his hunter and always gave her a big tip.

Almost a year ago to the day, Gregory had arrived at the stables in his big Jaguar. He got out his hunter, a big chestnut Arab, and rode off at a canter, telling Angela that he'd be back in an hour. It was already late and the other grooms and staff of the stables had gone home. She would have gone, too, but she needed the money and didn't want to miss the opportunity of benefitting from Gregory's largesse.

It was dark when she finally heard the horse thunder into the yard.

Gregory Wilmott jumped from the saddle and handed her the reins.

'Good ride, sir?' she'd asked.

'Wonderful.' He'd headed for the showers that were provided on the side of the office block.

She led the horse into the stables and began pulling off the saddle. It had sweated up on its shoulders and under its belly, and she had to wipe it down with a sponge before she began grooming it with a brush.

'That looks good.' His voice startled her. He had showered and changed his clothes and was standing with wet hair, watching her work. He was an attractive man, with black hair, a rather rugged face and an athletic body. He was holding a silver flask in his right hand.

'You gave him a good run. He likes that.'

'And I like you. I'd like to give you a good run, too.' He took a swig from the flask.

'And what about your wife?' she said sharply. She was used to the amorous attentions of several of the men at the stables and had never taken it seriously.

'My wife doesn't understand me. She's a cold fish. Look at you: you're all hot and alive.'

He took two steps towards her, wrapped his arms around her waist, laced his fingers together and kissed her neck. 'You smell wonderful. All sweaty and wet.'

'Let go.' She struggled, trying to pull his hands apart.

'Come on, Angie. It doesn't have to be for love, you know. How about you earn yourself a really big tip, tonight?'

'No, thank you. Now, behave.' She managed to break out of his arms and run to the other side of the stables.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
iL bHe Boy...
BECKY Bell

€ 0D and SPO

spare Ii|il

-





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





