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Clutching an antique clock to her breast, Jade Kimberly stood quivering before the aristocratic young man. Her face sallow with shock, her heart racing wildly, she knew this was the end of the line as he moved closer, scrutinizing her black leather catsuit faithfully following the violin curves of her body. This shouldn't be happening, she reflected uneasily. It was not meant to be like this. Tossing her long golden locks over her shoulder, her blue eyes widening as he focused on the clock, she waited in fear and trepidation.

"That's a French novelty clock, circa eighteen seventy," he said authoritatively, his dark eyes frowning accusingly beneath his lined forehead. "Worth around five thousand pounds."

"Yes, I know what it is," she replied, returning the clock to the mantlepiece.

"And it's mine, it belongs to me."

"I was just..."

"Just going to steal it?"

"No, I..."

"You have the audacity to break into my home and steal my clock? You brazenly walk in here and... I'm going to ring the police."

Watching as he walked to a small table by an armchair and lifted the telephone, anxiety welling from the pit of her churning stomach, she bit her lip. One burglary too many, she pondered anxiously as his finger hovered threateningly above the push buttons. But this wasn't her only major problem. An anonymous letter she'd received that morning listing the last half dozen robberies she'd committed, someone else knew of her criminal activities. There'd been no demand for money, no threats to expose her, only the frightening words, I'll be watching you.

Imagining herself in court, asking for dozens of other burglaries to be taken into consideration, she turned and looked through the open doorway leading to the hall, wondering whether to make a run for it. Dizzy with apprehension, never had she been in this situation before, always entering and leaving country mansions quickly, silently, deftly. First the letter, and now this disaster, she reflected nervously, her heart thumping hard against her chest.

But raiding Earl Alban's mansion shouldn't have been a disaster. She'd discovered from her research that he was to attend a function in London's fashionable Knightsbridge that evening. He'd booked into a hotel and shouldn't have returned until the following morning, so what had gone wrong? Why had her meticulous homework failed her?

"You have your clock and I've not taken anything else, so..." she began hesitantly, praying for a way out.

He replaced the receiver, scrutinizing her curvaceous body again. "So, what?" he asked.

Eyeing the telephone, her apprehension waning slightly, she forced a smile. "Let me go and I'll never come anywhere near your place again."

"A very good friend of mine, Lord Hailbury, had a valuable miniature painting stolen last month. His butler saw a girl of your description running through the grounds of the mansion."

"I had nothing to do with that," Jade returned, recalling the robbery.

"Of course you did. As always, you left your calling card."

"Calling card?" she echoed, her heart leaping into her mouth.

"A pair of red panties, just like the pair you've left on my mantlepiece."

Jade gazed at the panties neatly folded beside the clock, the white stain on the crotch clearly visibly. She'd always left her calling card as an impertinent statement of her daringness, a means of proclaiming feminine prowess. But she'd become blasé, complacent during her many successful robberies - never had she thought the panties would be her downfall.

Looking around the room, her stomach churning as the stark reality of her predicament sank in, she knew there was no escape as the young Earl straightened the clock and slipped the panties into the pocket of his burgundy smoking-jacket. If he wasn't going to call the police, what was he going to do? All he could do was let her go, give her a stern lecture, and then allow her to leave.

"Perhaps we can come to an arrangement," he smiled amicably, gazing at her catsuit stretched tautly over the full globes of her breasts. "You're an extremely attractive girl and... I'm sorry, I only know you from the newspapers as Pussy Pillage - what's your name?"

"Jade," she replied softly, her blue eyes darting between the doorway and the Earl.

"Jade, a lovely name for a lovely girl. I'm Earl Alban."

"Yes, I know."

"Bryan, call me Bryan. I'll tell you what I'll do, Jade. I'm a reasonable sort of chap and, as you said, I still have my clock."

"I've not taken anything else," she enlightened him with a hint of relief.

"I know you haven't. You have class, style, finesse - it would be a great shame to see you in Holloway."

"Holloway?" she gasped. "What are you suggesting?"

"I don't know, yet. Come with me and I'll show you my art gallery."

Watching the good-looking young man walk across the parquet floor of the lavishly furnished dining hall, she cautiously followed him through an oak door into a small, dimly-lit room. Switching the wall lights on, he waited for her reaction as she gazed at an oil painting hanging above a burgundy chaise lounge. The painting depicted two teenage girls entwined in lesbian lust on a huge bed, their mouths locked in a passionate kiss, their fingers eagerly exploring between each other's swollen vaginal lips. A photograph catching her eyes, she held her hand to her pretty mouth as she focused on a naked young woman kneeling before a country gentleman, his erect penis in her mouth.

"I'm a connoisseur of fine art, erotic art," the Earl smiled, waving his hand at the paintings and photographs adorning the oak-panelled walls. "I admire the naked female form, the gentle curves and crevices of the female body."

"Yes, I can see that," she replied fearfully, gazing at a photograph of a young woman bending over, her fleshy vaginal lips swelling alluringly either side of her sex crack, perfectly symmetrical between her shapely thighs.

"By all accounts, Holloway isn't the sort of place for an attractive girl such as you. Of course, if this was your first burglary, then you'd probably be given a suspended sentence. As this is one of many... What's it to be, Jade?"

Eyeing a row of carved-oak dildos standing to attention on a shelf, perfect replicas of huge penises, Jade pondered her predicament. What was it to be? Holloway or... Although she couldn't believe it, she knew what he was suggesting as an alternative to prison. Sex, that powerful desire, man's weakness - woman's strength. Forcing a smile as she swayed on her trembling legs, she finally turned and faced the Earl, pondering his alternative.

"What do you mean?" she asked anxiously, brushing her blonde hair away from her angelic face.

"I mean, slip your catsuit off," he replied as a matter of fact, straightening a painting of a naked woman sitting with her thighs wide apart as she examined her intricate vaginal folds.

"No, I..."

"It's up to you, my pretty one."

Locking the door and slipping the key into his pocket, he took a large dildo from the shelf and ran his fingertip over the polished glans. His movements were unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world. As he reclined on the chaise lounge, suggestively moving the phallus up and down, Jade again looked about the room. There was no way out, she was trapped, but she had a choice - prison or... There was no option; she knew only too well that she was to trade her body for freedom.

"It's not often I have exquisite young ladies visit me," he grinned. "Or, I should say, break into my home."

"What do you want from me?" she asked, feigning naivety, innocence.

"I've told you, slip your catsuit off."

"Then what?"

"You'll see."

"Bryan, this is silly," she chuckled, eyeing the wooden phallus apprehensively as he ran his hand up and down the shaft. "Can't we..."

"Can't we what?"

"Well, there must be a way to solve our problem."

"Our problem? It's your problem, Jade - not mine."

Slipping her trembling finger through the gold ring hanging below her neck, she slowly pulled the zip down, her deep cleavage, the full orbs of her naked breasts, coming into view as the good-looking young man watched in his rising eagerness. Her leather catsuit opening, revealing the gentle curve of her stomach, the neat indent of her navel, she hesitated as he took a handkerchief from his pocket and polished the dildo.

"Very nice," he smiled, his dark eyes transfixed on the smooth tanned skin of her stomach. "Keep going, Jade."

"There's nothing to prove that I'm here to steal from you," she murmured. "I could say that you invited me to your home."

"Firstly, your fingerprints are on my clock, secondly, I have your incriminating calling card, and thirdly, the police have been hunting a blonde cat burglar for several months. Here you are, in my home wearing a black leather catsuit, you have long blonde hair... The evidence is more than circumstantial, Jade. How did you get in?"

"I slipped the lock on the servants' entrance."

"I'll have to tighten up security. But there are more pressing matters, namely, the removal of your catsuit."

Dragging the gold ring down further, her sparse blonde pubic curls springing to life, Jade pulled the garment over her shoulders and slipped her arms out of the sleeves. Her firm breasts and succulent erect nipples flagrantly displayed as the suit fell and gathered in folds around her waist, the brown discs of her areolae darkening, she hung her head in her embarrassment.

"Slip your boots off and then remove the suit," he instructed her, focusing on the blonde down veiling the delicate ascent of her mons.

"This is tantamount to rape," she returned shakily.

"Rape is forcing a woman to have sex against her will. I'm not forcing you to do anything against your will, you have a choice."

"Some choice."

"It's a choice, all the same."

Kicking her boots aside, she leaned forward and tugged the suit down her long legs, her humiliation rising as her full breasts swung alluringly before the young man. Her mind swirling with a thousand thoughts, she gazed at her erect nipples as she pulled the leather suit off her feet. This was robbery - sexual robbery.

Standing upright as she stepped out of the garment, exhibiting her curvaceous body to her captor, she wondered what he'd ask of her next, what he'd steal from her. His eyes transfixed on the dark discs of her areolae, her protruding milk teats, he licked his lips, obviously delighting in her plight. It was a choice, all the same. She had to go along with him, play the game or...

"Beautiful," he smiled, gazing longingly at the moist valley of her pussy slit. "Come over here and place one foot on the arm of the chaise lounge."

"How do I know that you won't call the police?" she asked, tentatively walking towards him, the luxurious carpet soft beneath her naked feet.

"I'm a man of honour, my word is my bond."

"A man of honour wouldn't do this."

"Honour amongst thieves, Jade. You wanted something from me, now I want something from you."

Lifting her leg and placing her foot on the arm of the chaise lounge, her pussy lips swelling seductively before his lecherous gaze, her vaginal slit opening invitingly, she closed her eyes. Whatever happened, it would be better than prison, she ruminated as he brushed her blonde curls with his fingertips, tracing the gentle curves of her plush sex hillocks. Whatever she was forced to endure, she'd eventually be given her freedom.

"How did a beautiful girl such as you get into burglary?" he asked, his fingertip between the pink butterfly wings of her moist inner lips, hovering dangerously close to her vaginal portal.

"I... I like antiques," she replied weakly.

"You mean, you like money?"

"No, I keep most of the things I... I steal."

"From what I've read in the papers, you must have quite a collection."

"Yes, I have."

"You have no qualms about stealing?"

"No, I only steal from those who have money."

As his finger glided into the wetness of her vaginal canal and massaged her hot inner flesh, she involuntarily let out a rush of breath. The sensations permeating her quivering womb as she stood in the degrading position, she tried to fathom how she'd made such a fatal mistake. To be caught like this was grossly unprofessional, and forced to offer her naked body in exchange for her release was humiliating in the extreme. Forced? It was a choice, all the same.

"Do you masturbate?" he asked unashamedly, his fingertip encircling her urethral opening, teasing her sensitive spot.

"No, I..."

"I'd like to watch you rubbing your clitoris, taking yourself to orgasm, bringing yourself off."

"Please, don't talk like that."

"Do you masturbate, Jade?"

"No, I don't," she sighed, her juices of arousal decanting from her tightening vagina as his finger drove deeper into her tightening pussy, exploring her most intimate flesh.

Recalling when she'd first discovered her clitoris, the pleasure of masturbation, she pictured her parents' back garden. She'd been playing with the broom, riding it like a hobby horse, the handle pressing against her panties, rubbing between her hairless pussy lips. In her tender years of innocence, the new and exciting sensations had initially frightened her, but her fear had quickly turned into elation. Standing with her feet wide apart and rocking her hips, massaging her pleasure spot against the hard shaft of the broom handle, she'd experienced the first of many sexual climaxes.

"Tell me how you masturbate," the Earl persisted, smiling as he expertly attended the sexual centre of her naked body.

"I... I don't masturbate," she whispered, recalling her fingers between her fleshy sex lips as she lay in her bed, rubbing her ripening clitoris to orgasm.

"Of course you do. All women masturbate, it's common knowledge."

Biting her lip as he drove a second finger into her wetting vagina, violating her inner sanctum, she tried to deny the immense pleasure he was bringing her, the beautiful sensations running through her contracting womb. Her breathing deep, heavy, she swore to be prudent in future. But the future was far away, like a distant ship on the horizon. Ships pass in the night, she mused as her vaginal muscles tightened around his fingers. This was only a passing of ships in the night.

Moving forward, the young Earl kissed and licked the silky-soft skin of her inner thigh, his wet fingers slipping out of her creamy vagina and moving up her gaping sex valley. Recalling the first time she'd discovered her pussy hole, her slender finger slipping into her opening and exploring her inner sheath, she realized that the thought was sending her arousal sky high. Desperately trying to push all thoughts of sex from her tormented mind, she knew the battle against her powerful inner desires was futile as her womb quivered. She couldn't win the fight.

His fingertip caressing her erect clitoris as she trembled in the beginnings of her orgasm, she tried to halt her imminent coming as he licked her ballooning outer lips, his tongue snaking through her golden pussy fleece. Shuddering as her clitoris responded, swelling and pulsating beneath his vibrating fingertip, her womb rhythmically contracting as the sensations transmitted deep into her pelvis, she finally succumbed, yielding to her powerful feminine needs and letting out a sigh of pleasure.

"Like it?" he asked, looking up at her flushing face. Opening her eyes, she returned his gaze, again wondering what else he'd demand of her before allowing her to leave. Pondering his penis, she knew his organ would be erect, his purple glans swollen in readiness to penetrate her tight vagina. Her girl lips hadn't hugged a thrusting penis since her boyfriend had left her a year ago, and a quiver ran up her spine as she imagined the young Earl driving his knob deep into her love mouth, pumping his sperm into her sex duct.

But this was prostitution, she ruminated, her pulsating clitoris sending electrifying ripples of pleasure through her naked body. No, it was simply a way out, the only way to secure her release. Allowing him the pleasure of her body wasn't too much to give in return for freedom. Besides, his intimate attention would bring her much needed sexual relief. Even though the circumstances were bizarre, she hadn't come for a year, and she desperately needed the relief of orgasm.

"Relax and let it come," he said softly, obviously aware of her inner battle against letting go as he increased his gentle masturbating rhythm. Her juices of ecstasy streaming from her rubicund vaginal estuary, her naked body trembling uncontrollably, she knew she was about to come as he drove the dildo deep into her rhythmically contracting vagina. The cold wooden shaft stretching the silky walls of her love duct, the rounded end pressing against the soft hardness of her cervix, she gasped as she reached the point of no return, crossed the threshold to orgasm. Shuddering as her climax erupted within her pulsating sex nodule, the pistoning dildo squelching within her inflamed love sheath, she whimpered uncontrollably in her illicit ecstasy.

"No!" she breathed, tossing her head back as he parted her delectable pussy lips and sucked her solid clitoris into his hot mouth, expertly licking the sensitive tip. "God, no!" Her orgasm gripping her naked body, sending exhilarating sensations of sex through her quivering flesh, she clung to his head to steady herself. On and on her orgasm rolled as he licked and sucked her throbbing clitoris and thrust the dildo in and out of her drenched vagina, the waves of euphoria reaching every nerve ending, tightening every muscle.

Her full breasts heaving, her stomach quivering, she grimaced as her agonising pleasure peaked, her naked body rocking with the exquisite sensations of sex. Sustaining her climax, his tongue sweeping over her pulsating pleasure nodule, the dildo massaging deep inside her drenched vagina, the young Earl was obviously an expert in female stimulation.

"No more!" Jade finally gasped as her orgasm receded, leaving her flushed with sex, her sated body trembling uncontrollably. Slipping the glistening dildo out of the hot sheath of her pussy, he reclined, scrutinizing her crimson vulval flesh, her juices of orgasm flowing in waterfalls of liquid desire from her inflamed vaginal portal. Shuddering, Jade staggered back, gasping in the aftermath of her euphoria as she leaned on the wall to support her curvaceous body on her sagging legs.

"Better than Holloway?" he asked as she locked her glazed eyes to his.

"Yes," she whispered, her hair veiling her sex-rouged face like a curtain of gold silk as she looked down at her erect nipples. "May I go now?"

"Yes, if you promise to return."

"Return?" she echoed, surprised.

"I want to see you again."

"When?" she asked, retrieving her catsuit and pulling the garment up her long legs, concealing her secret triangle of sex-matted blonde curls.

"Tomorrow evening, the same time. I'd like to take some photographs for my gallery."

"I'll be here," she replied, having no intention of returning as she pulled her leather boots on.

"I'll give you a tip, Jade. Try Brentwood House."

"Brentwood House?"

"It's on the road running north from Holmehurst Village."

"Yes, I know the village. But why are you..."

"A family feud going back... It doesn't matter why."

Zipping her catsuit as he passed her the key to her freedom, she moved to the door, wondering whether he was going to see her out. Relaxing on the chaise lounge, he flashed her a smile of satisfaction and waved his hand, indicating for her to leave. Examining the creamy surface of the pussy-wet dildo, he said nothing as she slipped out of the room and closed the door behind her.

She'd given her naked body in exchange for her freedom, the illicit act was finally over - but to leave empty handed? No, that wasn't Jade's style. Grinning as she walked across the dining hall to the mantlepiece, she hesitated, her blue eyes darting between the closed door and the clock. "Oh, well," she finally breathed, grabbing the clock and sprinting across the hall. "Might as well take what I came for."

Opening the front door, she paused as she noticed a pediment type barometer cased in walnut hanging on the wall. Early eighteenth century, she mused, running her fingertips over the polished wood. No, she had what she wanted. Stealing the barometer was tempting, but it wasn't part of her plan.

Drifting across the grass like a ghost in the dark of the night, she made her way through the pine trees to the lane where she'd parked her Mini, thankful that she had her freedom - and her pussy. Carefully placing the clock in the passenger foot well and starting the engine, as if waking from a dream, she realized how lucky she'd been, how narrow her escape.

Pondering her bizarre experience as she drove along the winding lane to the main road, the trees casting eerie shadows in the headlamps, she couldn't believe what had happened - or her luck. "The power of pussy!" she giggled nervously, her stomach somersaulting as she sped down the road. But her pussy wouldn't solve the problem of the anonymous letter, she knew as the clock chimed eleven. I'll be watching you.

"Watching me?" she murmured anxiously, wondering how someone knew so much about her clandestine activities. "How could someone watch my every move?" Although it seemed impossible, someone was out there, following, lurking, watching. What did they want? What the hell did they want?

Finally reaching her flat, she grabbed her spoils and took the key from beneath the flowerpot on the doorstep and let herself in. "God!" she gasped, shaking her head in disbelief as she again recalled the evening's events, realizing that she could have been in the cold and barren police cells rather than her cosy flat. "Lady luck must have been with me!"

Placing the clock on the Welsh dresser in the dining room, she walked into the kitchen and filled the kettle, wondering what the Earl had thought when he'd discovered her crime. "He took what he wanted, and I took what I wanted," she murmured, switching the kettle on. "Exchange is no robbery."

Slipping out of her catsuit, she folded the garment and hid it in the cupboard beneath the sink, again pondering the randy young Earl. Wondering why he'd not wanted to go further, she stood with her feet wide apart and bent her knees, examining her juice-matted pubic hair, her fleshy pussy lips, the pink butterfly wings protruding from her gaping sex crack. It would have been nice to have him fuck her, she giggled inwardly, recalling the huge wooden phallus thrusting in and out of her love duct, massaging the silky walls of her long-neglected sex sheath.

Pouring a cup of coffee, she ambled into the lounge and switched the video on, her clitoris stirring, calling for her intimate attention. Settling on the sofa, curling her naked body into a ball, her vagina wetting as she again recalled the thrusting dildo, she thanked God for her pussy. Another robbery successfully completed, she reflected happily as she reached behind her naked buttocks, her fingers playing in the valley dividing her love lips as the film began. Exchange was no robbery.

––––––––
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WALKING INTO THE OFFICE at nine the following morning, Jade slipped her blue corduroy jacket off and adjusted her glasses. Wearing dull flat shoes and thick, dark-grey woollen tights, her face devoid of makeup, she pondered her latest robbery. Swearing never to be caught again, she realized that she could have easily avoided making the fatal mistake by hiding in the shadows, biding her time rather than walking brazenly into the dining hall.

We live and learn, she mused, sitting at her desk. Her hair in a ponytail, she flattened her knee-length, navy-blue pleated skirt and smiled as a stunning dark-haired girl approached. No one knew of Jade's nightly activities, the drab office girl's robberies - no one apart from the anonymous letter writer. Did he or she know where she worked?

"Hi, Jade," she the girl said, perching her rounded buttocks on the edge of the desk. "How'ya doin'?"

"Fine, Becky - have a good evening?"

"I went to that new disco in town. It's great, and the guys! So, what did you do?"

"I stayed in and watched the film."

"You should get out and about instead of staying in night after night.

"I'm not into discos, I like watching TV."

"That's all you ever do. You're not unattractive, Jade. I've told you before, if you made a little effort, let your hair down and got yourself some makeup and decent clothes, you'd look OK."

"I'm OK as I am," Jade returned, gazing at the girl over her brown-rimmed glasses. "You know I'm not into discos and guys."

"Oh well, it's your life."

"It certainly is."

"Hey, I met this bloke last night, he's name's Gary. God, what a mover! Can he dance!"

"You enjoyed yourself, then?"

"Too right! I'm meeting him tonight, we're going to Harrington's, the wine bar in the high street. I suppose you're going to..."

"I've planned my evening," Jade smiled, switching her computer on. "Bath, dressing gown, something to eat, and then settle on the sofa to watch a documentary on the increasing extinction of British birds."

"Rather you than me! Hey, you've got two weeks off, haven't you?"

"Yes, two weeks holiday. I'm going hiking and I won't bore you with the details."

"OK, I'll see you later."

Grinning as the girl slipped off the desk and walked across the office, Jade shook her head. If only she knew, she reflected. Earl Alban brought her off with his tongue and a dildo! Did the anonymous letter writer know? Her thoughts turning to her next job, the removal of a fine collection of solid silverware from Marsden Manor on the outskirts of Surrey, she decided to be vigilant, make sure no one followed her. I'll be watching you.

Lord and Lady Marsden were to attend the opera at Covent Garden that evening, leaving only their maid and butler in the house. Jade had surveyed the property two months previously, spying the silverware through a ground floor sash window. By slipping a thin metal plate between the frames, she'd discovered that she could move the catch aside and lift the window - and the silverware.

The large country house was protected by an alarm, but she reckoned it should only take her thirty seconds to get in, grab the silver, and make her escape. The property surrounded by woodland, she'd planned to park her car in a nearby track. If the sky was clear and the moon bright, as the weather forecast had predicted, she'd be able to make it to her car in six minutes - more than enough time to be well away before the police arrived at the scene.

Should she find herself in trouble again, which she thought unlikely, she could use pussy power to secure her escape. Pondering the notion as the day dragged on, she recalled the Earl's photograph of a young woman sucking a country gentleman's cock. Imagining sucking Lord Marsden's penis to procure her release, she realized that her finest protection was her sexuality. What man, aristocratic or common, would call the police rather than take the pleasure of her sweet pussy? No man!

Leaving the office at five, pondering sucking a gentleman's penis to orgasm, she made her way home, her stomach somersaulting as she turned her thoughts to the silverware. The prospect of yet another robbery exciting her, she grabbed her catsuit from the kitchen cupboard and went up to her bedroom to carry out the transformation. The heady blend of danger and the double life she led gripping her, elating her, she thought of Becky. Screw discos, she giggled inwardly. Boring office girl by day, stunning cat burglar by night.

Shaking her long blonde hair loose and slipping out of her plain Jane clothes, she admired her naked body in the full-length mirror. Gazing at the fullness of her firm breasts, her pussy lips swelling invitingly between her shapely thighs, she grinned. Who could deny that? As she recalled the Earl licking and sucking her clitoris to orgasm as he'd shafted her tight pussy with the dildo, her womb fluttered. No man could deny the power of her pussy!

But she knew she mustn't allow complacency to set in, she had to be vigilant and not rely on her pussy to save her. Cupping her firm breasts, squeezing her mammary globes, she eyed her distended nipples, again wondering why Earl Alban hadn't demanded more of her. "It's his loss," she murmured, slipping into her catsuit, wondering whether to masturbate as the soft leather caressed her vulval flesh. "It's his loss, and mine."

Parked in the woodland track at eight o'clock, she grabbed her black velvet bag and followed the moonlit path through the trees towards Marsden Manor. Twigs cracking beneath her feet, the aroma of pine trees filling her nostrils, she thought of Becky sitting in the comfortable surroundings of the wine bar with her latest stud. That was not for her, she mused, her heartbeat quickening as she followed the path. I don't need discos.

Something leaping into the bushes, she jumped, adrenalin coursing through her veins as she held her hand to her mouth and hurriedly walked on. I'll be watching you. Finally emerging from the trees, she stole across the expanse of grass laid before the huge Victorian building, constantly turning, imagining she was being followed.

All seemed quiet as she approached the house, lights glowing only in two upstairs windows. So far so good, she ruminated, creeping around the side of the building and standing before the sash window. Looking about her, plumes of breath leaving her mouth in the cold December air, she pulled a thin metal plate from her bag. Slipping the plate between the frames as the hoot of an owl echoed in the distance, she moved the catch aside and slowly lifted the heavy window.

Stepping inside, gliding stealthily across the thick carpet as alarms bells resounded throughout the building, she took the silverware from the shelf, carefully placing each valuable item in her bag. Glancing around the room, the silvery light of the moon picking out a row of miniature silhouettes on the mantlepiece, she hesitated. "No," she whispered, placing a pair of pussy-stained red panties on the shelf and slipping through the window. "Must stick to my plan."

Sprinting across the grass, she made it to the trees, her heart racing as she stopped and looked at the house. Grinning as the ground floor lights came on, she turned and walked briskly through the woods to her car, pondering the butler and the maid. They'd search for an intruder, discover the missing silver, the open window, and call the police - but it was too late. Pussy Pillage strikes again!

Driving along the track, she finally pulled out onto the main road, making her escape into the night. Another successful job, she mused as she reached fifty miles an hour, the contents of her velvet bag rattling on the passenger seat. Watching a police car speeding in the opposite direction, its blue light flashing, she switched the radio on, humming to the music in her smugness.

Sitting at the kitchen table two days later, she read of the robbery in the newspaper as she munched her toast. "Pussy Pillage!" she giggled, sipping her coffee as she turned the pages. Casting her eyes down the personal column, she frowned, unable to believe the printed words. "Jade, the servants' door is always open - Earl." What was it he wanted, sex or the clock? she ruminated. Both, she decided, walking into the dining room and admiring her collection of antiques.

Ceramics, silverware, portrait miniatures and glassware filling the room, she gazed at the Earl's clock standing on the Welsh dresser along with eight other expensive timepieces. He'd be insured, she knew as she ran her fingertips over the gold case. It was her naked body he wanted, her tight pussy - not the clock.

Wondering what to do as she recalled the massive orgasm she'd enjoyed, she knew his phone number would be ex-directory. It would be too risky returning to his house, but she felt an overwhelming desire to meet him again. Her pussy had saved her, but was now aching, yearning, enticing her to return. Her stomach somersaulting as her vaginal muscles tightened, she paced the floor, knowing that she should never break her golden rule and return to the scene of the crime. But the Earl's intimate attention beckoned her.

"Damn!" she breathed, her clitoris swelling as she imagined his tongue between her fleshy love lips, caressing her pleasure nodule to orgasm. Photographs, she pondered, recalling the Earl's words. The notion exciting her, she wouldn't have minded photographs of her naked body in erotic poses adorning the walls of his art gallery. But no, the last thing she wanted was pictures of Pussy Pillage on the walls of the mansion she'd robbed!

Trying to push all thoughts of the Earl from her mind and enjoy her weekend, she returned to the kitchen and grabbed The Times from the table. Settling on the sofa in the lounge, she scanned the paper for news of the aristocracy. "Interesting," she murmured, reading about a rock star who'd moved into a mansion in Surrey. "Purchasing Maple Mansion, an ideal setting for his collection of fine antiques... I'd better call round and see exactly what he has," she grinned.

The servants' door is always open. The words haunting her, she wondered whether she should visit the Earl again, enjoy his dildo, his intimate attention. Recalling the eighteenth century barometer, she knew it would be well worth her while returning, but... Deciding that she'd been lucky to escape once, she knew she had to remain professional and not jeopardise her lucrative and secret life.

Spending the day cleaning her silverware and admiring her antiques, Jade prepared for the robbery of Stanhope House as the evening neared. This was going to be a tricky one, she knew as she slipped into her catsuit. The house guarded by strategically placed closed circuit TV cameras, the young millionairess, Baroness Graham, had done everything possible to turn her home into a fortress. But Jade was confident that she could gain entry and grab the rare collection of pocket watches reputed to be in the drawing room.

I'll be watching you, she mused as she climbed into her car clutching her black velvet bag. Pulling away, she repeatedly checked the rear view mirror, wondering who'd sent the letter. The robberies had been reported in the newspapers, but the letter gave detailed information that no one knew of - that someone knew of. But who?

Sure that no one was following her as she circled the block several times, she drove the thirty odd miles to Stanhope House and parked several hundred yards away in the entrance to a field. The moon bright, the air cold, she walked along the lane to the perimeter wall of the grounds. No one was lurking, watching, she was positive. Only the moon peeped at her as she looked up and down the lane.

Clutching her bag, she climbed over the wall and slipped through the trees, making her way to the rear of the building. Looking up at a solitary light glowing in a top floor window, Jade wondered whether the Baroness was in bed. But she could take nothing for granted, she knew as she eyed a TV camera high on the wall of the house.

Discovering the back door wide open, she frowned as she ventured inside. From what she'd read about the Baroness, she wouldn't leave a door unlocked in broad daylight, let alone open at night - and why wasn't the alarm sounding? Creeping across the small room to the far door, she wondered whether she was walking into a trap. It was all too easy, she reflected, opening the door and slipping into the dimly lit hall.

The thought crossing her mind that the woman might be lying in wait, she tentatively entered the moon-lit drawing room. There was no sign of the pocket watches, and she wondered whether she'd made a mistake. But no, it was common knowledge that the Baroness owned the rare collection of timepieces. Looking around the room, realizing that something was wrong, she frowned. The glass doors of a cabinet left open, papers strewn over the floor by a roll-top bureau, someone had obviously been there before her.

Making her escape as intuition told her that she was in danger, she dashed through the night and finally reached the safety of her car. Wondering where the Baroness was as she started the engine, she pondered the TV camera. If she'd been caught on video tape, if the Baroness had been the victim of an armed robbery... No, whoever had been there before her would also be on tape, she was safe enough.

Driving through the country lanes, she past a signpost to Holmehurst Village and recalled the Earl's tip. It might be worth a try, she pondered, reversing and taking the road to the village. Although she'd not surveyed Brentwood House and had no idea of the layout of the building or what she was looking for, the notion intrigued her. "There it is," she whispered as she drove north from the village, passing the huge wrought iron gates. "There's no way I'm going home empty handed."

Parking her car in a lay-by, she climbed the perimeter wall and edged her way towards the mansion. This was the first time she'd not done her homework or planned a robbery well in advance, and she began to wonder whether she was making a mistake as she stole across the grass to the side of the building. Following a cobble path to the rear of the house, she stopped and gazed at the back door. Mistake or not, she wasn't going home empty handed.

Turning the handle, the hinges creaking as the door opened, she walked into a small scullery, breathing in the musky aroma of the old building. What had the Earl in mind? What was in the house that he'd thought would appeal to her?
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Chapter Two
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Jade held her breath and looked about the darkened room. "And who might you be?" a female voice asked. Almost jumping out of her skin as the lights came on, Jade turned to see a figure standing in the doorway.

"Oh, I... I was just..." she stammered as the woman closed the door.

"What are you doing in my house, what do you want?"

"I was... My car's broken down and I came here to ask whether I might use your phone."

Her heart racing, Jade stared at the woman, praying that she'd believe her story. It was feasible enough, she mused, gazing at her black hair wound in buns either side of her head. Wearing an old-fashioned dress, the turquoise material fanning out below the waist, she could have been straight out of the late eighteen hundreds. But her complexion was smooth, unblemished, and Jade reckoned she was only in her early thirties - easy enough to overpower, should it be necessary.

"How did you get in?" the woman scowled, her green eyes gazing accusingly at Jade.

"I rang the doorbell but there was no answer. I didn't know what to do, I couldn't stay in my car all night. The back door was unlocked so..."

"I'm sorry if I seemed rude," the woman said, her frown turning into a smile. "It's just that I worry about being robbed. It's happened before, you see."

"Yes, I quite understand."

"So, where's your car?"

"Down the lane, in a lay-by. I was on my way to a fancy dress party, hence the catsuit."

"Well, you're going to be pretty late for the party. The phone's in the drawing room, I'll show you the way. Oh, I'm Elizabeth."

"And I'm Jade."

Following her host through a door marked private, Jade breathed a sigh of relief, swearing never to be so stupid in the future. She could have walked straight into a trap and, after being captured by the Earl, should have taken more care. Even if the woman hadn't believed her story, she could have escaped, but the last thing she wanted was a fight.

Standing in a small room, her heartbeat slowing as her anxiety waned, she looked about her. The room was sparsely furnished, only a large cupboard standing by the far wall and bed in the corner. Frowning as she sensed that something was wrong, she gazed at the solitary light bulb hanging from a frayed wire. Turning, she eyed the shuttered windows, intuition telling her the room resembled a prison cell.

"Where's the phone?" she asked, turning as the door closed. "I'll ring my friend and... Let me out!" she cried as the lock clicked. "Please..."

"You came here to steal from me!" the woman called through the door.

"No, my car broke down! Please, open the door!"

"I'll open the door when the police get here."

Looking about the room as she heard her jailer walk away, Jade held her hand to her mouth, realizing that there was no way out as she rattled the locked window shutters. This really was the end of the line, she contemplated, shaking her head in disbelief as she walked across the bare floorboards. There was no way her pussy would save her this time!

Trying the door handle again, she noticed a small hatch set in the middle of the door. Moving the wooden panel to one side, she peered through the hole into the larger room, wondering whether she could reach the key. This was ridiculous, she cursed inwardly, pushing her arm through the hole in the door, her slender fingers feeling for the key. To end up locked in a... As a cold steel band closed around her wrist, she jumped.

"Let me go!" she screamed, adrenalin coursing through her veins as she tried to retrieve her hand. Realizing that the woman had cuffed her wrist to the door knob, she froze. There was more to this than capturing a thief, she knew as the door clicked open. It was if she'd been expected, the room prepared for her arrival. Opening the door further, she looked about the larger room, wondering where the woman was hiding. "Shit!" she cursed, trying to pull the handcuff over the brass door knob as she again wondered why she'd been so stupid.

"Got you!" Elizabeth grinned, leaping out of the shadows and clicking another pair of handcuffs around Jade's free wrist. Startled, Jade looked up, her blue eyes reflecting shock as she stared in horror at the rope in her jailer's hand. One end of the rope fixed to the handcuffs, the woman pulled on the other end, yanking Jade's hand away from the door.

"What are you going to do?" Jade asked fearfully, watching as the woman secured the rope to the leg of the heavy table in the centre of the room.

"The police are on their way," she grinned, standing before Jade. "I'm just making sure that you don't escape before they arrive."

"You don't have to chain me up like an animal! Why not leave me locked in the room?"

"You came here to rob me, didn't you?"

"No, of course I didn't!"

"You're the cat burglar I've read about, there's no point denying it."

"Cat burglar? I didn't come here to rob you, for God's sake!"

Trying to turn as Elizabeth entered the small room, Jade couldn't see what she was doing as she heard the cupboard door open. Surely, there was no need for more security, she reflected as the woman knelt behind her, slipping her boots off and binding her ankles together with rope. She could hardly escape with her arm through the hole in the door and her hands cuffed, so why bind her ankles?

"What the hell are you doing?" Jade screamed as Elizabeth stood beside her and pulled the gold ring down, unzipping the catsuit. The aroma of Eau De Cologne filling her nostrils, Jade was reminded of a novel she'd read about a Victorian governess, the wicked woman luring unsuspecting girls into her basement and sexually abusing them. But no, that was fiction - wasn't it?

"Please, you can't do this!" Jade stormed as her rounded breasts tumbled out of the suit, her nipples elongating in the cool air of the room.

"Give me one good reason why I should show you any quarter," Elizabeth grinned, running her fingertips over the plumpness of Jade's breasts, tweaking her sensitive nipples.

"Because... because this is against the law."

"You break the law, Jade, so don't tell me..."

"I don't do this to people!"

"No, you steal from them, take their treasured belongings."

"That's different, you can't do this!"

"Stop me!" she laughed, taking a large pair of scissors from the cupboard.

Cutting the back of the catsuit, she peeled the supple leather away from Jade's trembling body, her perfume seemingly growing stronger as she cut along each sleeve. Working behind Jade, she snipped through the taut leather following the contours of her buttocks, slowly unveiling her curvaceous body.

"You haven't called the police, have you?" Jade asked shakily.

"No, I'm going to deal with you myself."

"Deal with me?"

"After I was robbed by a young man several years ago, I was disgusted when I discovered that he'd been given a suspended jail sentence. I turned this room into a trap, sure that any would-be burglar would venture into a room with a private notice on the door. There's no need for me to be around as the door closes and locks automatically five seconds after anyone enters the room."

"You're mad!" Jade cried as the woman peeled the shredded leather suit away from her curvaceous body. "You're insane!"

"Am I? I was robbed of my belongings and justice wasn't done. If I turn you over to the police, you'll probably be let off with a warning. They don't seem to understand what it's like to have someone break into your home and go through your personal belongings. No, I don't need the police - I'll punish you for your crime."

As the woman removed the last shreds of the suit, peeling the soft leather from her rounded buttocks, her long legs, Jade wondered what her punishment was to be. Whatever she was put through, it couldn't be worse than prison, she reflected, recalling the Earl's art gallery. The suit finally crumpling to the floor, she stood bound and naked by her jailer, her fear and embarrassment rising as she felt fingertips running over the smooth globes of her buttocks.

"No!" Jade cried as Elizabeth's fingers slipped between the backs of her shapely thighs and caressed the fleshy swell of her vaginal lips. "What the hell..."

"You have a nice body, Jade. I've never caught a girl before, my last victim was a middle-aged man."

"Victim?" Jade echoed fearfully, her buttocks tensing as she squeezed her thighs together. "What happened to him?"

"I let him go, after a few weeks."

"A few weeks?"

"After I'd corrected his wicked ways."

"What did you do to him?"

"You don't want to know, my little angel - you really don't want to know."

As Elizabeth's finger slipped between her moist sex folds and entered her tight vagina, Jade gasped, realizing that she was at the mercy of an eccentric freak. But the woman would have to release her before long, she couldn't leave her with her arm through the hole, hugging the door. Endure this, and then make your escape, she told herself as a second finger penetrated her moist vaginal sheath.

"I prefer women to men," Elizabeth breathed huskily.

"You're crazy!"

"Maybe I am, maybe I'm not. Presumably, your car key is in your suit," she smiled, slipping her wet fingers out of Jade's creamy vaginal duct and rummaging through the shredded suit. "I'd better hide your car, seeing as you'll be here for quite some time."
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