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Chapter 1: Two to Tango


[image: ]




'Listen to me, Rachel. Listen carefully. Are you ready?'

'Yes, I'm ready.' I am sitting upright on the chair, the phone in one hand, cradling the receiver to my ear, the other hand resting between my open legs as he tells me what he is going to do when we meet later tonight.

'You will be wearing a white blouse, buttoned up to the neck and a short black skirt, the flared one. Black stockings. Suspenders. Black lace bra. I will tie your hands together in front of you and lead you upstairs to the bedroom. I will run a rope from your hands down through the futon so when I pull on it you will be forced to bend over.'

Involuntarily, my fingers start to brush my clitoris through the thin fabric of my knickers.

'You will then kiss the whip and I shall start to thrash you through your clothes. You will count each stroke aloud. After five, I shall pull the rope tighter to bend you over further.'

I can feel the muscles tighten between my legs.

'After another five, I will take off your skirt and whip your naked arse. Then I am going to tie your legs so they are spread the width of the futon and I shall stroke the whip along your clitoris and cunt lips. Are you listening to me, Rachel?'

'Yes,' I reply breathlessly.

'I shall then remove your blouse and bra. I will suck your nipples until they are erect. Then I will place clothes pegs on them, and whip them lightly. Ten strokes. By now you will be obedient so when I untie you and remove the pegs you will carry out my instructions. Do you understand?'

'Yes,' I reply.

'I will make you lie down on the futon with your arms and legs outstretched. I will tie your hands to the top corners of the frame. I will then place a pillow under your arse, bend your legs and tie them to the sides so that you are wide open.'

My fingers are wet, circling my clitoris.

'If you are lucky, at this point I might just start licking your cunt. When I stop, it will be to push your vibrator inside you. As you feel the waves exploding into your cunt, the middle finger of my left hand will be covered in KY jelly and exploring your arse. I will not let you come for a long, long time. Do you hear me, Rachel?'

I moan.

'Afterwards, I will make sure that you please me. Is that clear?'

'Perfectly clear,' I purr.

'See you later.' There is a click as he hangs up the phone.

Sighing, I sink back into the chair, fingers still buried inside my wetness. In the background, haunting tango music is playing and I recall how I met my new master.

I have always loved the Argentine Tango. After seeing a tango show at a London theatre I was mesmerised by the dazzling footwork, the cicadas and boleos, men and women locked together in a series of passionate ganchos. The haunting sound of the bandoneon with its poignant, nostalgic melodies bewitched me. I imagined myself captivating one and all with my breathtaking, sensual moves, my black velvet dress slit to the thigh, my shiny high heels clicking. I was addicted.

I began to attend tango classes with Oscar and Chiara, who had learnt from the maestros in Buenos Aires. To achieve perfect communion with your partner and the music you had to learn to follow your partner, to understand and accept what he asked you to do, never anticipating. To follow without question. Of course, having the right partner was crucial.

It had been like any other night. As was often the case, there were not enough men to go round, so I had to partner Gina, who was wearing black jeans and white vest, a gold plated bangle shaped like a snake tightly encircling the tattoo on her upper arm.

Oscar insisted it was good practice for a woman to learn the man's steps, for the follower to have the experience of being a leader. But I had no wish to be a leader. Following was in my nature, which was why the tango was so perfect. Gina pulled me closer, and I breathed in her musky scent as I concentrated on the brush of my toe against the floor, the subtle glide as she led me into a forward ocho.

'Be where I am,' she said.

During the break, I was sipping bottled water and watching the other couples, when the door opened and a tall stranger arrived, dressed entirely in black. He scanned the room intently, his eyes finally resting on me. Without smiling, he walked across.

'Would you care to dance?' I noticed then that those eyes were dark, almost black, penetrating and fixing me in his gaze. I could hardly move and merely nodded dumbly, my lips still moist with water.

He took my right hand in his left and slipped his right arm around my waist, resting just above the small of my back. His face was inches from mine and his gaze unflinching, almost challenging. I had two choices - to meet his stare or close my eyes.

I chose the latter.

He waited until he could feel where my weight was and then we were moving forward, effortlessly flowing from one step to the next.

He motioned me into a backward ocho and then held me, poised, before directing me into the next move. I was enveloped in a mosaic of sound, feeling the music in every fibre of my being. With my eyes shut, all of the sensations I felt seemed heightened - the light pressure of his body against mine, the smell of whisky on his breath, the feel of our clasped hands... I didn't want the music to end.

Afterwards he held me close, as if savouring the moment. 'You follow perfectly,' he whispered. 'You have a talent for it.'

And I knew that I had found my ideal partner.

After the class he took me to a local wine bar and we shared a bottle of Chianti. I learnt his name was Max, that he had a job to do here and when it was finished, he would have to leave the country and never return.

I told him my name, that I lectured in psychology at a local college, that I owned my own flat in South London, and my favourite book was The Story of O, at which he smiled as if he already guessed. Could I have given so much away in my body language?

'To truly dance the tango is to know your partner intimately, without limits,' he said darkly. 'You are a natural follower. Do you know that, Rachel?'

I smiled uncertainly. 'I think so.'

'Have you ever tested your ability to follow instructions?' he asked.

I didn't know how to answer him.

'Perhaps I will ask you again some time. Perhaps I will not have to.'

Then he called me a cab, kissed me goodnight and promised to call me.

Later, as I lay awake on my Japanese futon, I replayed the evening in my mind, wondering if I should have given him my telephone number - after all, I knew nothing about him. Not really.

But when I came home from work the next day there was a message on the answering machine.

'I will see you tonight, Rachel. Nine-thirty. To test your ability to carry out instructions. To see if you are truly a follower. If you change your mind, don't answer the door and we will never meet again.'

He arrived at nine twenty-nine. I was ready but still I hesitated. At first. At nine-thirty I opened the door.

Fixing me with his dark eyes, he took my hand and kissed it gently.

'Take off your dress, Rachel. I want to see you naked.'

Without question I unzipped my black dress, let it fall to the floor. I removed my bra and G-string and he picked up my clothes and carefully folded them on the chair.

'Lie down. Close your eyes.' He proceeded to kiss every inch of my trembling body, starting at the tips of my toes, his tongue travelling up my ankles, legs, thighs, lingering on my clitoris, then circling my belly button, tasting my nipples, making his way to my neck. Then, abruptly, he stopped and said coldly, 'Turn over.'

And he slipped beneath me, so I was lying across his knee. Before I could protest he began to spank me with long, loud slaps. As I began to cry out he slipped a finger inside me and began to move it slowly. I started to writhe against his hand and each time the slaps stung my flesh, making it burn, the sensations inside me were intensified until I came violently. As the waves of pleasure engulfed me the slapping subsided.

'Shall we eat now?' he said.

That was a month ago. I still know nothing about him. Except that he calls me twice a week and tells me what he is going to do to me later that night. He says my tango is improving, that my ability to follow is even better than when we first met.

When he arrives I am wearing my black skirt and white blouse, as ordered. We play out the scenario he has described on the phone, exactly.

When we have finished he takes me to the mirror and tells me to look at myself, to admire the red marks striping my shapely bottom.

'You will always belong to me,' he says, and for a moment I detect emotion in his usually controlled voice.

Then he handcuffs my hands behind my back and orders me to put on high-heeled shoes.

'It's a beautiful night,' he says. 'We will go for a walk.'

He drapes my red cloak over me, leads me down the steps to the front door and locks it behind him. The streetlights are on. I feel nervous. What if my neighbours see?

He puts his arm around me and we walk together, as if we were two normal lovers out for an evening stroll. We pass a group of lads and I lower my eyes, terrified that somehow they will know I am naked beneath the cloak. We meet a woman out walking her dog late at night, but she doesn't seem to notice us.

It is nearly midnight when we reach the edge of the park. Then, beneath a streetlamp, Max says, 'Stop here.' I obey and he turns to look at me. I am trembling. Then, without warning, he pulls away the cloak to reveal my nakedness and helplessness.

I am suddenly frightened. 'Max, please,' I beg, terrified that at any moment someone will see me.

'You look lovely, Rachel.' He stares at me, and his eyes look sad. He unlocks one handcuff, leaving the other dangling from my wrist like a bracelet. He refuses to give me back my cloak. Instead, he takes my hand and starts to hum a familiar melody. And we dance the tango.

When it ends he says, 'I have to go away. Tomorrow. I'll send for you. Wait for my instructions.'

Days pass. One night a policeman calls round. He wants to know when I last saw Max. I'm worried. What could have happened? Is he all right? The policeman frowns. You should be worried for yourself, he tells me. Max is a professional hit man. I'm devastated.

Months go by. Life goes on. I go to work, come home, date other men. Have sex with other men. But I can no longer dance the tango. There is no one else I wish to follow.

One night I come home from work, tired, longing for sleep. I reach down to pick up the mail. Bills in brown envelopes, junk mail and a postcard. From Argentina. I start to read.

We have yet to finish our tango lessons. Meet me in Buenos Aires.

Closing my eyes I relive our last tango together, as I often have since he went away. Although neither handcuffs nor whips have touched my skin these many months, the marks are still there. Beyond flesh.

Can I give up everything I know for a man who is a stranger to me? Can I truly follow my perfect tango partner?

I take off my clothes and begin to dance.
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Chapter 2: Cars
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It was dark. I never liked driving in the dark. But I had agreed to meet Shona at a new nightclub at ten p.m., and since it was in the middle of nowhere, and I didn't want to fork out a fortune for a taxi, I had no choice but to drive there.

'It's not that difficult to find,' she had assured me last night on the phone. 'Turn right at the crossroads, then past the row of houses on the left.'

'What row of houses?' I muttered, frantically trying to write down her directions on the back of an envelope. 'That sounds a bit vague.'

Shona had sighed. 'There's only one row of houses. Then it's open country for a mile or so.'

'I don't like the sound of this.'

'Don't be such a wimp, Lori. God, I drive all the time at night.'

'Well, I'm not you.'

'No, quite. Look, sorry but you have to get over this, you know. It was just an accident. Everyone has them.'

She was referring to the idiot who had pulled out in front of me one moonlit night at a junction, which, despite his last minute acceleration had resulted in me hitting him up the behind, so to speak. My poor little car had been written off, and worse, the boy-racer claimed it was my fault, that I hadn't been looking. And since I'd smashed into him from behind, and there were no witnesses, I lost my no-claims bonus, and was left without a car for weeks on end while it was being sorted out. So no wonder I hated driving at night. At least in my replacement vehicle I felt more secure. It was big, long and comforting. It would make mincemeat of any boy-racer.

'Anyway,' Shona continued, 'after a while you come to a village green.'

'How will I see a village green in the dark?' I asked irritably.

'I don't know. There's a pond,' she added helpfully. 'But straight after this, on the left again, is a pub. Go past the pub and on the right there's a turning.'

'What's the pub called?'

She hesitated. 'I can't remember. The Fountain or something, I think. But go past the pub and take the right turn. Just keep going and then you'll see a sign for the club. Got all that?'

'Hmm. Maybe.'

'I'll have the mobile with me, so call me if you get lost.'

'Okay.'

'See you later then.'

So, with the time nudging nine forty-five, here I was in some muddy country lane, my headlights on full beam, trying to pick out the landmarks she'd identified. No sign for a school or a village green. Generally I was hopeless at finding my way to unfamiliar places. Even with an ordnance survey map and a street planner I could still get lost. I hadn't passed any pub that I'd noticed and I had been driving on this god-forsaken road for what seemed like ages.

'Damn Shona!' I exclaimed. 'And damn this nightclub. What a stupid idea, putting a new club out in the sticks.' What was wrong with the town, where there were lights and people and road signs?

Finally, accepting I was lost, I decided to pull over at the next sign of civilisation and call Shona for directions. I was relieved to see what looked like a pub up ahead. Perhaps it was The Fountain, perhaps I was actually on the right road after all. But the sign that swung, dimly lit, in the moonless and starless autumn evening announced that this was The Cock Inn. I parked, turned off the engine and reached for my mobile phone. I smiled. Shona would be amused when I told her where I was. She was obsessed by cocks, in all their shapes and forms. I dialled the number and to my surprise and annoyance was greeted by the voice of a machine telling me that the person I had called was unavailable. I wanted to scream. There was only one thing for it. I would have to go into the pub and ask for directions. I winced at the thought. I was dressed for clubbing, for pulling. Short black skirt. Very short. Suede, slightly flared, teamed with over the knee black leather boots to emphasise my thighs. A lilac, stretchy, halter-neck top, revealing plenty of cleavage. A magenta velvet choker. My lips were pillar-box red, my eyes thick with mascara and eyeliner. My black hair had just been cut into a geometric bob, neat and businesslike. I could just imagine what people would think when I walked into the pub alone.

Sighing, I pulled my jacket around my shoulders, but it was even shorter than my skirt, so didn't offer much coverage. My high heels scrunched on the gravel and I noticed it was starting to rain. Just what I needed! Taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door marked saloon bar.

In some ways it would have been much easier if the pub had been busy. I could have hidden among the crowd. But not this pub. No, the only customers were a few elderly men gathered around an open fire enjoying a game of cards, a young couple playing darts together, and the usual huddle of youngish local blokes around the bar. I tried to ignore the barely disguised stares. The barman, a friendly looking guy, probably in his thirties, gave me a welcoming smile.

'What can I get you?' he asked, trying to make me feel at ease.

'Some directions, please, I'm lost,' I admitted.

I heard voices nearby mumbling, lewd laughter, and I blushed at the ogling stares I was getting.

'I'm looking for the new nightclub that's opening tonight.'

'Nightclub?' He raised his eyebrows. 'Didn't know there was one round here. You'll need to get back into town.'

'No, it is round here, I'm supposed to be meeting a friend there,' I added, trying to make myself feel more respectable. 'It's in some country house, Willoughby Manor.'

'Oh, the old manor house? Didn't know that was going to be a nightclub. But I can tell you where that is. You take a right, then a left, then you come to a bend and?'

'Would you mind writing it down?' I asked sweetly. 'I'm hopeless at remembering these things.'

I left, minutes later, clutching the barman's directions and feeling relieved, if still agitated. I glanced at my watch. It was already ten-fifteen. Shona would be wondering where I was. She didn't like being kept waiting.

I got into the car, turned the key and switched on the windscreen wipers and headlights. As I put the car into reverse I tried to phone Shona again. I'm not sure if it was trying to do several things at once, or the fact I was rushing, or the darkness, or just everything conspiring against me. There was a sickening thud, but it took a while to register because I heard the crash of metal and glass before I hit the brakes.

'Shit!' I exclaimed. 'Shit, shit, shit!'

Devastated at my utter carelessness, I hardly dare get out of the car to see what I'd hit. I grabbed the torch. There was a car parked behind, an ancient car that had seen better days. And nights. The front of this vehicle was completely caved in. But there was hardly a scratch on the bumper of mine.

'Shit,' I said again, other words failing me. How had I not seen this car? The answer was obvious, of course. I hadn't actually looked. I'd been so uptight about getting to the nightclub, about not letting Shona down, that I had simply forgotten to look in my rear-view mirror. What an idiot! And now I had to run the gauntlet once more, go back into that damned pub and admit I'd written off some poor sod's car. I shuddered at the thought.

But of course, there was another option.

'Lori, you cow,' I told myself. 'You wouldn't be so cowardly.'

Wouldn't I? If I just drove off no one would know it was me. I couldn't be traced. I would get away with it. What were the options? Then I imagined one of those old blokes playing cards, pictured him leaving the pub to find his beloved old car smashed up. I didn't like to think about that. I had a conscience, after all. I had to do the decent thing. Gathering up all my courage, I returned to the pub.

They seemed surprised to see me again. 'Everything all right?' asked the friendly barman, noticing how shaken I looked.

'Not really,' I began. 'I'm afraid there's been an accident.'

'Here, sit down, love. Are you okay? What happened?' His voice was full of genuine concern. This, of course, made me feel even worse.

'I backed into a car just now,' I went on. 'In the car park. It's a white Ford Escort, registration number L93?'

The barman's face froze. 'I don't believe it,' he said slowly. 'That's my car.'

One of the regulars, shaking his head ruefully, went to fetch the manager to take care of the bar while the now-not-so-friendly barman followed me outside into the car park to inspect the damage. When he saw the state of his vehicle his mouth dropped open.

'Bloody hell, you've really done a number on it, haven't you?'

'I'm sorry,' I said helplessly. 'I didn't mean to.'

'I should hope not,' he snapped angrily.

'I couldn't see properly. It was dark and the rain...'

The rain was getting heavier by the minute. My suede skirt would be ruined if I stood out there much longer.

'Look, I really am sorry,' I repeated. 'Luckily it was an old car.'

He turned and glared at me. What if that old car was his pride and joy? But how could it have been, the state it was in. It was probably a blessing in disguise, really. 'You could get a new one with the insurance,' I blundered on.

'Are you for real?' he said, his eyes hard.

'I've said I'm sorry. I don't know what else to say.'

'I want my car fixing. It will cost a fortune. I hope you've got decent insurance cover. Bloody women drivers. Shouldn't be let loose on the roads,' he said, caressing the Escort's bruised and battered bonnet.

Ordinarily I wouldn't have let a sexist remark like that go, but I was feeling so guilty about the damage I'd done, I said nothing. I thought of my insurance premiums rocketing even higher.

'I've got a mate, Dave, who might be able to do the job. That way you don't need to involve your insurance company. You won't lose your no-claims bonus,' he suggested.

'I already have,' I replied.

'So, you're in a habit of smashing into other people's cars then?'

'No! The last time it was the other driver's fault, a man needless to say.'

'Got it in for men, have you?'

'Don't be ridiculous,' I retorted, but seeing the smarmy expression on his face I couldn't help adding, 'Only the arrogant ones who don't listen properly.'

He glared furiously. 'You could do with a good spanking.'

For a moment we stood facing each other in angry silence. I felt the tears stinging at the corners of my eyes. This was turning out to be a nightmare of an evening. I just wanted to go home.

'I'm truly sorry I hit your car,' I said, my voice shaking.

Seeing my distress, his voice softened for a moment. 'Look, I reckon Dave could sort out the damage for a few hundred quid.'

I thought of my spiralling overdraft, the stack of bills piled up on the kitchen table. Suddenly it was all too much to bear. 'I can't afford that,' I sobbed, cursing myself for being so pathetic.

'Don't cry,' he said awkwardly. 'We're both adults, I'm sure we can sort this out somehow. Here.' He offered me a handkerchief. 'Dry your eyes.'

And as I looked at him I noticed his face had taken on a strange expression. He was looking at my breasts, and I noticed that standing outside in the cold had made my nipples hard and erect through the thin fabric of my top.

'There is another way you could pay,' he said thoughtfully, his hand touching my hair and caressing my neck.

'You can't be serious?' I replied, backing away.

'What do you think I mean?' he asked mischievously.

Surely he wasn't going to make me say it? I cleared my throat and said in what I hoped was a dignified manner, 'You want to have sex with me, don't you?'

He smiled. 'That, too.'

This statement threw me.

'Well you can't, it's out of the question,' I replied, pulling my coat across my chest in an attempt to cover myself up. 'Women should be able to dress how they want without men thinking they're...'

He raised his eyebrows. 'They're what?'

'Easy.'

'Well, think about it. No insurance company. No big repair bills. And actually, it's quite flattering that I think having sex with you would be worth a few hundred quid.'

'You bastard!'

He shrugged. 'Of course, I might be wrong about the cost of fixing my car. It could be much, much more than a few hundred. You could end up with a bill for thousands. Unless...'

I felt trapped. But perhaps there was a way out of this.

'Okay,' I said. 'I'll give you my address and you can come over tomorrow night and do what you have to.' Then I could give him a false address and do a runner. I edged towards my car.

'Not good enough,' he replied, reading my thoughts. 'The offer is for one night only. Tonight. I want you now.'

I was astonished. 'What, here? In the car park?'

He grinned. 'Why not?'

'It's a public car park. Someone might see.'

'So what?'

'You're mad.'

'It's your choice. It would all be over in ten minutes. Twenty, maybe. Then you would drive away, meet your friend at the nightclub and we'd never have to see each other again.'

I hesitated. His proposition did have some plus points, I had to admit.

'And that would really be the end of the matter?'

'Absolutely.'

Rain was seeping down the back of my neck and all I could think of was the warmth and security of my big black car, my safe haven.

'Okay. Let's get it over with.'

'Good.' He unzipped his flies. 'Now, come here and suck me off.'

I hesitated again.

'I thought we had a deal?' he reminded me.

Reluctantly, I stepped forward.

'Kneel,' he ordered brusquely.

I didn't like his tone. I had expected this to be a straight fuck. But something told me it wasn't going to be that simple.

'Just do it,' he said, grabbing my hair and forcing my head down. It was so dark I felt rather than saw his ramrod hardness. Moistening my lips with my tongue, I took him into my mouth and he groaned instantly. Perhaps if I made him come quickly he would forget about the rest of the deal, perhaps even be too spent to fuck me. Spurred on by this thought I sucked and licked with a passion I didn't think possible, determined to give him the blowjob of the century.

'Slow down, love,' he gasped.

Ignoring him, I continued in the same fashion but he grabbed my hair again, yanking my head up painfully.

'I said, slow down,' he repeated firmly. 'Do as you're told, woman.'

God, did I want to slap him! I nearly walked away, but then I thought about my insurance premium and dire cash flow, so I relaxed the pressure on his rigid member, deciding a more subtle approach might be more fruitful. I took the tip between my teeth, gently licking in swift, circular movements while caressing his tight balls. That should do the trick...

'That is wonderful,' he groaned, but before I could feel smug he pulled away. 'But it's hardly the point of the exercise, is it?'

Roughly grasping my shoulders he pulled me to my feet.

'What do you mean?' I asked, bewildered.

'You know I said earlier that you deserved a good spanking? I haven't changed my mind about that.'

I laughed. 'You are joking.'

'Try me,' he replied, and before I could say another word he grabbed my wrists, pinned them behind my back and forced me to bend over the bonnet of my car. My lovely black car! His hands were strong and big, enabling him to hold me down with one, leaving the other free to give me the punishment he clearly thought I deserved. I shuddered as he lifted my skirt, snapping my flimsy G-string to reveal my naked buttocks.

'Don't you dare,' I threatened.

'Or what?' And although I couldn't see his face, I could hear the smile in his voice.

'Ow!' I yelled in protest, as he brought his hand down hard on my bare flesh.

'If you carry on making such a noise you'll have the pub regulars out here in a flash,' he remarked. 'Is that what you want? Little exhibitionist, are we?'

I growled. The thought of anyone witnessing my humiliation was so awful I closed my mouth immediately.

'I didn't think so,' he said, raining another couple of blows, and I could feel the blood rising to my skin. I tried to struggle but he held me firmly in position.

'Stop wriggling,' he said irritably. 'The more you resist the longer this will go on for.'

I was seething with rage. My arms hurt. My flesh was burning. But still the slaps continued, each one harder than the last, it seemed, echoing into the night. I was terrified that at any minute another car would venture into the car park, or the manager would come out of the pub, wondering what had happened to his barman. Finally, when I felt I could contain my stifled whimpers no longer, he said, 'My hand's aching, so I'd better stop.'

'You bastard,' I hissed.

'Then again,' he said, 'maybe one more for luck.'

Taking me by surprise, I let out a loud scream as he put all the force he had left in that last slap. At least it was over, I told myself, praying that final effort had sprained his wrist. But instead of letting me up, he moved his now free hand between my legs and began to finger me.

'What are you doing?' I asked nervously.

'Thought I'd give you a bit of pleasure,' he replied. 'But I can see I've already done that. Your cunt is soaking wet.'

'Is not!' I exclaimed petulantly, refusing to believe it.

'Don't argue. We all know what happens to girls who argue, now don't we?' he teased. My thighs stiffened involuntarily, anticipating another spanking.

He laughed, then flipped me deftly onto my back.

'Spread your legs,' he ordered, and I did.

'Take off your coat and your top. I want to see your breasts.'

Almost without thinking I slipped my coat over my shoulders and pulled my halter neck top over my head.

'Lie down.'

I wondered what I must look like, spread out over the bonnet of my car, legs wide, breasts exposed. I felt like a wanton slut.

'Lovely tits,' he said crudely but appreciatively, leaning over me, his breath hot on my face. He ran his hands roughly over me, taking each nipple between his teeth, licking and sucking, reciprocating the treatment I had earlier given his cock, which was hard against my belly.

'If you're going to fuck me, I have to get something out of my bag,' I told him calmly.

'Don't worry. I already have condoms.' He reached into his trouser pocket and produced a shiny package.

'My, you are prepared,' I said curiously. 'It makes me wonder if your car wasn't already smashed up and you exaggerated my part in it. Perhaps this is just a ploy to ensnare poor unsuspecting women.'

There was something about the glint in his eyes that made me wonder if there wasn't some truth in it. What if his car was already damaged? After all, it looked pretty old. Perhaps I had hardly added to the mess.

'Perhaps you're right,' he smiled, his face close to mine. 'We'll never know.'

He pushed his cock inside me, easily, effortlessly. 'No matter. I'm going to screw you senseless, you delicious little whore.'

And he did. He seemed to have the stamina of a young bullock. He thrust and pumped, our bodies a mass of sweat and rain and cunt juices, until finally he came violently, howling like a wolf.

'Payment made in full,' he whispered, sliding out of me.

I lay there groaning, frustrated, but as I reached for my mobile phone, which had been ringing unanswered in my bag for the last ten seconds, he plunged his head between my legs, his tongue sending waves of pleasure rippling through my body.

'Lori, where the fuck are you?' yelled Shona's voice into the night air as I took the call.

I sighed. 'Just coming.'
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Chapter 3: The Watcher
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Marla hated hot sticky nights. It was impossible to sleep. She glanced at the clock on her bedside table. Only one-thirty a.m. She'd been lying there, tossing and turning for the past hour. Sighing, she rolled out of her big Victorian bed with its intricate ironwork, and padded silently across the moonlit room to the window. A trickle of perspiration ran between her naked breasts as she peered onto the street below. Not even the slightest breeze disturbed the white voile, despite the long window being wide open. She thought of John, her absent boyfriend, who was working abroad for the next three months. She imagined herself stretched across his knee, allowing him to spank her, while he slid two slender fingers inside her. Instinctively, she began touch herself.

She let her fingers stray first to her full, round breasts, cupping and gently kneading, allowing her thumbs to play around the outer edges of her nipples. Her long straight hair fell forward, stroking her bare shoulders as she bent her head to watch the spiral she was drawing around her navel with the tip of her right index finger while her left hand rested on her neatly trimmed pussy. She moaned softly, her body aching to be touched. So absorbed was she in her own pleasure that it was some time before Marla realised she was being watched.

He was standing in the street below, by the railings where the park began, his shadowy figure silhouetted in the moonlight. He was tall, slim, athletically built, but otherwise he was too far across the road for her to see his features clearly. Catching her breath she stopped, deeply embarrassed, and took a step back into the room. The thin curtain swathed her naked body, the fabric emphasising and stimulating her now erect nipples. She was still aroused. The man remained gazing up in her direction and to her surprise the idea of an audience sent a shiver of excitement down her spine. Breathing heavily, Marla let her hands move down her breasts, outlining their perfect shape, smoothing the soft flesh. She continued to caress herself, unashamedly, provocatively highlighting her lithe, supple body. She thought she saw his hand move down to his groin, and this excited her further.

Her head thrown back, her back arched, she spread her legs slightly, letting her hand wander to her inner thighs. As her hips began to sway rhythmically, as if in response to some silent, primitive drumbeat, the phone started to ring, destroying the mood in an instant. Frustrated and flustered, she went over to the bed and picked it up.

'Hi, Marla. It's John. Did I wake you? It's early evening in Aussie.'

'Nearly two a.m. here.'

'Sorry. Got my time zones confused - thought it would be about eleven p.m. there. You must be in bed.'

'I can't sleep. It's too hot. I'm too hot.'

'I bet you are. What are you wearing?'

'Nothing.'

Silence followed and she heard his breathing quicken.

'Are you touching yourself?'

'Yes.'

'Does it feel good?'

'Mmm, yes, very.' She was perched on the edge of the bed, her legs wide apart. 'Should I slip a finger inside?'

He groaned. 'Yes. My cock is so fucking hard, Marla. I want to feel your lips around it, sucking me into your mouth.'

'I'm doing that right now,' she purred. 'My mouth is wet, I'm flicking my tongue up and down your shaft, pulling you in, deep throating you.'

'God, Marla,' he replied huskily, 'I wish you were here with me right now.'

'What else would you like me to do?' she asked.

'Slip another finger inside. Are you very wet?'

'Dripping,' she sighed. 'Are you rubbing yourself?'

'Oh god,' he said, and she could tell from his breathing that he was about to come.

Seconds later he gave an explosive cry and she let the receiver fall as her own orgasm took over.

'Marla, are you there?' asked the disembodied voice in Australia, and she pushed the mouthpiece to her face.

'In body,' she laughed dreamily.

'That felt good, babe,' he admitted. 'I'll call you later in the week.'

'Okay.' She heard the receiver click as he hung up and she sank back on the bed, expecting sleep to take over at last. Instead, she realised she was still awake. She went over to the window. The mysterious stranger had disappeared. She wondered if he'd heard her come, if he'd enjoyed the show she'd given earlier. But the street was deserted. Everything was quiet.

Her mind, however, was buzzing. She peered around her large open plan room - bed, sofa, table, desk and workspace, all together, leading off to a small alcove kitchen and large bathroom. Her second-floor flat was light, airy, with everything arranged the way she liked it. Ordered.

Restlessly, she went over to her computer and switched it on. Perhaps she should get on with some work. After all, she still had a marketing assignment outstanding. John had often accused her of being a workaholic. In fact, it had caused problems in their relationship. She suspected that one of the reasons he'd leapt at the chance to work abroad for a few months was to give them both some space. But Marla loved to be busy, needed lots of stimulation - on every level. She knew that John indulged her sexual fantasies, but that he didn't really get off on spanking her or pretending to boss her about and tie her up from time to time. He did it to please her. Which was very different from being with someone who was really turned on by it. She had an absorbing job as business manager for a theatre company, which for most people, John had pointed out, would have been enough to keep them occupied. But six months ago she decided to do a correspondence course in marketing to broaden her knowledge, develop her skills portfolio, to use marketing speak. And her current assignment, looking at a promotional strategy for an animal welfare charity, was due in at the end of the week. She had taken a few days off work to give it her full attention. Her colleagues teased her when they found out she wasn't using her precious leave to soak up the sun on some Mediterranean beach but was choosing to sit at home in front of a computer screen.

As she clicked open her file and scrolled down to the last paragraph she had written, she became aware that her naked bottom was sticking to the leather of her swivel chair. Maybe it was just too hot to work. She tried to read through what she had written earlier that day but her concentration wavered. Perhaps she was more tired than she thought. Perhaps she should try and sleep after all. Perhaps... her hand hovered over the mouse, paused and then clicked on the pull-down menu for Favourites. She highlighted the name of a website and clicked again. She listened to the familiar sound of her computer connecting to the Internet and within seconds she was surfing a recently discovered website that catered for doms and subs. In particular, she was fascinated by the contact ads. Marla had been contemplating the idea of having a bit of fun while John was away in Aussie. Despite his apparently affectionate phone calls, Marla suspected, knowing John as she did, that he was doing plenty of socialising. As she scanned the ads she came across one she hadn't seen before. Something about it caught her attention.
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