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Chapter One


MARIKA FREMEN UNCROSSED her slim legs and rose to her feet. She began stacking papers into her black briefcase.

‘Thank you for your time, Mr Danvers. I’m glad everything met with your approval. I’ll be in touch again soon.’ Her voice was low-pitched, professional.

‘A pleasure to work with you, Miss Fremen,’ Danvers said smoothly. ‘I look forward to seeing how your proposals come together.’

He was the owner of a firm which produced exclusive but traditional silk lingerie, with major outlets all over England. By employing a talented new designer and seeking the advice of Marika’s prestigious PR company, he was hoping to give his products a more upmarket image. A small, stocky man in his late fifties, he wore an expensive, well-cut suit which still did nothing to disguise his paunch. Although his expression was mild his eyes were predatory.

Reaching into the drawer of his black ash and chrome desk, Danvers drew out a slim white box bearing the new company logo. Sliding it towards Marika, he said, ‘I hope you’ll accept this with my compliments. It’s one of our newest designs. I’m sure it will fit.’ His eyes moved slowly over the contours of  her cream wool jacket. ‘Thirty-six “C” cup, twenty-four waist, thirty-six hip? Correct me if I’m mistaken.’

Marika didn’t answer. She threw him a tight smile as she picked up the box and thanked him coolly for the gift.

‘I knew I was right about the size,’ Danvers said with satisfaction. ‘Assessing the needs of beautiful women is part of my profession. You know, if you ever get sick of working for PrimeLight, you could come and work for me. I’d pay you well. Have you ever considered going into modelling? Lingerie looks best on a tall, curvy woman. You’ve got the figure for it - and the looks.’

You couldn’t afford me, she thought, but she said, ‘I don’t think so. I like working in PR and I’m good at it. But I think you know that. Otherwise I wouldn’t be here.’

‘Ouch. A modern woman through and through, eh? Emmeline Pankhurst had a lot to answer for. Pity. I was going to ask you out to dinner.’

No doubt he had her tagged as a hard-nosed career woman who had no time for men or sex. It was true that she hadn’t time for a man like him. But he couldn’t be more wrong about her. What would his reaction be if he knew what she did in her spare time? She imagined his eyes opening wide with shock, his loose-lipped mouth sagging, and she hid a secret smile.

She was tempted to enlighten Danvers, but resisted the urge. He was an important client for PrimeLight - hence the personal attention - and she gave no indication of her dislike.

‘Good afternoon, Mr Danvers,’ she said politely, moving towards the door. ‘I’ll send you the catalogue proofs as soon as they come into the office.’

The heels of her shoes beat a tattoo on the bleached oak floor-boards. She breathed a sigh of relief as the  smoked-glass doors slid shut behind her. Danvers was the last client she had to see that day. Heading towards the lift, she found thoughts of Danvers and PrimeLight fading from her mind. She had something far more important to think about.

As the lift descended swiftly and silently to the ground floor, she glanced at her wrist-watch. Five-thirty, hardly worth going back to her office. She decided to go straight back to her flat in Primrose Hill.

The early evening sunlight streamed through the windscreen as she nosed her BMW through the London traffic. The car crawled up Kingsway and was brought to a halt in a queue along Southampton Row. She slid the window down, liking the predictability of the voices raised in anger, screeching brakes, and the hooting of car horns, all of them floating towards her from a distance.

The smell of hot tar and exhaust fumes tickled her nostrils. Dear old rush-hour London. It would be many minutes before the traffic began to move. Picking up the car phone, she took the opportunity to contact her personal assistant.

‘Gwen. I’m on my way home, or to be more accurate I’m sitting in the usual snarl-up along Southampton Row. Any messages?’

‘Nothing important. How did it go with Danvers?’

Marika laughed. ‘Predictably. No problems. He gave me a present of some underwear. I haven’t looked at it yet.’

Gwen whistled. ‘Took a fancy to you, did he? What’s he like?’

‘Overweight, balding, and thinks he’s God’s gift. He’s his own number one fan.’

Gwen chuckled. ‘Sounds just my type - not.’

‘Ditto. Have a good weekend, Gwen. I should be back from my trip to France by Monday. If I need to stay on longer, I’ll call you.’

She rang off, a frisson of anticipation prickling her skin as she thought about the package which had arrived in the post that morning. The auction catalogue had a plain cover, a glossy and tasteful deep-red. It was beautifully presented, each item listed and described in detail. On the back was a number embossed in gold, marking it out as an exclusive limited edition. Plainly, the catalogue itself was a collector’s item.

She’d had time only to scan the first few pages and glance at the letter accompanying the catalogue before she left for work. Opening her briefcase, which lay on the seat beside her, she took out the folded sheet of embossed notepaper.

My dear, the letter began - the Major had begun to call her that of late, but she was under no illusions about her relationship with him; this assignment was to be strictly business — I think you are ready to handle this transaction for me. Enclosed are details of your travel arrangements, As to the auction, you will see that I have marked the items in the catalogue which I wish you to bid for. It is most important that these books are added to the collection. I am relying on you.


The Major went to give details of what she could expect of her weekend at the Ronsard Château in the Loire Valley. There would be ample opportunity to socialise at a garden party and ball — and to weigh-up the opposition, she read between the lines. He ended the letter by telling her to enjoy herself.

She knew what that meant too. There would be erotic possibilities which she was free to explore at will. Marika slipped the letter into the pocket of her wool jacket.

This was the first time that the Major had asked her to undertake a commission on his behalf. For two evenings a week she had been going to his house in Hampstead, studying the wealth of information about the main collections of erotica in the world.

For this the Major paid her a handsome retainer and  now it seemed she was to earn her money. The fee he named in his letter was very generous, but it wasn’t just the money that made the idea of acting on his behalf so appealing. Nothing that involved the Discipline of Pearls was ever predictable. Belonging to the secret society had changed her perceptions and opened up to her a world of pleasure which she had not known existed.

The traffic began to edge forward and Marika slid the car into gear. Slipping a CD into the player, she listened to the haunting strains of a saxophone as the intro to ‘Baker Street’ filled the car. It was a song that always made her nostalgic and set her thinking of long sunny days.

As Gerry Rafferty began to sing, she was conscious that the dull glow of excitement inside her was intensifying.

Marika folded clothes into a small suitcase. Her passport and foreign currency were kept ready for speedy departures and her travel preparations were soon complete.

Her newly-washed hair brushed against her shoulders as she slipped out of her kimono. Walking over to the wardrobe mirror she ran a critical eye over her naked body. She knew that she was in good shape. Running a hand down either side of her body, she smoothed her palm over the indentation of her waist and the slight flare over her hip. Her nipples gathered as she cupped her breasts and she looked at them with pleasure.

Once she had been self-conscious because her nipples were dark and prominent - unusual in someone of her fair colouring. It was almost impossible for her to go bra-less when wearing light-coloured clothing, unless she wanted to make a statement. Her nipples were also incredibly sensitive, but that was  something which she now regarded as a plus. She was proud of her ability to enjoy sex. In every respect she was a sensual being.

Her stomach was flat, sloping down to the light frosting of brownish hair at her groin. Perhaps her thighs were a little heavy, but her legs were long and any imperfection was hardly noticeable. On the whole she was pleased with her looks.

What woman was ever totally satisfied with her appearance?

She grinned at herself. ‘You’ll do. There’ve been no complaints so far.’ In fact the opposite was true, she thought with a trace of satisfaction.

About to dress, she remembered Danvers’s gift. Lifting the lid of the white box she parted the folds of printed tissue paper. Danvers might be obnoxious, but he had impeccable taste. The new design was gorgeous. She smiled thinly. He had also been right about her measurements.

The coffee lace basque was banded with insets of plain silk. It fitted her perfectly, the quarter cups moulding her breasts and easing them together. After putting on the matching G-string, she smoothed on the sheeny, lace-topped stockings.

She twirled in front of the mirror, delighted with the new underwear. The coffee set off the natural creaminess of her skin and the superb fit of the garments accentuated her curves. She felt the beginnings of a subtle erotic tension in the tingling of her skin, a certain tightness of her muscles. As she moved, her nipples pushed against the lace of the basque and the thong of her G-string rubbed slightly against the tender flesh on the insides of her buttocks.

It was some time since her last sexual encounter and she felt more body conscious than usual. The thought of the coming weekend filled her with a pleasant anticipation. She knew that she was likely to be mixing  with some powerful individuals - people who were attractive, extremely wealthy and used to getting what they wanted. Such specialised collectors were refined individuals with honed tastes and a great capacity for personal indulgence.

The feeling of being erotically charged was pleasant and she decided to do nothing to relieve it. She bent forward to pull on a suede, sarong style skirt and the weight of her breasts shifted against the quarter cups and her cleavage deepened. Tucking a light-green silk blouse into her skirt, she slipped her feet into plain courts. Almost ready. She rang for a taxi. While she waited for it to arrive, she swept her hair into a French pleat.

Just before she left the flat, she slipped the pendant over her head and tucked it inside her blouse. She traced the outline of the pearls and the newly carved diamond motif, feeling the hollows and ridges on the jet oval through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Six months ago a man — whom she had come to know as Jordan Stone — had approached her in the car park under her Dockland office and given her a pendant. Since then her life had changed dramatically - was changing still. It amused her to think that she had almost refused to accept Stone’s gift. Now she knew that the pendant was a passport to singular pleasures.

The gold chain felt cold against her skin, but it soon grew warm from her body heat.




Chapter Two


THE FLIGHT WAS uneventful and it was nearing midnight when the plane set down in Paris. A sleek black Daimler was waiting for Marika outside Charles de Gaulle. The chauffeur was young and good-looking. He smiled as he opened the door for her, then stowed her suitcase in the boot.

‘Good evening, mademoiselle.’

‘Good evening.’

Marika allowed herself to sink back against the leather seats as the car drew away from the airport. They headed for the Boulevard Peripherique and picked up the A10 motorway which led to Orleans.

For a while she looked out of the tinted windows as the car slipped smoothly through the night. The flashes of light as traffic passed them on the opposite carriageway were hypnotic and she found her eyelids drooping. There was only the purr of the powerful engine and the faint rumble of passing cars.

She fell into a light doze and when she woke they were leaving the outskirts of Orleans. Shuttered streets and brightly-lit shop fronts sped by. Somehow she had slept away an hour or more. They sped on for a while, until they exited from a featureless motorway and headed west. In another ten minutes they approached  Beaugency, a small town which sloped steeply down to a sixteenth-century bridge over the Loire. Looming above the darkened streets, Marika could see the spires of a church and the bulk of a huge Norman tower.

The car turned onto a narrow country road and the lights of Beaugency faded behind them. Marika sensed that they were nearing the end of their journey. She sat upright, scanning the night-shadowed fields. Huge trees seemed to loom out of the darkness as the car slowed and then drew to a halt in front of a pair of enormous iron gates. A coat of arms adorned the centre of the gate, which opened inwards to allow them access.

Marika’s eyes widened as the Ronsard Château came into view. It was far larger and grander than she had expected — a fairy tale vision of white stone, its pointed turrets and parapets reflected in the waters of a moat. Light blazed from every window. They drove along an avenue of pleached limes which cut through formal gardens on both sides. Drawing up on a circular gravelled drive, the Daimler drew to a halt beside a number of beautiful glossy cars.

Other guests were just arriving. Liveried footmen moved to and fro amongst the cars. Marika saw a tall, slim man with iron grey hair get out of a white Rolls Royce. Against the white of his shirt his lean face looked deeply tanned. His dark suit was impeccably tailored and she caught the glint of a diamond tie-pin. The man glanced at her, his severe features lifting in a smile of appreciation.

Marika smiled and looked away, then because she sensed that he hadn’t moved, she looked at him again. He was certainly handsome and there was an arrogant sensuality about him. He was standing perfectly still, his eyes holding an expression of complete absorption.

Something about him made her uneasy. Perhaps it  was the fact that he did not care that people were turning their heads to look at them both, knowing smiles on their faces. Or perhaps it was the way he was looking at - almost studying her, with the cool dispassionate glance of the hunter weighing up its prey.

She felt the heat flood her cheeks as the man continued to stare. Now he was being rude. This was becoming embarrassing. Breaking eye contact with him she began walking towards the Château. As she mounted the steps which led to an ornate front door, she sensed that he was waiting for her to look around. Denying him that small victory, she resisted looking over her shoulder.

Marika hurried into the shelter of the doorway. She was annoyed with herself for being rattled. After all, the man had only looked at her. But the fact remained that she had been deeply affected by him. At some instinctive level, he made her afraid — and she didn’t like that, not one little bit.

The chauffeur deposited her case on the top step, where a footman retrieved it. ‘Will you come this way, mademoiselle?’ the footman said and Marika followed him into the entrance hall.

She gained an impression of studied opulence as she walked across the vaulted room. Chandeliers blazed and every surface seemed covered with gilded scroll-work and shell motifs. Lavishly framed mirrors reflected multi-angled views of the room. Her heels echoed on the marble floor as she followed the footman towards a staircase which led in a graceful curve to an upper floor. The footman stopped and opened a pair of gilded double doors.

‘This is your room, mademoiselle.’

Marika thanked him and stepped into the room. She looked around in astonishment. A huge, satin-draped four-poster bed was set against one wall. Brocade  covered sofas and chairs, exquisite gilded tables, and decorated cabinets were set around the room. In one corner there was a marble plinth topped by a huge gilded vase from which frothed masses of creamy bourbon roses.

The footman left the room, closing the doors silently behind him. Marika walked slowly around, absorbing the beauty of the room. It was only when she sat down in front of the dressing table that she noticed the letter propped up against the cut glass perfume bottles and antique enamelled boxes.

Opening the envelope, she read, Welcome Mademoiselle Fremen. Please make yourself coinfortable. If you need something, anything at all, ring the bell next to the bed. Your every need will be attended to. While you are here at the Ronsard Château you must not lift a finger to help yourself. I hope you sleep well. Your host will introduce himself to you and your fellowguests after breakfast tomorrow.


There was no signature. Marika smiled. The whole situation was like a fantasy. This château was unbelievable - the fabulous decor, the liveried footmen. She felt as if she had stepped on to the film set of Valmont.


Glancing at her watch she saw that it was nearing two a.m. After dozing in the car she did not feel tired, so she decided to ring for some tea and then to have a bath. Picking up the bell-rope next to the bed she gave it three sharp tugs.

She was unpacking her case when the knock came at the door. Without turning around she said, ‘Come in.’

The door opened and closed. Marika glanced over her shoulder and the smile froze on her face. Standing with his back to the door was the distinguished grey-haired man she had seen as she arrived.

‘What the hell are you doing in my room?’ she said, annoyed that her voice shook a little.

‘Did you not ring for service?’ His voice was  cultured and well-modulated.

‘Well ... yes. But I expected a maid.’

‘And now you have me. Do not be alarmed. This is to be no ordinary weekend, as you will soon find out. Allow me to introduce myself. Charles Germain — at your service.’

His mouth twitched and Marika found herself responding to the dry humour in his words. The situation seemed so ridiculous, but then she was used to surprises when on society business. Charles, was it? He was certainly a most unusual ‘maid’. He looked far less alarming close to, the smile lightening the severity of his features.

He had blue eyes which glittered against his tanned skin. His mouth was wide and firm and his lips were parted to show very white teeth.

‘I was ringing to ask for some tea,’ she said trying to sound serious, but she couldn’t keep up the façade of disapproval. She felt very close to laughter.

‘That wasn’t the service I had in mind.’

‘No, I didn’t think it was.’

It was easy to talk to him, to slip into the light banter that attractive women exchanged with personable men. She found herself wondering why she had been so disquieted by their meeting outside the Château. This handsome, mature man was very attractive.

Then Charles’s smile faded and she felt a prickle of apprehension. There it was again, the underlying coldness, the penetrative quality of his light blue eyes. His stillness, that air of absolute self-possession was hypnotic. She felt unable to look away, to break free from that calm unwavering gaze.

‘Unbutton your blouse,’ he said softly.

‘I beg your pardon ...’ she stammered, thinking she hadn’t heard him correctly.

He grinned and his face was suddenly boyish again. He looked as if he had been caught out playing a  prank. The chameleon quality of him confused her. Was he playing with her? She couldn’t tell whether he was dangerous or just amusing himself at her expense.

‘You are very beautiful, Miss Fremen,’ he said evenly. ‘May I call you Marika?’

‘How do you know my name?’

The seconds passed while he looked at her with undisguised admiration and the moment for outrage passed too.

‘Since you haven’t screamed for help, or told me to get the hell out, then I must assume that you intend to comply. So — unbutton your blouse ... please. And let me assure you that I am not in the habit of explaining myself or qualifying any request I make.’

Marika sensed that he spoke the truth. This was a man who was used to giving orders and having them obeyed. She was annoyed by his arrogance, but also aware of a dull throbbing at the base of her belly. Dammit, she was beginning to find his presence exciting. The situation had an air of the unknown about it, reminding her of the other times when she had responded to the challenge implicit in a black card with a telephone number printed in raised gold lettering. But that had been early on, when she was a rookie, a fledgling member, and her suitability for membership was being tested.

She decided to go along with him for the time being, wanting to see how far he would go. He probably expected outrage or resistance. Was that the kick for him?

Lifting her chin, she held his gaze as she reached up and undid the top three buttons of her blouse. Slowly she spread apart the ‘V’ formed by the open revers of her blouse and exposed the creamy skin of her throat and upper chest.

‘Now what?’ she said coolly.

Charles moved closer, his eyes glittering at her show  of spirit. She steeled herself not to take a step back. The edge of the bed was only inches from the back of her thighs. If she moved even slightly she would overbalance and fall backwards.

Stopping directly in front of her, Charles stretched out his hand and ran a finger and thumb over each of her collar bones. Marika suppressed a shiver as the tips of his fingers brushed against her skin, his touch as light as butterfly wings.

Dipping one finger into her blouse opening, Charles’s fingers moved down to the swell of her cleavage. She found that she was anticipating the touch of his hands on her breasts and they tingled with readiness inside the quarter cups of the basque. Her nipples gathered, pressing against the flimsy lace. Surely Charles could see the tiny peaks under her blouse. But he ignored her breasts, only hooking two fingers around the gold chain and drawing the pendant free.

‘As I thought,’ he said with satisfaction, looking down at the pearl-encircled oval that lay in his palm. ‘You had to be the Major’s agent. I knew he would send someone if he could not come himself. I approve of his choice.’

‘You know the Major?’ she said.

He grinned and there was something hard and unreadable in his voice. ‘Oh, yes. I know him. And I know all about the Discipline of Pearls ... and the rules. Members of the society are very strict about following the rules, are they not?’

She nodded. It all made sense now — the way he had appeared in her room, his arrogance, his proprietary attitude. He must be a member of the society too. Perhaps he was also an elder — one of the powerful and privileged few - like the Major.

His nearness was exciting. She could smell his cologne and the fainter scent of clean maleness. The  fact that she hadn’t been this close to a handsome man for some weeks was suddenly uppermost in her mind.

‘Would you say that coming here for the weekend is in the nature of an assignment?’ he asked.

‘I suppose so,’ she said, seeing the way that his mind was working and feeling the tight little knot of excitement in her belly begin to loosen and spread heat through her loins.

Inside the crotch of her G-string her sex fluttered and grew damp. Charles knew the effect he was having on her, she was sure of it. She knew also that it amused him. She felt annoyed with herself for responding so readily to him, but she couldn’t help it. Her body was running on ahead of her. The sexual tension which had surfaced within her whilst she was dressing in her London flat, began to bubble and fizz.

‘Then by accepting this “assignment” for the Major you have professed your willingness to abide by the laws of obedience?’ Charles said, his voice maddeningly calm while his blue eyes bored into her.

She found that she could not look away. Her breasts were swollen now, the nipples hard and aching inside the confinement of the basque, and the crotch of her G-string felt definitely wetter.

‘I thought so,’ he said, although she had not answered him. ‘And how far have you risen, my dear? I suspect that you aren’t a newcomer to the society.’

‘I hold a position of some responsibility,’ she said. ‘I make my own choices and don’t have to wait for a black card to arrive through the post. And I’m no longer obliged to pick up the telephone and go off on an assignment which has been arranged for someone else’s pleasure.’

‘Really? But I think you miss that, don’t you?’

Bringing up both hands, he pushed firmly against her shoulders. Staggering back a step, Marika lost her balance and fell onto the bed. The breath left her in a  whoosh as she slammed onto the satin bedcover and her legs were revealed to the thigh by the split in her sarong skirt. She began to push herself up by her elbows, a protest rising to her lips.

‘Keep still.’

It was said evenly, with the absolute surety of being obeyed. He didn’t raise his voice.

He didn’t need to, Marika thought, part of her rebelling even as she obeyed him. Clenching her hands into fists, she pressed them into the cool satin of the cover.

Charles stepped between her spread knees and she felt the rough warmth of his expensive trousers through her sheeny stockings. He stood looking down on her, his sexual tension palpable in every line of his body.

‘You really are beautiful,’ he said as he ran his hands up the outside of her legs. ‘And what a challenge. Those who are strong-willed are the sweetest when they allow themselves to surrender. Be still now. I want to enjoy you.’

Torn between outrage and desire she stayed as she was, her upper body propped up so that she was looking down and watching his strong brown hands push her skirt up to her waist. Somehow she felt more naked than if she had been undressed completely.

With the butter-soft suede bunched around her waist her hips and legs looked vulnerable and exposed. She was conscious of the strip of pale belly between the edge of the basque and top of her G-string. Charles’s grip slid inwards and she felt his hands on the bare flesh above her lace stocking-tops. Her breath left her in a gasp when the backs of his fingers brushed almost casually against the triangle of coffee lace covering her pubis.

Rubbing gently with his knuckles he stroked against the fabric until the referred pressure caused her clitoris  to throb and burn. Shamed by the heat that flooded her cheeks and by the way she strained towards his hand, Marika closed her eyes.

‘Open them,’ Charles demanded. ‘I want to watch you come. Obedience, remember? Haven’t you learned your lessons well?’

Oh yes, she had learned well. She knew about the power struggles between two sexual partners, that obedience was inherent in the acceptance of any assignment within the secret society - and he knew that too. He seemed to know all about the apprenticeship she had served and she felt as if part of her soul had been peeled away.

That knowledge gave him power over her and she shuddered with excitement. The willing submission flooded her body, freeing her to experience pleasure in her shame and whatever else he would ask of her.

‘I said, open your eyes. And open your body to me. Part your thighs, Marika.’

The pressure of his hands increased and she felt her thighs part and her lace-covered sex open to him. A trickle of wetness slid out of her swollen labia and she moaned under her breath. Her body wanted him, but there was still some mental resistance. It was always this way with her. She wanted the loss of control, the spiked pleasure of being dominated, but the strong independent-woman side of her fought against it.

Forcing herself to open her eyes, she found that he was leaning forward slightly, his face closer now so that she could see the white lines radiating out from the corners of his eyes. He had moved slightly and she felt the hardness of his erection pressing into her soft inner thigh.

Charles glanced down her body and then back up to her face, as if it was her mind he desired to plunder. Despite his arousal, his blue eyes were cold and calculating. And then she knew the source of her fear.

This man wanted more than sex from her. He wanted to control her, to get inside her head. But the realisation was all muddled up with the tension and the pleasure. She couldn’t think clearly. Her body, so used to receiving pleasure, was clamouring for release. His strong brown fingers kneaded the soft skin of her thighs and moved in towards the hot pulsing centre of her.

‘That’s it, Marika. Give it all to me.’

‘I can’t ...’ she whispered, knowing that she lied.

He laughed softly as he slipped both thumbs under the edge of the G-string and stroked the light brown curls.

‘Oh, but you can.’

Finding the pouting lips of her sex, he smoothed them apart flattening her folds so that the damp lace brushed against her swollen bud. The soft caress of the lace as it grazed the tender throbbing morsel teased her to a more intense arousal.

She could hardly stand it. Any moment she would break and dissolve. But although the sensations built and her thigh muscles trembled with tension she did not come. Charles knew just how to vary the pressure, so that she was brought to the crest of an orgasm but not swept over the edge.

As her hips began to work beyond her control, he used his thumbs to rub either side of her straining bud, flicking the exposed tip every now and then until she moaned with desperation. Her vagina was hot and slick and the G-string was soaking with her creamy juices.

‘Please ...’ she whimpered, wanting, needing to have him inside her. She yearned to be naked under him — to feel his lips on hers, his hands clutching at her hips while he surged inside her - and was certain that he knew this too, but he deliberately held back from taking her.

‘So impatient,’ he said coolly. ‘I want to watch you ... this time. I want to take your orgasm for my own.’

She shuddered deep inside. How dreadful it was to have him watching her expression, to demand to see her blushes, to own every minute evidence of her pleasure. She felt insulted that he ignored her mouth - did not want her tight swollen nipples. Her eager wet sex was ignored too, left bereft, while all the time in a ceaseless hypnotic rhythm his clever fingers stroked and rubbed her slippery flesh and brought her to the trembling brink of a clitoral explosion.

He demanded to have control over her responses, forced her to enjoy what he did, and everything in her resisted the basic primal urge to give in to him completely. She might desire this man, but she did not like him. And that made the situation all the more devastating. Marika chewed at her lower lip, agonised by the fact that in some strange way her resistance to Charles increased the erotic tension.

Collapsing backwards, her head tossing from side to side, she could think of nothing but his fingers which were circling her clitoris spreading her wetness over and over it. As he lifted the triangle of lace away from her sex and used two fingers to slide up her open wet folds and pinch the scrap of pulsing flesh firmly between a finger and thumb, she cried out.

Oh God, she couldn’t hold back. She was going to come.

Her eyes opened wide and she grunted and spasmed, her legs thrashing as an incredibly intense orgasm ripped through her. At the moment when the pleasure peaked Charles thrust two fingers into her and rotated them against her fleshy walls. Hooking his fingers he pressed against the sensitive pad behind her pubic bone.

Marika mouthed the back of her hand, stifling her moans as her climax went on and on. Charles used his  fingers like a cock, the tips brushing against her womb. Bearing down on his hand she ground herself against him. Somehow this was more intimate and more shocking than having his cock inside her. She felt used, manipulated - a helpless thing of pleasure.

When she came back to herself she found that Charles was still bent over her, watching the tension slide from her features. His face was relaxed and he looked almost gentle. She felt a moment of tenderness towards him and reached out her arms for him.

He grinned, but as before the smile did not reach his eyes.

‘No need to ask if it was good. You’re a natural wanton. You resist, but you cannot help enjoying being forced. It takes a certain strength of character to give yourself up to that kind of pleasure. The act of submission is so often misunderstood by those who like to preach morals to others.’

She smiled, impressed by his perception. Stretching her arms above her head, she arched her back provocatively.

‘Mmmm. I’ve been well-trained by a master of self-control. It was good. But that’s not all I enjoy. I’m not hooked on submission. I’m just as able to take the initiative. Give me your cock now. Let me pleasure you. I can promise you’ll enjoy it.’

Charles moved backwards, his severely handsome face hardening. Was it the mention of another lover — someone as strong as he - which had displeased him? Or was it the fact that she had shown her claws? Glancing down at her, he said coolly, ‘Not this time. I’ve had what I came for. I wanted to see whether you took your position within the Discipline of Pearls seriously. The Major would be proud of your devotion to pleasure. Good night, Marika. Sleep well.’
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