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Chapter One


Clarissa Peacham got to her feet. She was wearing a tight black skirt and a peach-coloured silk blouse. Her long slender legs were sheathed in glossy flesh-coloured nylon and black calf-length boots with a spiky heel. Slowly she began pulling the blouse from out of the waistband of the skirt. She watched him as she unbuttoned it then allowed it to slip to the floor, enjoying his discomfort. He was sitting in a metal and leather chair in front of her desk, unable to take his eyes off her body.

Her big, melon-like breasts were held in a black satin three-quarter cup bra, the tanned flesh spilling out of the silky material. She reached behind her back, her eyes fixed on his, and unclipped the catch. For a moment she held the cups to her chest with both hands, moulding her breasts back against her body, the pliant flesh ballooning out on all sides. Then she allowed the bra to slide away. It dropped on to the desk.

‘Pick it up,’ she said.

‘What …’ He was staring at her breasts as if hypnotised by them, the heavy orbs appearing to need no support, their position on her chest as high as it had been with the bra in place. Her nipples were already erect, big corrugated buds of ruby-red flesh.

‘You heard me,’ she snapped. ‘And stand up.’

Hesitantly, like a man who thought this all might be an elaborate dream, he got to his feet and picked up the black satin.

‘Kiss it,’ she said.

‘Look, I don’t—’

‘Do as I say, Mr Ransley. Without question.’

She saw that his hand was trembling as he picked up the bra and brought it to his lips. He kissed the peak of the left cup.

‘Rub it against your cheek.’

This time he did not protest, rubbing the satin against his face. It would still be warm. It was drenched in her expensive, musky perfume.

‘That wasn’t too difficult now, was it?’ she said.

‘I don’t understand,’ he said, almost in a whisper.

‘I thought I’d made myself perfectly clear,’ she said. ‘Come around the desk now.’

Jake Ransley was a minor copywriter in Clarissa Peacham’s advertising agency. For the last two years Clarissa had been running what she liked to think of as a unique incentive scheme. Selected employees, male and female, who were under-performing in the company, were faced with a stark choice. Either they agreed to her rather unusual demands or were given their notice. Ten minutes ago she had summoned Jake Ransley to her office and presented him with this ultimatum.

Her desk was a large slab of walnut supported on two stainless steel trestles. Jake Ransley, still holding the satin bra, did as he was told.

‘Unzip my skirt.’ Clarissa turned her back on him.

Without a word he found the tongue of the short zip and pulled it down.

‘Listen, very carefully.’ Now that she was facing away from him she could allow herself to smile. She had no idea how many men and women she had put through this ordeal but it never failed to excite her. She loved to watch their reactions: the horror on their faces as she told them they were about to lose their jobs, the hope that sprung up as she revealed that there was one alternative to that scenario and then the mixture of fascination and bewilderment as she gave them a practical demonstration of what would be required of them for the next month. ‘Get on your knees. I want you to pull my skirt down. All the way down. When you have done that I want you to pull my panties down too.’

‘Your panties …’ His voice was strained and throaty, his tone bemused.

‘Yes.’

It was never the same. There was no routine. Sometimes she liked to tackle two employees together, a male and a female, making one watch while the other was given a lesson in obedience. Sometimes she made sure they made a mistake so she could give them an example of the punishment that would be a regular part of their life during the time they spent as what amounted to her personal slave. Sometimes, though much more rarely, she allowed herself to indulge in more venal pleasures. It all depended on her mood. She was a woman who only had to raise her hand to satisfy the slightest whim.

‘You can put the bra on the desk.’

Jake Ransley did as he was told. He dropped the bra on the walnut, knelt behind her, and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt. He began to tug it down. Her buttocks rose sharply from the small of her back, and he had to struggle to pull the material over them. As the milky flesh was revealed Clarissa knew he would be able to see her black satin panties, a thong of material appearing from the deep, dark cleft of her bottom, merging into a tiny triangle stretched tightly across her apple-shaped arse, with straps extending over the generous curves of her hips.

The skirt fell to the floor around the boots. The glossy smooth nylon that covered her legs was not tights but hold-up stockings, their wide clinging welts banded with flesh-coloured lace. The spiky high heels of the boots firmed all the muscles of her legs and buttocks and added four inches to her already lofty stature. As she stepped out of the skirt the nylon stockings rasped against each other.

He hesitated. She could sense him staring at the spectacle three inches in front of his face.

‘Come on,’ she urged impatiently, wriggling her bottom slightly from side to side.

His fingers rose to her hips. They grabbed the thin black satin straps and pulled them down. The gusset of the panties was so deeply buried in the lips of her sex he had to tug it clear.

Clarissa stepped out of the panties, then turned to face him.

‘That’s better,’ she said.

He was staring at her thick curly chestnut-coloured pubic hair. Every morning after her bath she would be carefully shaved by one of the slaves, so that while her mons was trimmed into a neat triangle her labia were completely smooth and hairless, from the little hood of the clitoris right back to the puckered crater of her anus.

‘Stand up,’ she ordered.

Jake did so. She saw a large bulge distending the front of his trousers.

‘All right, Mr Ransley, I want you to take this out for me.’ She tapped the bulge with her finger.

‘Please …’ He blushed the colour of beetroot.

‘Please what? Haven’t I explained myself clearly? If you don’t want to obey me, Mr Ransley, you can leave. You are free to go. It is your choice. If you wish to take me up on what I consider to be a very generous offer, considering the standard of your work recently, then you have to do exactly as I say, without question. I shall not repeat myself again.’ Clarissa sat down and crossed her legs. The swivel chair behind her desk was leather and she could feel its coolness against her naked buttocks.

‘I’ll lose my job,’ he said.

She smiled, a thin unsympathetic smile. ‘Perfectly true.’

She knew that he would not walk out. She could see it in his eyes and she was never wrong.

‘This is mad,’ he said.

‘Your last chance …’ she said, her voice stern and authoritative.

His eyes were looking at her near-naked body. He was no doubt fantasising about what he would do with it, imagining sinking his cock into the depths of her loins. She might even decide to grant him that privilege; on the other hand she might not. But it would be a long road for him to travel before she made that decision. Long and arduous.

Jake Ransley’ s hand fumbled with the zipper of his trousers. He pulled it down and a large, circumcised cock pushed its way out between the metal teeth. It was remarkably smooth, the shaft thick and long.

Clarissa swivelled her chair and pressed a button on the phone console on her desk. ‘Mira, come in here for a moment, would you.’

‘No …’ The man’s hands had covered his genitals.

‘Did I tell you to do that?’ she asked immediately.

‘No, but I …’

‘You are going to have to perform a great deal better than this. I have no intention of telling you again, Mr Ransley. If you do not obey me then my offer will be withdrawn. It is as simple as that.’

The man reluctantly pulled his hands away as the office door opened.

‘Yes, Ms Peacham,’ Mira Arnold said. She was a petite, short-haired blonde. Despite her smart black business suit she gave the impression of tartiness, her skirt revealing most of her thighs, her black bra showing through her white blouse. She wore red patent-leather high heels and her make-up was none too subtle either, with a dark red lipstick and heavy blue eye shadow that highlighted her large blue eyes.

‘Give me your opinion, Mira, would you?’

Mira looked at Jake’s cock. She tilted her head to one side. ‘Not bad,’ she said. She walked around the desk and, as casually as if she were picking up a file, took Jake’s cock in her hand. She lifted it then let it drop. ‘Not bad at all.’

Mira’s fingers undid the single button at the top of his flies and pulled his trousers and briefs down to his knees. ‘What about his arse?’ she said.

‘Yes. Bend over the desk,’ Clarissa ordered.

Jake did as he was told, however reluctantly. He did not want to risk Clarissa’s wrath again.

Mira pulled the tail of his jacket and shirt up over his back. Jake’s buttocks were small and firm.

‘No padding,’ Mira said. ‘He’d better be well behaved or he’s really going to feel the whip.’ She smacked her hand down on Jake’s left buttock by way of demonstration. The sound of flesh on flesh reverberated across the room.

Clarissa got to her feet. Normally, though she got a great deal of pleasure from these interviews, she was content to watch and remained physically uninvolved. But she was beginning to feel a pulse of sexual need deep inside her and had no intention of ignoring it.

‘Get the restraints, will you, Mira?’

Mira smiled. ‘That’s unlike you.’

Mira had been one of Clarissa’s slaves. She had been so responsive and so willing that Clarissa had decided to bring her into her office and put her in charge of the selection procedures. Clarissa liked to employ people who might later fit well into her little scheme should their work fall below standard. The blonde knew exactly what to look for, a sort of sixth sense for the hidden signs that betrayed an innate willingness, a bent toward submissiveness and, of course, in the females, a predisposition towards bisexuality. Mira had another useful talent: she had a natural inclination to sadomasochism. In fact, Mira could get as much sexual pleasure from delivering a beating as she could from receiving one.

Clarissa touched Jake’s naked buttocks. He started.

‘Get up on the desk, Mr Ransley. On your back.’

‘On the desk?’

‘Don’t make me repeat myself,’ she said.

Apart from a telephone console at the far end, the surface of the desk was uncluttered. He scrambled on to it and lay on his back.

Mira had opened a drawer in the credenza at the side of the room. She came back to the table and dropped a leather harness on the walnut behind his head.

‘Put your hands together above your head,’ she ordered.

Jake obeyed, the expression on his face turning from bewilderment to apprehension.

Mira wrapped a leather cuff around his right wrist and buckled it tight. It was joined to an identical cuff, which she strapped to his left wrist. A chain was attached to the metal link that held the two cuffs together. The blonde pulled it back along the desk and clipped it into a hook located under the slab of walnut.

‘Enough?’ she said.

‘A blindfold too, I think,’ Clarissa said. Her sex was melting now in eager anticipation of what it was about to receive. This was unlike her. She was surprised at her lack of control. Only very occasionally had she been tempted by a new slave, and then she always followed the same procedure – having them taken back to her house where they were gagged, blindfolded and bound hand and foot, their bodies circled by wide leather straps so they couldn’t move a muscle. She could then indulge herself, their erection available for her use. But, with Jake, she didn’t want to wait until tonight.

Mira had taken a thick leather blindfold from the credenza. The inside was padded with foam-covered silk. She fitted it over the bridge of his nose then strapped it around his head. The padding pressed hard against his eyelids cutting out any light.

‘Do you want me to stay?’ she asked.

Clarissa smiled. ‘Oh yes, I do,’ she said, knowing exactly what role she wanted Mira to play.

Jake Ransley had been reduced to his constituent parts, a mouth and a large throbbing erection. Clarissa wasn’t interested in anything else. As far as she was concerned that was all that men had to offer. She was more powerful and wealthier than most men and certainly more determined. For her, the power and wealth she had accumulated in business allowed her to do exactly what she wanted to do in her private life. And that was not going to change.

She climbed up on to the desk and straddled Jake’s chest, facing his feet. Raising herself on her haunches she ‘walked’ back on her knees until her sex was poised above his mouth.

‘You’d better make it good, Jake,’ she hissed between her teeth, feeling her clitoris throbbing strongly as she lowered herself down on to his mouth.

Immediately she felt his tongue probing her hairless labia. It worked up between them then jammed itself against the little lozenge-shaped promontory of flesh.

‘At last you’re beginning to understand what I want from you,’ she said, as her body shuddered at the first touch. His tongue was hot and hard. He wriggled it from side to side dragging her clitoris with it. ‘Yes,’ she moaned as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

Mira stood alongside the desk. Without being told what to do she cupped Clarissa’s left breast in her hand, squeezed it hard then dipped her head and sank her teeth into the teat. She gave the right breast the same treatment.

As Clarissa ground her sex down on to Jake’s face, and his nose nudged into her wet vagina, she nodded to her assistant. Immediately Mira slapped Jake’s cock with the palm of her hand. Jake gasped. A gust of hot air burst out of his mouth and over Clarissa’s sex, just as she’d intended.

‘Don’t stop,’ she warned, as his tongue faltered.

He resumed the rhythm. He was something special, Clarissa decided. Her body was undulating ever so slightly and he adopted the same rhythm as he tongued her clit. Already she felt the precursors of orgasm gathering in her body, the familiar quickening of her pulse, the sharpening of her senses, particularly deep in the velvety tube of her vagina, where her juices flowed copiously now as it contracted as rhythmically as the motion of his tongue. She had always been a woman who could come just as strongly without penetration as with it and felt no need to change positions and jam his cock into her cunt. This was enough.

Thwack. Mira slapped his penis much harder this time. Clarissa saw it rear up and felt another hot exclamation play over her sex as Jake gasped again. She squirmed down on him one last millimetre, spreading her stocking-clad thighs even further apart. She clutched her breasts in her hands, her fingers buried in the pliant flesh, then felt her eyes rolling up and a huge wave of sensation overtaking her. At exactly that moment Mira struck another blow on his naked phallus. The resultant gasp did not take Clarissa over the brink, because she was already wallowing in orgasm, but it extended and intensified it. She rocked back, supporting herself on straight arms stretched out behind her, her body at a forty-five degree angle to the table in a straight line from her chin to her knees.

It was some minutes before she moved.

‘What time is Manley due?’ she asked Mira.

‘Four,’ Mira said.

‘Good.’ Clarissa pulled herself off Jake as if she was dismounting a horse. ‘Get him cleaned up. As it’s the weekend have him sent to the Farm.’ Clarissa had a London house, aptly sited on Punishment Road, and a large mansion house in the country where she spent weekends. Usually the male slaves were taken to the London house first, but as it was the weekend and, as she suspected that she would want to make use of Jake’s particular qualities sooner rather than later, she decided to break this rule.

‘He’s that good, is he?’ Mira said.

‘You don’t miss much, do you?’

‘That’s what you pay me for.’ Mira was already unhooking the chain from the desk. ‘Up,’ she commanded.

Jake sat up, then got to his feet, raising his hands to pull the blindfold off.

‘Leave that where it is,’ Mira said, tugging on the chain. ‘There’s nothing you’ll need to see.’

‘What about my flat, my things?’ he said.

‘We’ll send someone around to cancel the milk,’ Clarissa said dismissively. ‘Mira will see all your friends are informed. We’ll tell them you’re going on a course. A month-long course. It’s more or less the truth.’

Clarissa was adjusting her long wavy chestnut hair in the mirror, flouncing it out with her fingers. It fell to her shoulders in a mass of soft curls. She picked up her bra from the desk, eased her breasts back into it then began to pull on her panties and skirt.

Mira pulled on the chain again. Jake inched forward, pulled out of the door like a dog on a leash.

Clarissa smoothed her skirt over her hips and sat behind her desk. She took an atomiser of perfume from her handbag and sprayed it behind her ears, the perfume covering the more primitive aroma that lingered in the room. Her sex was still throbbing and her nipples were producing delicious little trills of feeling as they rubbed against the black satin bra. She could feel her clitoris hard up against the crotch of her tiny panties. She had been greedy. It wasn’t as though she hadn’t had a wonderful orgasm last night. One of the girls currently serving her at the London house had turned out to be a dedicated lesbian and had a particularly artful mouth. Clarissa had used her extensively last night, alternating the soft richness of a woman’s touch with the hard pounding of her most athletic male slave.

But she was rarely sated. Satisfying her sexual desires only seemed to create new needs.

She hadn’t expected Jake Ransley to be anything special, but there was no doubt in her mind that he was. She was looking forward to exploring his qualities further, though she doubted, if only he knew what was awaiting him, that he would be so enthusiastic. That thought brought another smile to her face.

‘Stand still.’

Jake felt the chain being dropped. It hit his knee. The blindfold was totally effective, and he was not familiar enough with Clarissa Peacham’s office to visualise where Mira had taken him. It had been no more than ten or eleven steps and he was facing some sort of wall.

He heard a door being opened.

‘Inside,’ she said.

He stumbled on something then realised he was in a cupboard. The loss of his sight seemed to have increased his ability to hear and he listened as Mira closed and locked the cupboard door. He heard her high heels clacking on the wooden floor as she walked back to her desk.

Slowly he explored with his hands. The cupboard was small and there was no room to turn around.

He stood with nothing to do but think about what Clarissa Peacham had said. The thirty minutes he had spent in her office were probably the most humiliating of his life. They were also the most exciting, which was what he didn’t understand. Even now, locked in this cupboard, his cock was harder than he could ever remember it being.

Pushing back against the door, he managed to cram his erection back into his trousers and do up his zip.

As a minor cog in a very large machine he had never had any dealings with the Chief Executive of the company, so his summons to her office had been a complete surprise. He hadn’t the faintest idea what it could be about but even in his wildest dreams he would never have expected this treatment. There had been rumours in the office about her, and about staff who were given unexpected leave. But none of those who had returned to the office after one of these absences had ever been prepared to talk about what happened so the rumours were never substantiated. Now Jake knew the truth for himself.

It seemed so incredible that he still found it hard to believe. Despite the graphic demonstration she had just given, he really hadn’t any idea what she intended for him. If she wanted him to have sex with her, even while he was bound and helpless, he certainly wouldn’t mind doing that for a month in order to hold on to his job. Even before he’d seen her spectacular body he’d thought of her as one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen, if not the most beautiful. He, like every man in the company, had entertained sexual fantasies about her, though nothing he’d ever dreamed up had been as bizarre as the last half-hour. A month spent, even in such outré pursuits, might not be so bad after all.

Jake had always thought of himself as a good lover. He had never had any trouble attracting women and was fit and strong with a good body, which he knew exactly how to use to please them in bed. It was possible, he thought, that he might be able to interest Clarissa in a less dominant role. She’d certainly responded to what he had done to her this afternoon. Once she allowed him full access to that gorgeous figure, once she’d seen what he could do with his cock, as well as his mouth, it was possible he could have her eating out of his hand. She was probably so interested in games of domination and bondage because she’d never had a real man, a man who could show her what sex was all about. He grinned. What had appeared at first to be a daunting prospect was gradually becoming far less so. In fact, despite his present discomfort, he was beginning to think that his interview with Clarissa Peacham this afternoon might just be the turning point in his career. She had never spared him a glance on the few occasions he had seen her striding through the building and she was certainly too intimidating for him to attempt to proposition her. But if he had no chance of being her lover in the normal course of events, being her slave, her personal sex slave, was definitely the next best thing.

In addition to which he clearly had no choice. Work was always available for a good copywriter, but one that had been fired from a large advertising agency like Peacham Associates without references – and Clarissa had made it very clear that she would not be prepared to recommend him to anyone else – had little chance of finding another job. Jake liked what he did and didn’t want to have to find a new career at this point in his life.

She had called him into her office at four and, though he couldn’t see his watch, he estimated that at least two hours had passed. Resting his head against the side of the cupboard, he had started to doze off when the noise of the key being turned in the lock startled him awake.

‘Out.’

The female voice was as imperious as Clarissa’s, but it was not her. It was not Mira either.

Jake stumbled out of the cupboard, his muscles cramped and aching. He felt the chain on the leather cuffs being picked up and he was tugged forward.

‘What time is Clarissa leaving?’ the female voice asked.

‘Seven. She said to tell you she should be at the Farm by nine.’ This was Mira.

‘Fine.’

‘I’d like a piece of him,’ Mira said.

‘Get Clarissa to invite you down.’

‘Oh, I will, don’t worry.’

Jake was brought to a halt. He heard the metallic noise of lift doors being opened and was immediately pushed forward. The doors closed. He knew Clarissa had a private lift at the back of the building, though he had never seen it, and guessed that was where he was. In the small, confined space he could smell the distinct aroma of leather from the woman’s clothes.

The lift came to a halt. He was pulled forward again then stopped.

‘Do exactly as I say,’ the woman said. ‘Open your mouth.’

He did as he was told. If the plan he had formed had any chance of success he was going to have to impress Clarissa with his dedication, draw attention to the fact that if she wanted him as her slave he was fulfilling that role better than anyone ever had.

A large piece of wedge-shaped rubber was pushed into his mouth, pressing his tongue down and stretching his lips apart. It was held in place by a strap that the woman buckled around his head.

‘I’m going to release your hands. You are to take all your clothes off. All of them. Do you understand.’

He nodded his head.

The woman unbuckled the cuffs. Quickly Jake stripped off his jacket, tie and shirt. He kicked off his shoes and pulled off his socks. Oddly the fact that he was blindfolded saved his embarrassment. It was as though in some strange way if he could not see her she could not see him; it was patently absurd. She would be able to see him perfectly well. He undid his trousers and shucked them down to his ankles, then without any hesitation did the same with his briefs. The perfect slave.

‘Hands behind your back.’

It was only then he realised they were not alone. As the woman rebuckled the leather cuffs around his wrists he heard his clothes being picked up by someone else. It sounded as if they were being shoved into a plastic bag.

Jake heard a loud click and felt the weight of the chain that had been attached to the cuffs fall away. Now a thick leather strap was being wound around his left arm just above the elbow. It snaked across his back to his right arm and was then pulled tight, forcing his arms back and pushing his chest out. For a reason he did not understand he felt a sharp pang of excitement at this, his cock stirring. The movement did not go unnoticed.

‘Well, you like that do you? Don’t worry there’s a lot more where that came from.’

The woman’s hand traced its way down his chest, and over his belly. It felt as if she was wearing leather gloves. Unceremoniously she grasped his cock. She pulled it away from his body painfully and lifted it, then he felt her wrap something silky under his balls and around the base of the shaft. She let the cock go and pulled the silky cord until it was really biting into him. She knotted it tight. He felt her finger rubbing over the distinct ridge at the base of his glans, making his penis swell against its binding. Then, just as Mira had done, she slapped it hard with the palm of her hand. He gasped. His cock grew rapidly. The constriction of whatever she had tied around it only made his erection harder, the blood forcing its way past the obstruction, making the veins in his penis stand out like pieces of string.

He didn’t understand why she was doing this. He supposed the bondage was a way of getting him used to what he was obviously going to have to expect from Clarissa, but he could see no reason for her to get him so aroused. Perhaps the woman, whoever she was, had her own agenda. Perhaps she intended to use him herself on the journey. Bound and gagged like this there was certainly nothing he could do to stop her.

He heard a rustle of leather. The woman had knelt by his feet and was coiling rope around his ankles. She knotted it tight then bound his knees together by the same method.

‘Kneel,’ she said.

He tried to flex his legs but with his hands behind his back and his legs bound together so tightly he was sure he was going to fall forward. He felt her hands on his shoulders easing him down.

The floor was concrete. He felt it scratching his knees. A rope was being wound around the bindings at his ankles and pulled up to his wrists.

‘Good,’ the woman said.

Jake felt two hands picking him up and hoisting him into the air as easily as if he were a feather pillow. He was carried for five or six yards then dropped on to something soft and springy, which he guessed was the back seat of a car. Immediately the hands rolled him over and he fell heavily on to his side on the soft carpet of the floor of the car, his face brushing the bottom of the seat.

He heard the woman get into the car and felt the sharp heel of her shoe resting on his thigh. A car door slammed. A moment later the driver’s door closed too, the engine roared into life and the car moved off.

‘Comfortable?’

The woman dug her heel into his flesh and laughed. She wriggled her foot down between his body and the front of the seat and tapped the leather toe of her shoe against his throbbing erection.

‘Quite a big boy, aren’t you? Popular with all the girls? I bet.’ She pressed down harder, the sole of her shoe pushing his cock down until it was almost at right angles to his thigh, before releasing it. ‘Turn over on to your back,’ she ordered.

He struggled to obey. He was so tightly bound it took him some minutes before he managed to roll over, the position of his arms forcing him to arch his back, the ropes and leather cuffs that held him already beginning to cause severe cramp. With his ankles roped to his wrists he could not straighten his legs.

The woman put her feet on his chest. She centred the spiky heel of her right foot over Jake’s nipple. The heel was tipped in steel, which had been scuffed by wear and was as coarse as sandpaper. She ground it down, pressing the nipple back into his chest.

Jake moaned. But he felt his cock throb strongly too, twitching against the constriction that held it so securely.

‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘I see you respond to pain.’ She moved the heel over to his other nipple and repeated the process.

Now her feet were moving down over his belly. He felt the leather shoes being positioned on either side of his rampant cock, one of the steel tipped heels digging into the top of his thighs, the other into his pelvis. Slowly she began to squeeze her feet together, trapping his cock between them. She was strong and he felt a surge of pain. He tried to twist himself away but had little freedom and only managed to increase his suffering.

‘I like to see that,’ she said. ‘I like to see you squirm.’

She squeezed even harder. Jake moaned into the gag. But quite suddenly the pain was joined by an altogether different sensation, a streak of pleasure so intense Jake felt his cock pumping strongly as if getting ready to come. He had never been exposed to this treatment before, but despite the fact there was hardly a muscle or a nerve that didn’t ache with cramp, that his nipples were scratched and sore, he couldn’t ever remember being more sexually excited.

Suddenly the woman lifted her feet away. He wasn’t sure what sort of car they were in but it was clearly a large one because she had the room to cross her ankles and stretch her feet out, her ankles resting on his thighs. She had apparently tired of tormenting him.

That didn’t mean his cock deflated or his arousal lessened. The bondage was intoxicating. Totally unable to move, gagged and blindfolded as he was, all his senses seemed to be concentrated on the sensations that were coursing through his blood. He could feel his cock throbbing so strongly for a moment he thought he was going to come.

That would be the final humiliation and he fought to control himself. He thought of how shameful it would be to feel his spunk pumping out of him in front of a woman he hadn’t even seen and who had done nothing but display her disdain for him. This thought helped him pull himself back from the brink. It was not easy. He pulled on his arms hoping to create a wave of pain that would distract him, but it only made matters worse. The pain came, certainly, but it was followed by a hot, quivering pleasure that made his whole body tremble.

He did not understand what was happening to him. He had never imagined for one second that this sort of treatment would excite him. He had seen prostitutes advertising S and M in the phone boxes all over London and was aware that a lot of men were into such things, but it had never occurred to him for a moment that he would be one of them. Of course he’d had all sorts of sexual fantasises, usually centred around having two or more scantily clad females at the same time, but he had never fantasised about bondage or submission.

Slowly he managed to get himself back under control, largely by concentrating on the cramp that had beset all his muscles. That didn’t mean his cock showed any signs of going down. It didn’t. But at least the overwhelming desire to spunk had slackened.

The rest of the journey passed quickly. Once they had got out of the halting city traffic, the car moved along less crowded roads, slowing only occasionally. He heard the rustle of a newspaper but his female companion paid no further attention to the bound and naked figure lying helplessly at her feet. After perhaps an hour of travelling at what he thought was high speed, the car slowed. He had the impression it was driving down winding country lanes. Then it turned and he heard the distinct crunch of gravel under the wheels.

The car came to a halt. He heard the doors open. A cool breeze washed over his naked body. They had arrived.

‘Welcome to Punishment Farm,’ the woman said, and started to laugh.



Chapter Two


Clarissa swam lazily, allowing the water to gently caress her naked body and soothe away the tensions of the day. She had been fighting hard for a new account with Toute Mange Nourriture, a French food company that planned to launch a new brand of biscuit on to the English market. It was a big account, and Clarissa wanted it for her agency. She had already developed the advertising strategy, story-boarded commercials and come up with ideas for a billboard campaign. But she knew Saatchi’s and J. Walter Thomson were both pitching for the business with equal determination and she had been working to make sure that every detail of the presentation was perfect. Clarissa didn’t mind competition as long as she beat them into second place.

It had taken her two hours to drive down from London in her burgundy-red Bentley Continental and she was hungry. But though it was nearly nine before she pulled into the house, she had told Madeline that she wanted to swim first and have a cocktail before eating.

The pool was housed in a large conservatory with a domed glass roof that was attached to the back of the house, the temperature kept constantly high so the semi-tropical plants that littered the tiled surrounds grew in profusion. After four or five leisurely lengths Clarissa changed pace, swimming harder, stretching her muscles in a front crawl, then twisting around to do the backstroke, pushing herself to the limit, using professional spin turns to keep up her speed. After twenty lengths she stopped and used a straight arm lift to pull herself out of the water, pleased to note that despite her efforts she was breathing almost normally. Tomorrow she would spend an hour in the gym and then run for five miles in the extensive grounds of the Georgian manor house rumoured to have been landscaped by Capability Brown. Clarissa knew that her spectacular figure, like her spectacular life style, could only be maintained by hard work; fortunately she had never been afraid of that.

Two girls stood by the side of the pool. Arabella, a tall longhaired blonde, held a silver tray loaded with a cocktail shaker and a triangular martini glass filled with ice. She was on punishment. A red leather helmet encased her head, laced at the back, her long hair forced through the lacing to form a sort of ponytail. The helmet had small ovals for her eyes and a larger one for her mouth but otherwise enclosed her face completely. She wore a red leather waspie that had been laced so tightly around her waist her figure had taken on hourglass proportions. Four red leather suspenders stretched over the girl’s pelvis and hips to support shiny black stockings, pulling their jet black tops into sharp peaks on her creamy thighs. Her legs and buttocks had been firmed and shaped by the high heels of the red patent-leather ankle boots she wore. Attached to the sides of the girdle were soft leather straps into which the girl’s arms had been buckled just above the elbow so her arms were held close to her body. Above the waspie her small breasts were naked but her nipples had been circled by a thin noose of gold thread which was tightened around the base of them, making them jut out prominently. Each thread was attached to a tear-shaped weight that was heavy enough to pull her breasts downward. Apart from these accoutrements the girl was naked, nothing covering her sex. As part of her punishment the whole nether region had been shaved bare and the slit of her labia was clearly visible.

The other girl, Diana, a petite brunette, stood beside her with a fluffy white towel at the ready. She wore a skintight shiny black Lycra body, its legs so high cut they revealed the crease of her pelvis, its crotch so narrow it dug right up into the folds of the girl’s sex, the puffy flesh around her labia pushed out on either side. Her large breasts were outlined under the garment, which flattened them slightly back against her chest.

At a gesture from Clarissa, Diana approached and began to pat her body dry, starting at her back, then rubbing the towel over Clarissa’s breasts and belly. The girl then dropped to her knees and towelled down each leg. She showed a certain hesitancy when it came to working the towel up between Clarissa’s thighs and over her buttocks.

‘Come on, girl,’ Clarissa said, spreading her legs apart. ‘Do it properly.’

‘Sorry, Ms Peacham.’ The brunette rubbed more vigorously, trying to ignore the fact she was touching Clarissa’s labia.

As soon as she was dry Clarissa walked to one of the many loungers that surrounded the pool and sat down.

‘I’ll have my drink now.’

The blonde responded immediately. Taking diminutive steps, which was all that was possible in the towering high heels of the ankle boots, Arabella came over to Clarissa’s side. Delivering the drink was more difficult however. Unless Clarissa reached up, which she clearly had no intention of doing, the girl would have to squat and this was a precarious business given she could not move her arms to help her maintain her balance on the tottering heels. Very slowly she tried to bend her knees so the tray would be in Clarissa’s reach, only too aware of the consequences if she overbalanced and the drink was spilt.

‘Come on,’ Clarissa chided, enjoying the girl’s dilemma. Arabella had been a problem since she’d arrived at the Farm a week ago and had been on punishment more times than any of the six girls who were currently in residence.

Arabella managed to get one knee to the floor without mishap and remained like that, the tray resting on her other knee.

‘Very good, Arabella.’ It seemed that the lessons the girl had been given were beginning to bear fruit. Clarissa leant forward, tipped the ice in the martini glass out on to the tiled floor, then poured the vodka martini from the cocktail shaker into it. She sipped the drink.

‘Mmm … delicious,’ she said, staring at Arabella. She reached forward with her free hand and plucked at one of the tear-shaped weights that hung from her breasts. ‘Does this hurt?’ she said, pulling the weight up until the girl’s breast was pulled up too and she could see the gold thread biting even deeper into the nipple.

‘Yes,’ the girl winced.

‘Yes, what,’ Clarissa snapped at once.

‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’

Clarissa dropped the weight. The girl gasped.

‘Diana, come over here.’

The blonde had remained exactly where she was. She knew better than to move without being told to.

‘Yes, Ms Peacham,’ she said, trotting over to Clarissa’s side.

‘Unstrap Arabella’s arms, would you?’

Diana did as she was told, unbuckling the leather that held Arabella’s elbows to her sides.

‘Is that more comfortable?’ Clarissa said.

‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’

She saw Arabella’s hand move towards her painful breasts, then return to her side, the desire to avoid Clarissa’s displeasure overcoming the temptation to soothe her tortured breasts.

‘You can put the tray down.’ Arabella lay the tray on the floor at once. Clarissa could see in her eyes that she was fearful of what she might be asked to do next.

‘I don’t want to have to punish you, Arabella, you know that don’t you?’

‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’

Clarissa sipped her drink, then handed it to Diana to hold. She sat up and turned towards Arabella so their faces were no more than inches apart.

‘Kiss me,’ she said, her lips breaking into a cruel smile. At first Arabella had refused to entertain lesbian sex. Most of the girls displayed a certain reluctance at first but soon found that it was not as bad as they had feared, and many came to enjoy and even revel in it. But though Arabella had been persuaded to caress another woman’s body she still steadfastly refused to kiss a woman on the mouth.
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