

  

    [image: ]


  




  

    




    STUDENTS OF SUBMISSION




    





    An erotic novel




    





    Leigh Turner




    





    Published by Xcite Books Ltd – 2012




    ISBN 9781908766304




    





    





    Copyright © Leigh Turner 2012




    





    The right of Leigh Turner to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.




    





    The story contained within this book is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




    





    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY




    

      


    


  




  

    Chapter One – A Walk in the Park




    




    Sally smiled as she locked the door of the flat. She descended the single flight of stairs with something of a spring in her step. Outside, a beautiful day beckoned. The British weather, typically schizophrenic, had at last settled into something approaching summer, bright and vibrant with scents, as the residue of the week’s showers evaporated under the sun.




    Her mood was as bright as the day. Yesterday had seen the last exam finished and it was as though a weight had been removed. She knew she had done enough to pass respectably, and had relaxed with the other students as the party mood flowed on into the afternoon and evening.




    Before the gathering in the union bar, she had been washing her hands in the washroom when Olga, the Greek student, appeared at the next basin, asking, ‘How was it for you?’




    ‘The earth moved, Olga, the earth moved.’




    Olga had smiled but Sally doubted that she had picked up the connotation. Language could give rise to such peculiarities at times, as though people were on parallel train lines but not quite communicating.




    Or communicating on two different levels, as when one bright spark in the class had asked about the design of gear sticks in cars, during the ergonomics lecture given by Galena, the postgraduate student.




    ‘Yes, the design of gear knobs is a good example of ergonomics,’ she had replied. ‘I have seen knobs of many different shapes and sizes. They can be long or short, thick or thin, depending … Philip, why are you laughing?’




    Of course the room had filled with murmuring suppressed laughter as she had continued in great detail about the shape of knobs, and Philip had eventually been sent out as Galena’s ire flared. Clearly a knob was a knob and no more in Ukrainian, her native language.




    Sally found herself chuckling as she walked across the park, reflecting on how many knobs Galena might really have experienced. More than one anyway, she mused. She had seen Galena out and about, dressed a little more racily, when the serious academic mask slipped away. With Galena, it seemed to depend very much on who was in the company as to how sociable she became.




    Sally could understand that, although she saw herself as being more open-minded when it came to male company. She tended to at least give them enough rope to hang themselves, rather than immediately giving half of them the cold shoulder, as Galena tended to do.




    Anyhow, she was enjoying her own company today, determinedly so. She had left the partying remnants at a reasonably sensible hour, and risen at 10 or so, luxuriating in a hot bath. Leisurely toast and coffee; bliss. She had decided to meander to one of the many bistro-type establishments which had sprung up in the main street running alongside the park that her flat overlooked.




    On a whim, she had decided to wear a skirt and stockings. While she wasn’t meeting anyone, she nevertheless enjoyed the feeling of smartness yet slight vulnerability that the garments gave her. Selecting a white suspender belt, she had fastened it and cast around the drawer. A pair in smoky grey had come to hand. Slightly sexier than the other option, American Tan. She didn’t know why those were there. Perhaps nothing else had been available in the local shop, one time. She tended not to wear tights very often, favouring mostly trousers or jeans in the winter months.




    The only other option, the seamed fishnets that Carlo had bought for her … Well. A little early in the day for that, Carlo. She laughed. I don’t want every man in the café bar trying terribly hard not to stare at me while I enjoy a quiet lunch.




    She had selected a new pair of white briefs from the drawer. Something about the feel of the cotton, unworn, untouched, caused her to smile. She contemplated that if she were better off, with money no object, she might wear a brand new pair every day. The thought of such indulgence conflicted with the frugality which had been drummed into her during an upbringing with an unremarkable Yorkshire family, where nothing was thrown away without being utilised fully.




    Perhaps it was a generation thing, she reflected. Today was a long way from the time when damaged saucepans were patched and used again; the “make do and mend” war mentality which had been handed down from her grandmother to her mother.




    She had donned white bra, a predominantly white patterned blouse, and some smart, slightly raised shoes. It amused her to pose in front of the mirror on the open wardrobe door, thoroughly spick and span except for the total absence of a skirt. Were Carlo there, he would have been pawing her like a frantic puppy by then. His passion aroused her to a degree, but often it would burn out almost as quickly as it had flared, and he seemed to attach more importance to entertaining his coterie of male friends in his restaurant than he did to keeping her happy. Of course he said it was his restaurant, but she knew his father kept a vigilant eye on things in the background.




    No, it would take more than money and status to keep her interested. There was always Gareth, her other boyfriend, to fall back on. A philosophy student, he was less of a wham bam thank you merchant than Carlo, but he could get rather intense at times. She put up with this side of his character, compensated for in her eyes by his lithe yet strong body and occasional humorous nature. She wasn’t sure if it was enough, though. Maybe men in their early twenties were just too self-obsessed to be expert in the bedroom. Maybe she should try a woman …




    Amusement played on her lips as she entered the Avenidas café bar. She ordered a spritzer and a meal of Italian meatballs and sat down to wait at a spare table, adjusting the dark blue skirt she had chosen to complement her blouse.




    ‘Hello there.’




    ‘Oh, hi,’ she replied, looking up to see Nick, one of her lecturers.




    ‘How are you?’




    ‘Oh fine, just enjoying the freedom at last.’




    ‘Of course. Are you on your own?’




    ‘Yes, but join me if you like. I’ve just ordered.’




    ‘OK, thank you.’




    She watched as he spoke to the barmaid, ordering food for himself. She liked Nick. His lectures were usually quite witty, and he was friendly, without the patronising and aloof manner adopted by some of the other lecturers.




    Some of the younger students were unimpressed by Nick’s friendliness, but Sally, at 23, felt differently. He was human; did it matter that he was in his mid forties? It was immature to have a “them and us” attitude to lecturers, Sally felt. She liked him and that was that. She could even quite fancy him, with his salt and pepper hair and short beard and his stocky, six foot physique. She had seen him in the sports centre sometimes. She had the impression that, like her, he enjoyed a bit of badminton or swimming to keep fit, without being obsessive about it.




    He rejoined her and they chatted easily, about the psychology course and life in general. He was on his way into town for some shopping, he said, but there was no rush about it.




    He enquired about her plans for the summer, until the exam results came out. She had applied for a few general management jobs, without a great deal of enthusiasm, and was determined to enjoy a couple of weeks of freedom from the stresses of study and job applications.




    Nick looked thoughtful for a moment.




    ‘Would you be interested …?’ He paused. ‘What I’m thinking is … My wife runs a research establishment. It’s out in the country. Every summer we recruit a few carefully selected students to help with the programme for a couple of weeks.’




    ‘Well, that’s interesting,’ she interjected, ‘but I wouldn’t have thought I was quite the type you would have in mind. What kind of research …?’




    ‘Oh. Just a second. Not that you should undervalue your achievements at all, Sally, but I’m not sure I’ve been clear here. We’re talking about needing subjects, not technicians. I’m sorry …’ He smiled.




    ‘Oh. Silly me. I still want to ask what kind of research though. Even more so.’




    ‘Well, don’t worry. It’s sort of social psychology. Nothing strenuous or threatening. You’ll enjoy yourself. Paid holiday for two weeks, really.’




    ‘Paid?’




    ‘Yes. Look, do you want a coffee?’




    ‘Well, I wouldn’t mind, but why don’t you come over to my flat for one? It’s getting a bit hot and sticky in here. It’s only the other side of the park … Oh … I forgot, you’re going shopping, aren’t you?’




    ‘Oh no, that can wait. It’s more important to discuss this if you’re interested. It’s quite important that we find our last subject. The programme starts quite soon.’




    ‘Last subject? How many others are there then?’




    He hesitated slightly. ‘Look, shall we discuss the rest over coffee?’




    ‘Sure, come on.’ His intriguing proposition had lifted her already light spirits further. She looked forward to hearing more. In private.




    





    They walked slowly across the park. Small throngs of children rushed around near the duck pond, their various mothers resisting clamour for ice creams from the small wooden kiosk. Footballers chased around in the sunshine, contesting in their minds some World Cup tournament, clothing on the floor playing the part of goalposts in a majestic stadium.




    Suddenly, an errant shot hurtled toward Sally’s head. Nick quickly moved his arm and deflected it.




    ‘Oi! Be more careful.’




    ‘Sorry, mate.’




    ‘That would’ve knocked your block off,’ said Nick, resorting to language less scientific than that of his lectures.




    ‘Thanks. Phew!’ She had been looking down at the time and had not seen the projectile. She chuckled at him. ‘My hero.’




    They were almost at the flat. ‘Come on, I’m on the first floor,’ she said, feeling in her small clutch bag for the key, as they entered the garden of number 45. It stood with other houses at the far side of the park, overlooking a perimeter road and the central green expanse.




    They made their way upstairs and Sally started the kettle. Conversation flowed quite easily between them, mostly about the course and her aspirations – not many, it seemed at present.




    Nick stood with his coffee, looking out of the large bay window.




    ‘You have a wonderful view here, it’s idyllic,’ he mused.




    ‘Yes. Pity it’s only rented.’




    ‘Well, maybe one day you’ll be able to afford a place like this.’




    ‘Chance would be a fine thing.’




    Sally had settled down on the edge of the divan, it being a bedsit room which, although large, boasted only two chairs.




    She stretched out a bit, one leg folded up toward her, the other still touching the floor, like some Hollywood actress of the 1930s obeying the Hays Code, having to keep one foot in contact with the ground to delineate the boundary of any sensuality.




    She was aware she was not being particularly demure. Her skirt might be just short enough to afford him a glimpse of stocking top. Was it? Not knowing the answer began to excite her.




    He turned and looked. His glance dropped for a moment, then politeness regained its sway and his eyes held hers. Her chest heaved a little as she drew a larger breath than normal.




    ‘So.’ She was the first to speak.




    ‘What are the criteria for these subjects of yours?’




    ‘Well. They’re all young and attractive. I hope that doesn’t sound too sexist.’




    ‘Are they all female, then?’ she interrupted.




    ‘No no. Equally distributed.’




    ‘Distributed? You sound like a right psychologist.’ She laughed.




    ‘Sorry.’




    ‘So I’m attractive, then?’




    ‘Of course.’ A grin of some relief. She could tell the suggestion of sexism had put him on the defensive for a moment.




    ‘How attractive, on a graph of normal distribution?’




    ‘You’re a bit of a minx, aren’t you?’ He moved a little closer, putting his cup on the mantelpiece.




    She kicked off her heels.




    They looked at each other. A little too long for politeness.




    She thought she should ask about his wife. Thought it. Didn’t say it.




    His hand touched her leg. Her knee, high, her right foot below it on the bed. He looked at her, long enough for decorum to reassert itself, should it wish.




    Her knee moved slightly higher as her right hand pulled the skirt back further.




    No doubt now as his hand moved firmly to the gap at the top of the stocking.




    Momentarily she wanted or maybe just expected a hungry kiss, but none came. Her eyes shut, she brought her left leg up onto the bed as he grasped her inner thighs, one hand on each.




    As he massaged firmly, she felt enough tension applied so that she could not have closed her legs had she wished to, yet no more than that, not threatening.




    He felt what she intended, that her response was only a token resistance, revealed as such when he brought his right leg onto the bed to press against her inner left thigh.




    His right hand now free, she promptly gasped as the thumb found the mound above her cunt and began, gently, to rub.




    Already wet, her arousal increased as the circular motions persisted. No impatience like her boyfriends, just continuous, relentless pressure.




    By the time he paused her consciousness was fuzzy, drifting in trancelike pleasure. She half opened her eyes, to see him stripping off. Already naked to the waist, he watched to make sure she was still the willing participant.




    Drowsily, she began to unbutton her blouse. Sitting on the bed, he moved quickly through the awkward phase of shoe and sock removal. Standing up, trousers and underpants were equally quickly divested.




    She finished undoing the front of her blouse and waited as she studied his hard cock. Thicker than Carlo’s, was her random thought.




    He moved close and resumed his fingering of her clitoral mound through the damp panties, this time pulling the skirt hem up, well past her waist.




    She began to try to unhook her flimsy little bra, but found the effort required was unappealing, and sank back, moaning and spreading her legs lewdly wide.




    Wrapping his right hand behind her calf, he drew it to his crotch and began to move his haunches up and down, left leg on the bed and right on the floor, as he massaged his cock against her stockinged leg. With his left thumb, he continued to work on her clit through the thin cotton.




    Soon, what was left of her conscious thought processes could find only one action to perform, which was to reach down with her right hand and wrench the wet gusset of her knickers aside.




    Exposure was total. Raising her pelvis was the only communication she was capable of. He responded, thankfully, without words, as he shifted all of his body between her raised thighs and then, with little time lost, she felt the tip of his cock contact her willing cunt lips, and with an easy gentle thrust he was fully within her.




    She smiled, gratified, as he began to slowly pump her. Lying back, helplessly pleasured, she mustered some strength and raised her legs further, before wrapping them as tightly as she could around his fuzzy-haired back.




    Groaning, he grimaced with unknown depths of pleasure, losing himself in some form of ecstasy. Encouraged, she began to exercise her pelvic floor muscles, whereupon she saw his eyes open wide with what looked like shock, as he felt the action of her vagina rippling on his cock.




    The start of a groan altered into a higher pitched, soft wail of pleasure as she continued to grip him tightly with her legs, preventing his withdrawal and possible escape.




    As the wail peaked she felt the hot cock throb inside her and he subsided into gasping immobility.




    ‘Oh my dear …’ He began to formulate some phrase, but she put her finger across his lips.




    ‘Shhh!’




    She wanted no apologies.




    For one so young, she already knew the truth that, in lovemaking, nothing is so powerful as the action, and words can never really qualify or alter the strength of the deed.




    





    They lay side by side, recovering. It dawned on Sally that, while pleasured, her satisfaction was not complete.




    Raising herself, she turned over Nick and manoeuvred herself so that, kneeling, she looked down at him, face to face. She shuffled forward till her fanny was over his face, her folded legs pinning his arms. Through dazed, half-closed eyes, he dimly realised what was happening, and let out a slight groan. Was it of puzzlement, alarm, or a mixture of the two? She didn’t care as she pressed down upon him.




    Seeking a position where she could rub her clitoris against her lover’s protruding nose, she held the headboard and began to grind against it. Nick opened his mouth to emit a sound in an expression of protest and pleasure, but in so doing only allowed his own spunk to drip into it as it oozed from her cunt. His body bucked as he experienced the slightly salty taste, but Sally, clinging tightly to the headboard for support, moved faster, rolling her hips like the lewdest of pole dancers as she sought only pleasure. Eventually, finding the spot she wanted to stimulate the most, she located it against the very tip of his nose and worked herself forward and backward, frenziedly. Her victim gasped for a mixture of air and his own sticky fluid, and finally gained relief as she yelped her satisfaction and subsided off him, rolling to one side and round, with her feet gaining the floor at the side of the bed, in one fluid motion.




    She raised herself and leant forward, standing with her arse thrust back toward him. Putting her hands behind her haunches, she pulled at the flesh near the bottom of her cheeks, thus giving him a brief but full view of her red pussy lips. Then, turning, she smiled to see his cock had reached semi-grown status despite its recent ejaculation.




    ‘Not bad for a middle-aged old goat.’ She chuckled down at him, before walking toward the bathroom.


  




  

    Chapter Two – The Mistress




    




    Jane emerged from her en suite bathroom into her large bedroom. She wore a smile and little else other than a generously proportioned black suspender belt, high over her hips at waist level, and seamed black stockings.




    She sat on the bed, then lay back, raising her legs one by one as she unclipped the firm metallic slides from the small round buttons encased by the smooth black nylon. The belt had a silky quality to it, more than the usual material one found these days. She paid for quality – in the large stockings which fitted her so well; in the teasing garment which held them   for quality paid you back every time you handled it and saw its effect on males, as well as minimising annoying ladders and broken clasps.




    She stood up and unhooked the belt. A tall and well-built woman in a Rubenesque sort of way, her mature years were belied by her smooth complexion and its healthy glow. She wrapped herself in a flimsy silk gown which clung to her ample curves as she tightened the thin belt which was all the designer had ultimately provided to maintain any semblance of modesty.




    She poured a glass of Rosé d’Anjou from a cabinet near the bed. The bed itself was a huge affair, as wide as most beds were long and ample also in length. A cushioned headboard rested against the wall; otherwise it was an open divan without posts, less to be conscious of when engaged in more athletic bedtime pursuits.




    She smiled the smile of one secure in her domain, confident and serene. As she sipped her wine she reflected on how Max had entered her room an hour ago.




    Deferential as ever, he had greeted her.




    ‘Good evening madam. How are you?’




    ‘I’m well, Max, I’m fine thank you. Strip.’




    With a mere flicker of reaction, he had obeyed the command and was soon naked. While he knew he was her favourite lover, there were certain boundaries which it would have been unwise to cross, given his position in the household.




    Jane, for her part, had stared at his nicely proportioned body as he stood before her. Entering his thirties, he combined a degree of youthful vigour with the thickset bearing of the more mature male, enhanced by his past as a labourer and welder in the Polish shipbuilding yards where he had spent several working years. His shoulders, arms, and neck muscles were particularly well developed.




    She admired his physique, yet would not let herself become too much in thrall to it. No, that would never do, with a mere male   and a servant at that. Well, an employee, she supposed; perhaps one shouldn’t get too medieval in one’s mental descriptions.




    Nevertheless, despite the near twenty-year gap in their ages, she was accustomed to giving a good account of herself in their more boisterous tussles. She had waited until he was completely nude before beginning to strip herself. Already attired in the suspenders and stockings in anticipation of Max’s arrival, she had first taken off her blouse, then the plain black skirt she wore during the day.




    Standing in a close-fitting black panty-girdle and black bra which perfectly framed her ample cleavage, she had pointed to the floor. The naked Max had knelt at her feet, and, bending forward and low, had kissed her toes, encased in plain black single-strapped high-heeled shoes. He had proceeded to kiss both feet in this manner, many times over, murmuring as though lost in a reverie of complete submission.




    When she was ready, she had moved toward the bed, casting aside the bra. She had then turned toward Max, who had shuffled toward her on his knees, like some pantomime gnome divested of his costume and what was left of his dignity.




    Max had helped pull down the tight girdle, with the now visible fanny hair driving him into a quiet frenzy. After she’d moved and then lain on her back on the bed, he’d launched himself forward, tongue licking firstly at the hairy mound and then further, further down, probing, until she had gradually spread herself. It was then he had begun to bring her toward ecstasy, as she knew he would. Finding his way to her eager clitty, teasing round it, faster, slower, softer, and then harder when he sensed her readiness. With surges of passion he had serviced her, moving his tongue down, pushing and tasting the cunt opening with its juicy reward, back up to flick fiercely at the clitty. Max was doing much more than fulfilling a duty; he was an enthusiast and an expert at this task. They both knew it without having to speak of it.




    Eventually he had come up for breath, grasping a glass of water on the bedside table, refreshing himself. His eyes had asked the silent question of whether she needed refreshment. She shook her head as she stared wide-eyed up at his hard cock. Big but not too much so, it suited her well. She raised her knees and spread wide. Max knew the signal and wasted not a second in plunging his cock deep inside her opening. He would surely have come almost immediately were it not for the sopping wetness of her vagina offering little friction.




    Instead he had begun to thrust steadily, then faster and fiercer as he knew she liked it. Her wide pupils gave her away. She wrapped her legs around him, pinning him in position. With a groan he partly withdrew, then, supporting himself on his arms, had watched himself as he pushed his moistened cock in and out of her hole.




    At length he had lifted himself up and free, nearly exhausted. Changing position, he faced her legs as he went down again. She reached his balls and held them as he licked in a feeding frenzy, this time showing the clitty little relief or mercy. Soon, her legs had twitched, bucked, and shuddered as her orgasm rippled through her, reverberating through all her senses long and intensely.




    Max had, after a while, gone to the bathroom to piss, taking quite some time before his hard cock relented and he was able to relieve his bladder. When he returned, Jane, still dazed, had patted the space on the bed next to her and he joined her there, allowed to lie, like, perhaps, some favoured dog. At least he was favoured. Did this status do enough to offset the canine side of the equation, Jane had wondered. She thought not, in view of the eagerness with which he had kissed and tongued her feet.




    The thought had reminded her that she still had on the black heels. She rose and took them off.




    ‘OK, Max, into the bathroom.’




    ‘Yes, mistress.’




    They had walked through.




    ‘Into the bath and on your back,’ came her command, her voice now more clipped and with a harder edge.




    Shoulders sagging slightly, Max had obeyed.




    The bath was a large, deep, and luxurious affair. It was over six feet and square, with high sides which nearly touched Max’s still enlarged cock as he clambered over.




    With the second part of the order obeyed, Max had remained motionless, his right hand near his erect cock but not quite daring to touch it. She had reached into an alcove and found an inflatable waterproof pillow, which she had placed tenderly under his head.




    ‘Now Max, you may observe.’




    She had climbed into the bath and now stood above him, one foot either side of his head so that he gazed up at her plump arse.




    ‘I know what you do with that slut Lena.’




    ‘No, Madame Jane, it’s not true.’




    ‘Don’t deny it, Max, you disappoint me when you lie. In any case, this is not a discussion.’




    ‘Mistress …’




    ‘Max, shut your mouth. Now, you may open it, but please emit not one sound or it will be the worse for you.’




    She had looked down. The obedience had been forthcoming and he lay there open-mouthed, naked and helpless.




    ‘Max, you may wank.’




    He had needed no second invitation and tossed himself uninhibitedly as she crouched down over him.




    Her cunt was only six inches over him when he began to moan in the pure lust of absolute worship. Her arse continued to descend until she found a comfortable repose. For her, that was. For Max, a mixture of disgraceful pleasure as he swallowed her seeping vaginal fluid, his mouth now enveloped, and forbidden ecstasy as his frenzied hand finished its task and his cock pumped copious come almost over the high sides of the bath.




    ‘Don’t forget who your mistress is, Max,’ she had reminded him as she climbed up and found a paper towel. ‘Clean yourself up at your leisure, I will see you shortly,’ she had said, opening the door.




    When Max came through she was lying in bed, enjoying a Malteser chocolate or two with her wine. Perhaps that was why her figure was what might be termed “fuller”, she reflected. She would tolerate adjectives such as buxom and even plump, perhaps, but never let anyone dare say anything less complimentary. At 5’9’ she was never going to be a small lady, and was actually quite comfortable with her size. Perhaps a little less around the waist and she could have aspired to a likeness, with her shortish, slightly curly blonde hair, to one of those pin ups of the Fifties, ample of breast and bum, well fed on post-rationing real butter. Those to which many a teenage boy first fantasised, their airbrushed pubes failing to diminish the lust and wonder stirred within the pages of Health and Efficiency, the purity of naturist ethos the last thing on their minds.




    She spoke to Max as he dressed.




    ‘That will be all for tonight, Max, I need some sleep. We’ve got a new recruit organised. Could you speak to Nick and make the pick-up arrangements for tomorrow, or as soon as you can?’




    ‘Certainly, madam. That will make the eight then.’




    ‘Indeed, Max. Goodnight.


  




  

    Chapter Three – Arrival




    




    Sally woke up earlier than usual. Nick had made his exit the night before, but, after getting dressed, had stayed long enough to explain his proposition.




    She had made them a light meal while he talked, listening with increasing fascination. It appeared that his wife ran a research institute out in the country, one which was in receipt of considerable funding from various organisations, some commercial and others of more shadowy origin, perhaps governmental, although Nick would not be more explicit.




    Whatever the background, there was no disputing what was on offer to those who volunteered themselves. £5000 basic rate for two weeks away from town. Where was the catch? Nick assured her there would be no medical experimentation, no untried drugs or anything of that nature. It was solely an exploration of social and psychological responses in a controlled environment.




    The price to be paid seemed small. She would have to inform her parents that she would be away for two weeks on a Hebridean adventure holiday, away from any form of communication. She would have to sign a contract agreeing that all findings of the experimental process remained the intellectual property of the researchers, and she would not be paid anything if she left the experiment before the period of two weeks was up. There was no coercion involved, he emphasised, but the financial reward was there to encourage a degree of endurance, for participants would have been put through quite a physical test by the end of the process.




    After agreeing with Nick that her physical health was excellent, he mentioned that her medical records would be checked anyway, as they had an arrangement with the University Health Centre. Whatever happened to data protection, she mused, raising an eyebrow.




    Nothing he had said put her off; the £5000 would go a good way toward giving her a leg-up now that uni was nearly ended. Paying off her student loan could wait a while; they didn’t have to know about the windfall. And there was talk of further financial reward for those who did well in the tasks they were asked to perform.




    ‘Just the same as a lab rat, really,’ he remarked. ‘You wouldn’t expect it to do much of interest without offering a food reward.’




    ‘Charming. Anyway, I’ll give it a go. Not much planned the next few weeks, anyway.’




    He had explained, to her considerable surprise, that she would be the last of eight volunteers for the experiment, and that the eight would be living in close company for the next two weeks, seeing only the staff of the research institute to represent the wider world. Apparently they had been carefully chosen and vetted; she would have thought that students would be battering the door down at the prospect of £5000.




    No, he had explained, this was by invitation only, and the small number of participants was essential in managing the situation. He had, he said, had her in mind for some time but had kept missing her.




    She had indeed been out a lot recently, but since the last tiff with Carlo and Gareth’s decision to swan off on that Swedish educational trip of his, had settled over the last couple of days for her own company.




    It was in the nature of the experimental process that he could not reveal any detail about it until she had begun it, Nick had explained.




    Her mind racing after he left, it had taken her quite a while after going to bed to finally doze off.




    





    The doorbell rang at 11 a.m. as promised. Nick had phoned her at 9 confirming the arrangement. Short notice, but what else would she be doing after all? Her nerves tingled slightly at the prospect of adventure.




    At the door stood a polite man in blazer and tie. She was astonished to see a chauffeur’s cap topping off the outfit. He introduced himself as Max. He seemed well built for someone who just drove a car, broad shouldered and with a strong, thick neck. His light brown hair was well trimmed below the cap, and she sensed a pleasant aroma of expensive aftershave.




    ‘Have you got any luggage, miss?’ he asked.




    ‘Well, there’s a couple of bags, I didn’t know how much to bring.’




    ‘Didn’t Nick tell you? To be honest, miss, you only really need a couple of outfits. The institute provides clothing for you during your stay.




    ‘Hmmm?’ A frown crossed her features. ‘Not one-piece overalls with arrows on them, I hope.’ She smiled, seeking some response.




    ‘Oh no, madam, I mean miss, there’s nothing to worry about. But I’m not supposed to talk about the experiment in any way, really.’




    ‘Oh. Well, I suppose that leaves you in an awkward position. Just give me a few minutes while I repack.’




    ‘Certainly, miss.’




    Soon, with her one bag placed in the boot of a large Jaguar, they were off. Max had insisted that she rode in the back. After chuckling at this time-warp sort of behaviour, she acquiesced and began to enjoy the ride. She wore a comfortable skirt and T-shirt, and light trainers on her feet. The temperature was too high to bother with stockings, and certainly not tights.




    They moved smoothly north and before too long were leaving the York ring road. As a fairly local girl, she recognised some of the roads. Max pulled into a lay-by. He purchased sandwiches and coffee from a catering caravan and they walked back to the car with their plastic cups.




    ‘Miss,’ said Max a little awkwardly as they stood near the car, ‘I have to ask you something.’




    ‘Ask away then, Max.’




    ‘Would you mind wearing a blindfold for the rest of the trip? The location of the research institute is a matter of some secrecy and we don’t like to broadcast it.’




    ‘You’re kidding, Max, surely?’




    ‘Well, the only alternative is for you to agree to lie on the back seat for half an hour or so. I’d still have to blindfold you a few miles before we got there or I’d be in deep shit.’




    She smiled at the incongruity of the sudden expletive, as though his reservoir of English expression had run dry and he had had to resort to one of the first colloquialisms he had picked up in Yorkshire, arriving perhaps from Eastern Europe, she surmised from his slight accent.




    ‘What about the other seven volunteers, participants, whatever you call them? Were they all blindfolded?’




    ‘I picked them up in our minibus yesterday. The windows are blacked out and there is a partition behind the driver.’




    ‘You’ve an answer for everything, haven’t you? Well, go on then, do your worst.’




    ‘The blindfold?’




    ‘All right, I’ll just doze off for a bit.’




    Max was careful that none of the lorry drivers at the tea wagon were observing his rather bizarre deed, and drove them to the end of the lay-by before leaning in and quickly drawing the black mask on to her.




    They completed the rest of the journey in silence.




    





    At length the barely perceptible whisper of the Jaguar’s tyres on tarmac gave way to a continuous crunching noise as the fat wheels bit into gravel. Soon there was silence as motion ceased and Max turned the ignition off. She had been lolling across the bench seat, and now raised herself just as the door opened and Max deftly unclasped her mask. Blinking in the sunlight, she extricated herself from the large saloon. She saw at her right a large, well-kept lawn, bordered by tall trees some way back, through a gap in which peeped the white gravel driveway. This driveway widened considerably as it swept round to their parked position.




    Turning, she almost gasped as she saw the mansion to which the driveway led. In the centre was a large portico flanked by over-large Doric-style pillars in stone. To each side of this stretched a symmetrical wing with several large windows, two storeys high. There may well have been an attic storey with gabled windows, but she was too close to see whether such was the case. The loop of driveway where they had parked ran alongside a decorative hedge before rejoining the main drive, which bordered the lawn at its perimeter before running in a wide semi-circle round the building to the right. At the left end of the building, the tall hedge that bordered it stopped at an eight-foot-high pedestrian gate, seemingly locked, which nestled alongside the house.




    Max had extricated her holdall, and asked her to follow him as he opened the front door with a key, after walking past the outer double doors, which remained pinned back.




    ‘Take a seat, miss,’ he beckoned.




    Sally was happy to do so, on a well-upholstered leather bench in the square hallway. The hallway alone was considerably larger than her parents’ living room, and accommodated a double stairway which rose above her at 180 degrees to the first flight, near which she sat. Under this upper flight one could see a junction of three corridors, one toward each wing of the house and a third leading further into the building, directly away from the front door.




    Max put her luggage down and headed along this third corridor after asking her to wait. He turned into a door on his left and soon emerged again.




    ‘The director will be down shortly,’ he said as he walked up to her.




    ‘Thank you, Max.’




    ‘A pleasure to meet you, miss. I will see you again soon.’




    As he turned and entered the same door, she began to wonder just what she had let herself in for.




    After a couple of minutes, she heard the muffled sound of steps on the carpeted stairway. A moment later a large blonde lady turned the corner at the foot of the stairs. She was attired in a straight black skirt under a white medical tunic which covered her hips. Black tights or stockings encased powerful calves which tapered down to quite large feet in sensible black high-heeled shoes.




    ‘You must be Sally.’ The older woman beamed. ‘So lovely to meet you. We’re sorry you’ve had such a last-minute arrival, but don’t worry, you’ll catch up with things in no time. My name’s Jane Taylor, by the way. I’m in charge of proceedings here. Has Max taken your bag? I see not,’ she mused with a slight frown.




    ‘Max!’ She bellowed in the direction of the door through which Max had disappeared. Sally found the sudden change from reassuring smile to belligerent gracelessness slightly disconcerting.




    The door opened and a young woman appeared, whose brown skin indicated that she was of mixed race origin. Stunningly beautiful, she could have been a model, although her body was healthily padded, more than the stick insects such clothes horses tended to be nowadays. She was dressed in a longish skirt and kitchen apron.




    ‘He’s gone to open the garage, Mrs Taylor.’




    ‘Well tell him to get back here, our guest’s luggage is still in the hall.’




    ‘Yes, Mrs Taylor.’




    ‘You haven’t been distracting him, have you, Lena?’




    ‘Certainly not, Mrs Taylor.’ The woman bristled slightly. ‘I’ve got enough on with tonight’s meal.’




    ‘All right, Lena. Get him though, will you?’




    Nodding, Lena disappeared through what Sally assumed to be the door to the kitchen area.




    While this interchange took place, Sally had felt the proverbial coin drop. Taylor was Nick’s name. This then must be his wife. She would have to exercise some care in any dealings with her.




    ‘I’ll show you round, dear, in a minute,’ said Jane Taylor, ‘when that dozy Max gets back. On second thoughts, leave your bag here. He’ll carry it up when he comes through. You’re in Room Eight on the top floor by the way. Come with me. Oh … Did you sign the contract on the way?’




    ‘Er … No.’




    Jane Taylor’s face creased slightly in annoyance. A moment later Max appeared, contrite.




    ‘Max, her bag is here and she hasn’t even signed the contract.’




    ‘Oh no. Sorry madam, I’ll get it from the car.’




    ‘Don’t bother Max, I’ve got copies in the office, I’ll get her to sign in there. You really must get a grip. Do you know how the tests are going?’




    ‘Lena said they’re on the fifth.’




    ‘Excellent. Come.’ She spoke directly to Sally, ignoring the chauffeur.




    Sally followed her along the corridor which went toward the right of the hall area. She was given a brief tour, throughout which Jane Taylor was sweetness personified, like a friendly aunt concerned for her welfare.




    They saw on the left a sumptuous dining room, with a long table in the centre of the oblong space, immaculately set for dinner with fine cutlery and white cloth. There were eight places along it and one at either end, making room for ten.




    Next, also on the left of the corridor, came a comfortable lounge with many soft chairs. This, being at the end of the house, had windows on two walls. Those parallel with the dining room windows looked out onto a large ornamental garden bounded by a low hedge, while on the end wall, the windows presented a vista of extensive grounds, ending with a wooded area in the distance. 




    On the opposite side of the corridor at the end of the house was a large games room featuring a snooker table. The room’s shape mirrored the lounge, its front window looking out on to the gravel driveways framing the lawn in front of the house.




    In here were two people, perhaps a year or two younger than Sally. A dark-skinned youth crouched over the table, and had just cracked a red ball toward a far corner pocket as they entered. He looked up as they came through the door, the ball ricocheting around the table having narrowly missed its target.




    In a chair near the window on their left sat a girl Sally recognised from the Psychology course, albeit the year below hers.




    ‘Hello,’ she said, in that tone one uses to convey a degree of surprise.




    ‘Hi,’ said the girl. Sally expected her greeting to be a little friendlier, since they vaguely knew each other, if only by sight. One is normally relieved to see a bird of similar feather, as it were, in a new and challenging environment. Perhaps the second-year girl was just a bit unsure of herself. Or was she very sure of herself and rather cold? Sally found it hard to decide.




    ‘This is Oliver, and Liz, two of your fellow subjects. This is Sally, who will be joining you; she arrived a little late.’




    With a broad smile, the black youth offered his hand.




    ‘Oliver Agu.’ He spoke in a deep, clear voice tinged with pride. ‘Of Nigeria via Yorkshire.’




    Sally smiled and was formulating a response when Jane Taylor interrupted.




    ‘There’ll be time for proper introductions later, my dear. We’ve got a little paperwork to do and time is getting on.’ She looked at Sally in a way that conveyed polite yet definite command.




    ‘See you later, then,’ said Sally chirpily to her fellow “subjects”, and followed Jane out of the room.




    After passing a door marked “Library” on their left, they regained the hall area. Jane explained that they had come from the east wing and were now entering the west wing, as they passed under the large stairway landing. Here there were two doors on the right, both labelled “Staff Only”. On the left were two doors, in turn designated “Secretary” and “Director”.




    At this latter, Jane extracted a key from her pocket and, opening the door, beckoned Sally to follow and take a seat, two of which were available near the window. Jane’s desk faced the window with her large leather swivel chair behind it.




    ‘I like this spot because I can see who’s coming down the drive,’ said Jane as she picked a document out of the top drawer of the imposing, old-fashioned desk. Giving it to Sally, she said, ‘I gather Nick explained this all to you. Read it carefully before you sign it, you’ve got time.’




    Sally perused the document but there was little to it, other than what Nick had said. The main gist of it was that if they were to get to the end of the two-week experiment, they would have to do as they were instructed during that time. Any free will involved merely extended to walking away, in which case they would forego any right to the £5000 reward. Moreover, a gagging clause threatened that strong legal action would be brought to bear upon any participant who spoke about the experiment afterwards, whether they were successful or otherwise.




    Sally was reasonably comfortable with all this. She was by now quite psyched up for some sort of adventure anyway, and was not about to turn back unless she sensed anything too sinister. The general atmosphere was secretive rather than threatening.




    Nevertheless, she had a question.




    ‘Just one thing …’




    ‘Certainly.’




    ‘Nick mentioned some sort of extra reward possibly.’




    ‘Oh yes. That’s a fair one. Well, there is a considerable sum available for the best and second-best students. But I can’t disclose how much.’




    On uttering the word “best”, Jane raised her hands and, with the two forefingers of each, made the “parentheses” gesture, while smiling enigmatically.




    ‘So what constitutes “best”?’ said Sally, boldly if impulsively.




    ‘You will have to accept that I can’t tell you that, dear. The experiment is founded to some degree upon a certain lack of knowledge amongst the subjects about what is being aimed at.’




    ‘Oh. Well, OK. Have you got a pen?’




    ‘Surely. You have read the parts about all subjects and staff having been thoroughly medically vetted and being clear of any communicable diseases and infections?’




    ‘Yes.’




    ‘And that you will not suffer any lasting or severe physical harm as a result of anything we do here? And you are OK with all this?’




    ‘Yes, sure.’




    ‘OK. Good.’




    She proffered a pen and Sally signed.




    A long moment passed during which Sally fantasised that at any second the older woman would snap at her that she knew all about her fling with Nick, before summoning Max to drag her down to the cellars, there to be kept in chains for her sins, having signed all her rights away.




    Instead, Jane turned on her professional beaming smile and spoke in a brisk tone.




    ‘Right, my dear. The first thing you have to do is a medical test. Then you will have caught up with all the others. They were on the fifth when you arrived and Liz is probably in there now. Can you find your way back to the lounge or snooker room? You’ll be called soon.’




    ‘Of course. Thank you.’




    What was she thanking the woman for? Sally wondered. Manners were a strange thing at times.




    Sure enough, in the snooker room, Oliver was now alone. They chatted amiably for a while. He was a Business Studies student, funded by his family in Nigeria. She formed the impression that they were quite rich. He seemed far more enthusiastic when talking about parties and discos that he had organised than he did about his course, her question about this latter being met by little more than a grunt.




    He seemed likeable enough on the whole. Perhaps a touch of arrogance about him, but, hey, let’s wait until you know him better, she told herself. He was certainly physically attractive, his T-shirt revealing long, sinewy arms, with strong, pronounced muscles evolved more in the gym than in the lecture theatre.




    The door opened.




    ‘Mr Agu, please,’ said a very tall, statuesque woman who entered. She was dressed in black pencil skirt and pink blouse, through which a similarly coloured bra could be seen, testifying to the engineering prowess of man, as it strained to support enormous breasts, 40G or more, thought Sally. Tan stockings and unnecessarily tall red high-heeled shoes completed her attire.




    She wore, in Sally’s opinion, far too much make-up. Difficult to pinpoint her age, perhaps somewhere in the mid to late 30s. She had a substantial crown of blonde curled hair, worn in a bouffant style, tumbling in a perfectly coiffed creation of unnatural randomness, down toward her shoulders.




    A pair of spectacles framed in a modern style with a subtle fuchsia shade completed the look of someone buttoned up, businesslike, and super efficient, which was probably, Sally thought, just what she was.




    ‘OK, lady,’ said Oliver, rather irreverently.




    He was regaled with a terse, ‘Follow me,’ in reply from the woman.




    They disappeared, leaving Sally alone. What had she got into, she found herself wondering yet again.


  




  

    Chapter Four – Examination




    




    Sally gravitated to the lounge, where there was little to hold her interest, just a couple of out of date Cosmopolitan magazines. She stared out at the grounds. Some spread! What must it cost to run and who actually owned it?




    After an inordinate amount of time, the door opened and an elegant woman of about forty appeared. With shortish straight brown hair cut in a bob, she seemed perfectly groomed yet a little flushed, as though she had been running. This impression was at odds with the crisply starched white medical tunic she wore; calf length, revealing only black stockings and shoes. It had a zipped front, straight down, protruding slightly over what seemed shapely breasts.




    ‘Sally?’ enquired the newcomer. A faint accent was evident, the last syllable pronounced in a charming rising tone.




    ‘That’s me,’ said Sally brightly.




    ‘Would you follow me? It is time for your examination. I am Doctor Inez de Courtanze and I will be conducting it. We are sorry to have kept you waiting so long.’




    ‘No problem.’




    Turning right at the hall, they walked toward the far end of the central corridor, stopping near the kitchen door. On their right, opposite it, was a door marked “Surgery”, through which they entered.




    The doctor beckoned Sally to sit, and explained that all participants underwent this examination, it was routine, nothing to worry about.




    The room was large, with various items of apparatus in it. Sally had little time to take it in before the doctor asked her to strip to her pants.




    Doing so, Sally was then put through a standard series of tests, checking blood pressure, lung capacity, vision and so on.




    She was then led to a treadmill, which the doctor set to a fast jog. Sally kept up with this for several minutes, eventually breaking into a sweat. At this point the doctor, who had indicated that Sally should address her as Inez, turned off the switch.




    ‘Now I must ask you to remove your panties, ma petite, for a final test.’




    Sally did so and Inez proffered her hand for them, casually throwing them on the chair where Sally’s outer clothing lay.




    Walking to her desk, Inez then took out a strange-looking device. It seemed to be all leather straps, yet with some pink object integral to it. Sally soon realised its purpose as Inez marched quickly over and clasped one leather band tightly around her waist. She then deftly manoeuvred the other strap around Sally’s front, passing it under her crotch and grasping the end to fasten it to the waistband.




    Sally realised she was wearing a sort of tight thong, the main feature of which was the small bulbous pink object which belonged to it. It consisted of a thin two-inch dildo which sought to find its way into her vagina, with an auxiliary finger-like protuberance further forward, which now rubbed on her clitoral area. The tightness which Inez had engendered when she pulled the strap at the back ensured that the twin pressures would continue, no matter what position Sally tried.




    ‘Now chérie, run again,’ said Inez, pressing the switch.




    Sally, lost for words, had little choice if she were not to tumble from the quickly moving treadmill. Inez picked up a remote control from her desk and flicked a switch.




    At once, the finger part of the dildo affair began to buzz and twitch. It alternated vibrations with slower in-and-out motions, all the while bearing upon her clitoral area, where folds of skin began to move slightly, further stimulating her vulnerable pleasure button.




    Gasping, Sally held the handrails tightly. More and more, she weakened and willed either machine to stop. Presently, Inez consulted the watch pinned over her left breast, and walked nearer to the treadmill, pressing, to Sally’s immense relief, the red switch which stopped it.




    Now just the buzzing of the automated dildo could be heard. Freed of the need for physical exertion, Sally’s nervous system transmitted more of the delicious sensations it produced. She felt herself drifting virtually into a trance, any inhibitions at being naked, strapped into this lewd device in front of a stranger, having melted away.




    ‘Now, chérie, come with me.’




    Inez showed no sign of wanting to operate the remote control, and instead led Sally to another piece of apparatus hidden behind a small screen.




    It was an upholstered seat, with a large backrest at a comfortable angle. Just under waist high, the seat cushion was customised in respect of two arms   or was it legs?   that stretched forward at either side of the main squab.




    Sally was instructed to seat herself in this unusual chair, semi-bed, whatever it was. Willpower diluted by the relentlessly buzzing finger, she did as asked.




    As she rested her back, Inez adjusted the angle of the backrest until Sally was most comfortable. Reaching up, she operated a control and a motor hummed as some rounded bars came around and descended from higher up on this strange rig.




    ‘Hold on to these, chérie. You will be more comfortable for the next stage if you support yourself.’




    Bemused, Sally reached upward and grasped a bar at each side. Leather grips had been provided for this, around the chromed steel. Unsure whether she wanted the trembling finger to cease, Sally felt deprived of any decision-making capability.




    The next thing she was aware of was Inez tightening a strap, containing her wrist where it grasped the bar. Walking quickly round, Inez took Sally’s free hand, which she had moved away upon feeling the bond tighten on her other wrist.




    Though she offered a token resistance, Sally’s arm was overpowered nonetheless by Inez’s two. The elements of quickness and surprise, together with a vestigial faith in the habit of obedience toward a qualified person’s instructions, were enough to see the younger woman secured. She was comfortable, with arms raised at the elbow slightly, but helpless.




    ‘What’s going on?’ said Sally.




    ‘You will see, mademoiselle,’ said Inez, walking back toward the desk and picking up the remote control. ‘Would you like it to stop?’




    ‘I don’t know.’ Sally felt ashamed and confused as she heard her own words.




    ‘Do not worry.’ Inez smiled down at her, quite a kindly smile now, as she grasped the captive’s left foot. After she kicked a foot control, the two arms at the end of the seat cushion moved upward. Sally’s legs, resting on these, followed as they rose and folded at an angle, so that both thighs and calves were supported, held considerably higher than her trunk.




    Incongruously, Sally recalled a crack someone had made once, about why gynaecologists always wear bow ties, as Inez strapped her ankles to the ends of the padded rests. There seemed little point in resisting, since her arms were restrained anyway.




    Reaching behind Sally’s back, Inez freed the tight clasp on the leather waistband, and clicked the remote control. What next, thought Sally, trembling with excitement at the threshold of a teasing anticipation. Inez pulled the leather dildo strap away, leaving her reddened cunt on full display, oozing fluid down on to the light green cushion.




    





    Jane had been sitting in her office when Celia entered. The secretary, for such she was, seemed flushed, her fuchsia blouse not so crisp and tidy as normal.




    ‘Sit down, Celia. How’s it going?’




    ‘Well, rather a marathon with the last one, Mrs Taylor, but we’re getting there. Inez has just gone to get the new girl.’




    ‘Is Inez OK on her own?’




    ‘Yes, she’ll be fine, she says. It is a female, after all.’




    ‘So what’s the state of play?’




    ‘OK. The first one, Becky, finished on the treadmill with the dildo in. She was completely docile, we turned the treads off and Inez took her from behind on the floor. She stuck up her arse ready as soon as we got the dildo off.’




    ‘Excellent, well done. The next?’




    ‘Greg, the curly-haired lad. Came off the treadmill with a stiffy, got to Inez in the stirrups as per procedure, fucked her for four minutes till I tickled his balls, and then shot   I mean, ejaculated.’




    Jane smiled at Celia’s preoccupation with propriety.




    ‘OK. Next?’




    ‘Fiona, the redhead. Standard stuff, really. Got as far as the stirrups, Inez got the strap-on into her, fingered her clitoris, and she orgasmed after just three minutes.’




    ‘Delicious. Don’t be afraid to go into detail, Celia, I do enjoy these little titillations.’




    ‘Right. The next was Steven. Very fit-looking lad, well toned. But we didn’t really get any response at all. In fact, he seemed so embarrassed we thought we’d better let him go early. You can’t upset people too much.’




    ‘Hmm, of course. Did Inez get to the stirrups?’




    ‘Yes, but he was just flaccid. I got as far as taking my blouse off but he just seemed even more unsettled, so we thought we’d better leave it.’




    ‘OK, you did the right thing. But we’ll have to keep a close eye on him. OK, next?’




    ‘Simon, quite tall and slender. Light brown hair?’




    ‘I remember. So how did he do?’




    ‘Loved it. Lapped it up. Just got more excited by the ball tickle and gave Inez quite a fucking. Nice long cock on him and he seemed to have some idea how to use it. I was wondering whether to have a bit of him myself, actually. Anyway, I got stripped down to my undies but thought I’d give his arse a finger-fuck first, as time was getting on.’




    ‘And?’




    ‘That did the trick. Spunk everywhere. It was dripping out of Inez after he’d finished.’




    ‘Boys, eh? Next?’




    ‘Liz. Dark-haired girl. Lovely tits, nearly as good as mine.’ They chuckled together. ‘Quite self-assured. Asked what we were doing and why. Had to invoke the contract conditions to get her in the stirrups. Came out with a stream of filth while Inez was fucking her, threatened to get a dildo and do the same to Inez as soon as she got free. Lasted ten minutes and then came with a terrific, long-lasting shuddering. Lucky too, I suppose, as she was docile enough while I was choosing her clothes with her.’




    ‘Mm. Interesting. And you’ve just done …?’




    ‘The Nigerian lad, Oliver. It all became quite a palaver with him. Started off all right, coped with the treadmill, didn’t tire him out much, he’s quite fit. He went up to Inez in the stirrups. I must say he’s got a heck of a cock on him and she was pretty much ready for it.’




    ‘Yes, I’m glad you didn’t say “gagging for it”. I hate that expression in relation to women. Inez’d had quite a day by then.’




    ‘Yes, well, I think she was ready for a bit of her own satisfaction. Oliver kept going for a while, and pushed my hand away when I went for the ball tickle move. Even worse when I dared touch his arse. He pulled out of Inez and said I would get some next. Not exactly threatening, but too cocky by half.




    ‘I thought I’d better take him on. Poor Inez was perched there, whimpering for more. I stripped down to suspenders and stockings while he watched me, then laid down on the carpet and said, “Come and get it.”




    ‘I had to make him finger me a bit; he was going to push straight in, the bastard. But I must admit it didn’t take long till I was wet enough.




    ‘Once he was in, I got my legs around his in that locked position you like, and he found it hard to get off. Not that he wanted to. I had quite a good time, actually.




    ‘While I had him there Inez came to her senses a bit and strapped the dildo on. I think she wanted a bit of revenge. She lubed it up and before he knew what she’d got in mind, she was behind him, holding his arse cheeks open. This freaked him a bit and he tried to pull out, but between the two of us we held him where he was, and Inez slid the dildo in. She knows where to go with these things.




    ‘Well, he yelped a bit but next thing I knew his cock was twitching and then going down.




    ‘Took a while for him to get his act together while I dressed, and I whisked him off to Costume just talking quite severely to him. There was a bit of talkback, but I reminded him of the conditions, and what he’d signed.




    ‘He was a bit disgruntled when I left him. You might find him a bit of a handful.’




    ‘Well, that’s what we’re here for. I enjoy challenging subjects to some extent; it keeps one on one’s toes. How’s Inez now?’ the director asked with a smile. Celia raised her eyebrow as she gave an inscrutable facial gesture, expressing something between embarrassment and mild amusement.
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