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    Rose is in love with her handsome young lawyer, and hates to have him learn about her fantasies of being bound and tortured into submission. But when she finds him spanking his secretary over the desk, it seems they might have more in common than she thought. And when she learns that they're actually master and slave, she can dream that he might have room in his life for another. As the three of them work together to save her from her dangerous husband, friendship grows into affection ... but will the Reluctant Master want to trade up to a harem?
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    Chapter One




    ‘I’ve sent the letter on the Hungerford case to your files. Tidy it up, scan those witness statements and attach them, and print it for the DX. Have Mrs Bulmer’s papers on my desk in time for her appointment.’




    The firm of Sarlow & Partners was old-fashioned enough to run to a secretary for each lawyer, and Larry Smith, their youngest partner, to whom they already referred as their rising star, fully appreciated it. He admired the young woman with the handful of papers, as she stood hesitating in front of his desk, with a frankness that would have been offensive in a less charming man.




    Another woman would have called her fat: to a man’s eyes she was pleasingly curvy, in a snug blouse and short skirt, her long auburn hair tied back in a swaying ponytail. When he didn’t dismiss her she said, ‘Is that all, Mr Smith?’




    ‘No, it’s not.’ He held up a typed page spotted with red pen underlinings and circles. ‘This is quite unacceptable, you still haven’t improved. I’m going to have to do something about it.’




    She caught her breath, and her face flushed. ‘I’m sorry, sir, I’ll try harder.’ Without prompting, she moved around to the side of his desk, where he had put a box file conveniently by the edge, and bent forward to lie across behind the computer screen. When she settled her hips onto the box her toes barely touched the floor, her plump behind lifted higher than her head. She reached back and hitched up her skirt to expose a small triangle of black lace between her soft white curves.




    Larry grasped the waistband of her briefs and drew them with luxurious slowness down below the fold of her buttocks. His right hand kneaded and stroked her rump in happy anticipation, lifted, and dropped with a ringing crack.




    He swung his hand with delight, savouring the bounce of each hard impact, the hot-pink prints that were merging into a uniform blush, his victim’s gasps and squirmings. Amazing to think that a few months ago he’d despised men who hit women, and reckoned that this talk of BDSM was just a cover for abuse. And now he was spanking a lovely woman sore and loving it; and judging by her wriggling hips and the scent of arousal wafted up by his slapping palm, she was enjoying it too. ‘What’s all this, slut? This is supposed to be punishment.’




    ‘Sorry, sir,’ she panted. ‘It’s just, I love that movie so much, I quote it to people to prove subs are strong. And that scene where she makes the bed neatly, then puts a dead bug on the pillow – that’s perfect service. Take good care of Master, but give him something to punish you for.’




    ‘If you’re thinking about films, I obviously haven’t got your attention.’ He picked up a wooden ruler. ‘Now, this may sting.’




    ‘Oh yes, please, sir!’




    For weeks, Rose Bulmer had enjoyed her appointments at Sarlow & Partners, even though the business she had to deal with there was a bad-tempered divorce. Mr Smith was young and handsome, with an athlete’s figure in an elegant business suit, and he looked at her in a way that made her heart turn over. He took charge of things with a confidence that made her feel nothing could go wrong. She had begun to enliven her visits with fantasies of what might happen when her business was complete and she was single again.




    He was only a few years younger than she – well, five or six – and surely intelligent enough to appreciate the qualities of an older woman. She was still good looking, and kept herself fit and slim at an age when the Caribbean side of her heritage would have made it easy to pile on weight; slimmer than that blowzy redhead he was using for a secretary these days. She had begun to calculate what was the soonest she could reasonably ask him out to dinner.




    And now … now she would have to find the courage to tell him something that would ruin it all. He wouldn’t laugh, he was far too professional for that, and he was probably too enlightened to think she was some sort of crazy. But he’d know she was … well, strange, perverted, and that would be the end of it. They would finish their business professionally, impersonally, and she would be very glad that she would never see him again.




    The receptionist at the entrance made as if to wave her to the waiting room; she was half an hour early, but the need to get this interview out of the way was too urgent. Rose hurried up the stairs to the well-known door and pushed through, and since there was no secretary to stop her, carried on through the door to the inner office – and stopped, thunderstruck.




    The secretary who hadn’t been at her desk was bent over Mr Smith’s, her skirt above her waist and her knickers around her knees. Her bare behind was incandescent scarlet, with traces of handprints overlaid with straight stripes from the ruler which Mr Smith was just raising shoulder high, and the scent of her arousal filled the room.




    After a moment of mutually stunned immobility he lowered the ruler and said, ‘Ms Posting, did you not lock the door?’ His bright, amiable face showed only the mildest concern.




    ‘You didn’t tell me to, Mr Smith,’ she replied with equal composure. ‘Good morning, Mrs Bulmer, we’ll be with you in a minute.’




    Rose broke from her fascination with the impossible scene, and whirled and ran.




    As far as the outer office door she was running with no idea except to get away. Then the thought of passing the receptionist again – did she know, were they all in on it? – was unbearable, and she dived the other way down the passage to the toilet. She sank down on the seat and shook with tears. It was dirty, sick … exciting? That thought was even worse.




    There was a gentle tapping at the door. ‘Mrs Bulmer? Please?’ The door which she had been too distracted to bolt cautiously opened, and the secretary eased herself in; for a plump girl she moved gracefully. She crouched beside Rose. ‘Mrs Bulmer, I’m sorry. I’d say it’s not how it looks, but quite a lot of it is. But one thing, I’m not actually Mr Smith’s secretary, I’m his fiancée.’ A day ago, the news that Mr Smith was engaged would have been devastating. Now it was just one more boulder added to the pile that was crushing her heart. ‘I’m a writer, and when Larry’s – Mr Smith’s – secretary went sick, the firm let me come in so I could research an article about office staff. Don’t tell the others, I’m supposed to be just a temp. And the spanking … well, it’s something we do a lot.’ She smiled fondly. ‘It was naughty of him to do it in the office, but it was such fun … I’m so sorry you had such a shock.’




    ‘That’s all right.’ Rose pulled herself together and blotted her eyes with a handful of paper, mindful not to damage her mascara. I am a businesswoman, she told herself; I can handle this. ‘As a matter of fact, it’s probably lucky that this happened.’




    Five minutes later, she was sitting in the comfortable client’s chair by Mr Smith’s desk, while he leant back in his seat as he usually did while discussing her case, his friendly smile showing not a trace of embarrassment. The only sign that this was not the same as her previous interviews was that the secretary had somehow included herself in the meeting. Rose had to admire the way the girl was sitting on one of the wooden spare chairs without a wriggle: she was clearly used to having a sore behind. Now Rose paid some attention to her, she was enough to make any woman feel the competition. She might be fat, but it was all in the places men liked it, and with her bright, cheerful face and beautifully natural auburn hair she didn’t even have the decency to look cheap.




    ‘Denny, Mrs Bulmer’s husband of two years, is basically a toyboy,’ Mr Smith was explaining to the younger woman. ‘But he wouldn’t admit it, and is now claiming the sort of hefty settlement that bimbos used to get from rich men. We’ve been putting together the necessary evidence to prove that he contributed nothing to the marriage but being arm candy and good in bed, but now something has gone wrong?’ he asked Rose.




    Rose took a moment to gather her courage. This was going to be harder than a sales pitch. The only way to handle it would be to treat it that way, like a practical explanation where you began with the background and went on. ‘I’ve always found it exciting to be … restrained. When I was little I used to roll myself in a quilt or a picnic rug till I couldn’t move, and enjoy the thrill without knowing why. I loved stories where people were tied or chained up, and at least threatened with torture and beatings. I always knew it was something I couldn’t talk about …’




    With a father who thought “batty boys” should be shot, and a mother who turned pink and stammered when she had to explain the use of panty liners, Rose was at university before she discovered the term “alternative sexuality”. In recent years she’d learnt that there were websites where people discussed this sort of thing as if it were normal, and she read their exchanges with the wistful feeling of looking through a window at a party she daren’t join; even the anonymity of an online identity didn’t feel safe enough. Now she tried to strengthen her resolve by thinking of Mr Smith thrashing his secretary’s bottom, but her imagination insisted on picturing herself over the desk in place of the girl; and given half a chance it started adding ropes to the picture, till her blood fizzed with an excitement she didn’t need right now. The episode might have made her feel safer admitting her own … oddities but it had made her feelings for the man behind the desk painfully intense. He had always been overwhelming as a man, able to switch in a moment from friendly charm to an intense focus that drew out facts she thought she couldn’t remember. But now that she knew what he could and would do, given the chance, those interrogations took on a whole new emotional meaning. She suppressed the images and pressed on.




    ‘In my teens I moved on from using the rug to tying myself up, with toy handcuffs or scarves. It was natural to use the skills I was learning to make it better, and by now I’ve got a really elaborate system …’


  




  

    Chapter Two




    The boxes and devices that made up The System, as she cryptically called it, even in the privacy of her own head, were artfully scattered around her home workroom/office when not in use. The long room was always cluttered with test rigs and prototypes and if Denny had ever taken a serious look around, which he never did, he wasn’t observant enough to notice that some items never changed. Apart from a few specialised attachments, like the rubber dildos and the bundles of thongs which were kept in a locked box, everything could have had perfectly innocent functions.




    Several bits of The System cluttered up the big couch at the end of the room, giving it the look of something never used. Denny had once joked about shagging her there, and had been miffed when Rose didn’t smile; she kept her two sex lives apart as carefully as any adulteress.




    When Denny moved out it was no great loss physically. He was an adequate lover but since her response depended entirely on her trusty fantasies, he could be replaced by a vibrator. But fantasy-driven orgasms were as unsatisfying as imaginary food: to stay happy, she needed the fantasy to really happen.




    She could have assembled The System in her sleep, so her mind was free to page through titles as she clipped things together, slotted things into the hidden sockets on the couch and plugged in cables. Would it be The Slave Breakers this time, or The Interrogation, or The Bikers? No, she needed emotional comfort food. It must be her oldest and dearest lover, The Villain.




    She didn’t remember now what the pantomime had been: probably Babes in the Wood, with its Victorian associations. He was called Sir Wickede de Badd, and played it with a camp self-mockery to match, but he was thrillingly scary to a ten-year-old as he twirled his moustache and gloated over the heroine, who cowered tied to a prop tree with an unconvincing couple of turns of rope. ‘You defy me now, my beauty, but I shall break you! Soon you will beg for mercy and obey! Mwahahahaha!’




    How he would break her never transpired, which left Rose’s imagination free. When she was ten, the Villain would simply keep her helplessly bound in her rug till the thrill-fear became too much. When she was 18, he would touch her in those places she had been told nobody should, and she learnt to wrap herself with one hand in her crotch and the other on her breasts. By her 20s, the vibrator included in her self-bondage was a high-tech torture device that would break her will and make her a degraded toy of her captor.




    She couldn’t recall either what Sir Wickede wanted the heroine to do: sign some boring papers, or marry him or something. At age ten, the Villain was going to force her to eat worms or show the boys her knickers. At 16, it was that thing boys wanted to do and girls shouldn’t. Then by her 20s, he was breaking her to shameful sexual slavery, to dance naked and suck his penis and such. The details didn’t matter, because they were just a reason to hold on long enough to make it good; she orgasmed as she screamed in her mind, No more! You win! I’ll do it!




    So, she thought, her practical mind planning while her pulse raced and her nipples hardened and her vagina throbbed in anticipation. Hands behind the back this time, and the double probe – she needed a good one today. And the knotted thongs, for the same reason. She shed her clothes, folding them neatly on the back of the couch, and moved to the computer with unconscious grace, a classical statue in milk chocolate with a neat cap of glossy black hair. That would mean programme … 14-D. Yes, she thought, with a catch of her breath. The System’s operating programmes were hidden in plain sight in a folder on the computer’s desktop; even to another engineer they would mean nothing without knowing what they were meant to control, but their very numbers were exciting to her.




    She spent a few minutes fastening Velcro straps around her body and well-padded cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and plugging cables into USB hubs. Finally she stretched prone on the couch between the rows of devices arrayed along the sides, and eased the tips of well-greased rubber dildos into her vulva and anus. The only imperfection in The System these days was that she had to start with those already in her, but she was working on it: there was a device on her drawing board that would guide a probe up to and into an orifice, reliably and safely, without manual control. It was going to have real potential for machine tools, and perhaps medically as well, but like many of her most saleable designs it had begun with The System that was both her hobby and her sex life.
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