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About the Book

Someone is stealing from Halligan Technology. More than that, they’re high jacking the erotic fantasies of Halligan’s most creative employees to get what they want. Now it’s up to Terri Bizarre, psychic sexual investigator, to uncover the truth.

But the truth is concealed in dark tales of depravity and sensual obsession – the most closely-guarded secrets of men and women who, under the whiphand of Miss Bizarre, now have no option but to confess . . .
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The shivering blonde in the darkened doorway beside the strip club was wearing a skirt that was so short the grooved crotch of her tiny panties was peeping out below it. Every time the neon sign above the club flashed on it lit up her body, illuminating the enticing area of pale thigh that showed between the tops of her dark stockings and the pelmet of black leather that was stretched taut over her hips.

She was clutching the front of her biker’s jacket together tightly and, as Halligan climbed out of his Jaguar, his cock gave an excited kick as he realised she wore nothing beneath it.

When he approached the doorway, the girl caught his eye and, with a single practised movement, draped herself round him, slithering her long high-heeled leg up his thigh. Somehow, even before he knew it, she had his hand and was sliding it up inside her jacket, rubbing his palm over her bare breasts. It was a wintry night and her flesh was freezing, her nipples as blue and hard as ice cubes.

‘Your car looks nice and warm. Wanna take me for a ride?’

Halligan knew the girl would do anything he wanted if it meant getting off the chill street for a while. But reluctantly, he unwrapped the young whore’s limbs from his body.

‘Sorry, gorgeous. Some other time, maybe. I’m on business right now. Looking for a Terri Bizarre. This is her address, isn’t it?’

Pouting with disappointment, the girl moved to one side and uncovered a small plaque on the wall behind her that read:

Miss Terri Bizarre

Psychic Ultra-sensory Sexual Investigator

Office on First Floor

Halligan threw the girl a regretful smile and opened the door to climb the narrow stairs beyond. He’d been unsure about this whole idea before he arrived, and now he felt convinced he was making a mistake. He was going to need a lot of persuading before he told this Terri Bizarre anything of his business problems.

Reaching the door at the top of the stairs he hesitated again. Finally he knocked and entered. He found himself in a small room with a single window that looked onto the lurid rash of sleazy strip joints and sexshops outside. For a moment his attention was caught by the vibrant colours of their gaudy signs, then his eyes met those of the woman sitting at the overladen desk and he forgot everything else.

If he’d been expecting to find a toothless old crone poring over her crystal ball, it was time to think again. This young woman was stunning. An auburn-haired, green-eyed beauty.

When he saw her smile, he realised he’d been staring at her for a long time.

‘Mr Halligan? Please take a seat. I’m Terri Bizarre. I was most intrigued by your call.’

Halligan sat down, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the woman’s curvaceous body as she crossed over to a metal filing-cabinet. She wore a light silk blouse unbuttoned far enough to reveal the soft rounds of her breasts spilling out over the scalloped edges of her lacy white bra cups.

As she bent over to pull out the lowest drawer of the cabinet, her narrow black skirt rode up the backs of her thighs and tightened over the twin globes of her peachy bottom. It was impossible for him not to let his gaze follow the pencil line of her seamed stockings up under her skirt. He began to imagine what lay beneath.

‘They’re white. To match the bra.’

She’d spoken with her back to him, but now she straightened up and faced him.

‘My panties – they’re white. That was what you were wondering, wasn’t it?’

Halligan felt his face flush red.

‘Don’t be embarrassed, Mr Halligan. Virtually every man I’ve ever tried it on has fallen for the same trick. I’m afraid it’s just my slightly cheap way of demonstrating my powers to you. Your interest in my underwear was just the standard male reaction.’

He might be a standard male but Mike Halligan hadn’t become the boss of the fastest-growing technology company in Europe by being taken for a fool.

‘Excuse me, Miss Bizarre, but if my reaction is typical of the standard male, how does knowing that demonstrate these psychic talents you claim to possess?’

‘There is more, Mr Halligan,’ Terri answered him as she returned to her desk. ‘My intention was to arouse you by displaying my body to you. Like most men, the sight of it triggered your unconscious mind to recall a powerfully erotic incident from your past. And the second that sexual memory went through your mind, I was able to scan it and see it in my own imagination.’

‘So what was I thinking?’

‘You remembered something that happened ten years ago when you were just starting your business. An attractive new secretary came to work for you. She was very ambitious, prepared to get ahead any way she could. She volunteered to stay behind and do extra work. It was late at night and only you and she were left in the building.

‘She had come into your office to do some filing, but you didn’t pay much attention until you noticed that she’d placed the unsorted documents on the floor beside the filing cabinet so that she had to bend right over to pick up each one in turn.

‘It was the similarity between the view you had of my bottom and of hers that reminded you of it. Only she was dressed a little less modestly than me, wasn’t she?

‘Her skirt was a lot shorter than mine. And when she bent over you could see she wasn’t wearing panties beneath it. Every time she bobbed over you could see the black bush of her uncovered sex between her thighs. You knew she was doing it on purpose because you could see she was making herself so aroused her vulva was glinting pink and wet in the parting of her pubic hair.

‘You were quite a sexual adventurer in those days. And this was one wide and very open space you definitely wanted to explore. However, you had to be sure before you made your move, had to be cautious in case you were being prick-teased.

‘You did no more than watch her until all the files were finally put away and she went to leave the office. She didn’t look back as she reached the door, but she stopped for a moment and blatantly hitched her skirt up over her thighs as she went out. Showed you the whole of her bare bottom and offered herself to you.

‘Seconds later, you were up from your desk, pulling your clothes off feverishly, tugging your underpants over the flagpole of your penis.

‘You went out into the outer office, stark naked. You remember how your heart was thumping, how your cock was pulsing as you entered the room. The girl nearly fainted when she saw you. She stood up at her desk and instinctively backed away, but before she could do anything more your cock honed in on her quim like a heat-seeking missile and you were on her. You pushed yourself up behind her, practically ripped her blouse and bra off to get at her breasts. You made her gasp at the way you handled her so roughly.

‘You jerked her skirt up to reveal her buttocks and bunched the material into a crumpled band round her waist. Then you went into her from behind.

‘She was running wet, right round from her sex to her bottom. You stabbed straight into her until your belly was pressed against the damp crease of her buttocks. Then you mounted her like an animal, humping yourself into her savagely.

‘You had her so strongly, she couldn’t help sprawling forward over her desk. You forced her to lean on her old-fashioned typewriter, and she grasped the solid frame to steady herself. She called out as your violent lunges pressed her heavy breasts down on the cold chrome jamming the long studs of her nipples between the keys.

‘Her teats were trapped painfully against the workings of the old machine, but that only excited you more. With one arm curled under her belly, you found her large wet clitoris and began to roll it crudely with your fingertips. You toyed with the girl’s hard button remorselessly so that her legs gave way. Her thighs shuddering and her knees gaping weakly, she braced rod stiff as she felt herself falling. You gripped and held her still against the thrusts, working her hard until finally you made her climax all over your soaking hand. But, even then, you hadn’t finished with her. While she was clenching in orgasm, your palm gripped the whole throbbing vulva and squeezed it tight around your shaft. As you ejaculated your fingers sealed her sex up into a closed purse so you could revel in the depravity of filling it with your pumping come.’
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Halligan knew his face had gone a deathly white. He may have once been a sexual adventurer, but he was a happily married man these days. And a lot of that happiness depended on the fact that his wife knew nothing of his many bachelor exploits.

‘How did you know . . .? Who told you . . .?’

‘You did, Mr Halligan. Just as I said, I was able to sense your fantasy. I don’t think I need to ask whether you’re convinced of my powers now.’

‘This is unbelievable. Incredible. Can you do that with anybody? Does it happen all the time?’

‘Luckily I’ve learnt to switch it on and off when I want. I think I’d go mad if I couldn’t. It would be unbearable to have to experience other people’s erotic fantasies all the time.’

‘Do you have other special powers?’

‘Even I don’t really know the limits of my abilities, Mr Halligan. All I can say is that I’m able to sense sexual auras. There are certain things I can do to enhance my powers. Techniques that allow me to pick up vibrations from objects and places that have been connected to erotic events.’

‘You mean go into a trance? Use some kind of self-hypnotism?’

Halligan saw Terri smile to herself. ‘I think it would be more accurate to call it putting myself into a relaxed state.’

‘And have you always had these powers or did you somehow develop them?’

‘Well, I wasn’t taught my skills by anyone, if that’s what you mean. I wasn’t born with them, either. It’s hard to explain because I only partially understand them. Let me explain . . .’

The truth is that I was ‘given’ my powers when I was 19 years old. Up to that age I was just as normal as everyone else. I was at university, studying Egyptology, and during the last summer of my course I managed to get myself on a real pyramid excavation. You can’t imagine how much competition there was to get on that dig. I had to sleep with practically every lecturer in the department to swing it!

I’m joking of course, but I would have done anything to get on that expedition because they were going to be working on the tomb of my special interest, the oracle priestess Herifnafu. I was excited because a previously undiscovered anti-chamber had just been located, leading off from the main burial room inside Herifnafu’s pyramid. It was a major find. The small entrance to the room had been cleverly concealed and the condition of the seals showed that the doorway had never been disturbed.

Everyone knew that the central position of the antechamber in the pyramid indicated that there was something of great value stored there. All the big names in Egyptology had assembled for the opening of the anti-chambers. There was an incredible sense of anticipation about the treasures that were going to be uncovered. So you can imagine how puzzled and disappointed everyone was when it was found that the room contained only a plain altar, a single onyx statue of Herifnafu and hundreds of rush baskets filled with papyrus scrolls.

The only unusual thing was the way the giant statue was positioned with her back right against the wall, presiding over the marble altar table. That, and the fact that the statue had been carved between the legs to give the priestess a grossly exaggerated pudendum. A huge clitoris and distended labia, with a deep circular hole where her vagina would have been.

I was only a very junior member of the team, not even allowed into the chamber until all the baskets had been removed and taken away to our laboratory. For the next month I was put to work with half-a-dozen other students, systematically cataloguing the contents. For all my interest it was a boring job. We weren’t allowed to unroll any of the scrolls, only count and label them.

Now, I have always had the feeling that I was somehow chosen for what happened next – that I was meant to come across the one priceless thing contained in Herifnafu’s tomb.

One evening, just before we were due to finish work, I noticed that there was something different about the last batch of scrolls I was lifting out of a basket. They felt much heavier than the others had done. Intrigued, I laid them out on my desk and began to check each one. It wasn’t long before I came to a scroll that appeared to be like the others, yet weighed almost as much as the others put together. When I examined it more closely I could see it wasn’t a roll of papyrus at all. It was some kind of container disguised as a scroll!

Even at the time, I knew it was wrong of me, but some emotion made me keep my find to myself. My work desk was in the corner of the room and everyone else was busy tidying up to go back to our tent camp. No one noticed me tug the end cap off the false scroll and slide out the long, carefully wrapped package hidden in the hollow tube. Through the loose bandaging I could feel some sort of smooth, slightly curved, rod with a bulge at each end. And from the weight I knew it was made of stone or something similar.

Hardly able to contain my excitement, I furtively unravelled the covering until I could see the end of the object. I was wrong about it being made of stone – it was actually a piece of bright red coral. But when I saw the tiny fluted slit carved in the helmet-domed tip, I knew what it was – a double-headed phallus! And, from my studies, I knew that hieroglyphs of the period often depicted Herifnafu curiously joined waist-to-waist with her Pharaoh Queen, Nerani, as the two naked women praised the heavens. Now I realised the true meaning of the pictures was that the high priestess must have lain with Nerani as part of some erotic religious ceremony, both of them sharing this phallus as they brought themselves to orgasm on its two-headed shaft.

My mind was filled with the vision of two dusky young females entwined together in some sacred royal shrine: the warm night air, heavy with the scent of the precious unguents smouldering in brass burners all around them, the wet-slicked coral shaft glistening in the flickering light of the temple oil lamps as it moved between their heaving bare bodies.

Then a new thought came into my mind. I remembered the socket-like hole in the statue in the ante-chamber, and saw that this was where the phallus was meant to be fitted. I realised that if it was put in place the other end of the shaft would stand erectly outwards.

What a tantalising link with ancient history was here offered to me, an incredible opportunity to impale myself on the self-same phallus used until climax by a Pharaoh Queen three thousand years ago. It was too tempting a sensual experience to resist.

I knew I would never have another chance once I’d told anyone else about my discovery. So I slipped the double dildo into my bag and hurried back to my tent, promising myself faithfully that the next day I would return the phallus to its imitation scroll container, and then pretend to come across it all over again.

Knowing I would have to wait until late at night before I could make my way to Herifnafu’s pyramid, I passed the time by cleaning the phallus and preparing it for use by oiling it with hand lotion. It was a truly beautiful object: perfectly balanced, the two identical heads of the shaft polished to porcelain smoothness. I could feel myself getting more and more excited at the prospect of secretly sliding its crimson length inside me, my cheeks flushing the same colour with the shameful admission that I now intended to take myself all the way to orgasm upon it.

At long last it grew dark enough for me to slip unnoticed out of the camp. I’d changed into a long brown Arabian robe I’d bought in the souk to take home as a present. For speed, I’d left behind my other clothes and was naked under the coarsely woven cotton. I carried the phallus in a leather shoulder bag, along with a torch and the hand lotion, though, by now I was so aroused I was sure I’d need no extra lubrication.

By moving in the shadows of the sand dunes, it was easy to reach the tomb entrance unseen. Getting into the pyramid was simplicity itself. During the day a guard was stationed there to keep out unwanted visitors, but at night no one was on duty. All I had to do was to climb over the token wooden barrier and walk inside.

I waited until I’d rounded two corners of the sand-strewn tunnel before I switched on the torch. I didn’t want light to shine back out of the entrance and alert anyone passing.

It was, as ever, eternal night in the windowless passageways of the pyramid. But maybe it was because I was alone and embarking on such an illicit, debauched mission that it felt so different there that evening. It was almost as if the whole place was alive.

It took me just over ten minutes to make my way through the maze of tunnels leading to the burial room and to climb through the hatchway into the ante-chamber.

There was a quickness to my movements now that I couldn’t fully account for. An urgency to carry out the wanton act I’d been imagining so feverishly.

I propped the torch on the altar table so that it illuminated the great stone figure and took the phallus from the bag. There was nothing to choose between the two heads, no reason to push one into the statue rather than the other. I just lifted it up as it came out of the bag, offered it up to Herifnafu’s tunnelled-out vulva and, centring one end of the dildo in the opening, I carefully slid it home. It fitted perfectly, gliding right in until the middle of the curved shaft just touched the cold onyx of Herifnafu’s fat labia and then locked lightly into place.

The bare end of the phallus projected from her sex just as I’d imagined it would. Just waiting to be taken. Almost shivering with excitement, I cast off my robe and moved in front of the towering statue.

Standing on the ground, my face was virtually level with the coral penis. I’d realised from the start that I was never going to be able to impale myself with it without somehow climbing up Herifnafu’s body. Now, when I examined the figure, I was surprised to find that two shallow niches had been carved into the outsides of her knees, exactly in the right place for me to use as stirrups. Scaling the front of the statue by using her pendulous breasts as handholds, I soon had myself positioned with my legs splayed around Herifnafu’s hips and my arms gripping her wide shoulders.

I had to hold my belly awkwardly away from the phallus until I steadied myself, but then all it took was a little movement of my hips to lift my sex up and cap it over the tip of the shaft.

I’d been right about how wet I was. As I pushed forward, the whole of the long smooth rod just disappeared inside me. Slid right in until my quim touched against the cool onyx, and I knew I’d taken it to the hilt.

I was very turned on by the idea of my sex kissing against Herifnafu’s just like Nerani’s had done all those centuries ago. With one last effort, I hugged myself close to her figure, wanting to squeeze the soft flesh of my vulva against the hard stone of hers.

And it was then that it happened.

As I pressed myself against Herifnafu’s mound, I heard a faint ‘click’ somewhere deep inside her and immediately afterwards I felt the whole statue begin to topple slowly forward so that I was lowered towards the altar table behind me. The obvious thing to do was to throw myself clear, but it all happened so quickly that the fear of falling backwards made me clasp my limbs round her body, still impaled on the phallus.

Of course, once it had started to move, the statue kept on tipping over onto me. But, oddly, it didn’t just fall freely, but seemed to swivel forward steadily from the toes. And all the time there was this deep rumbling sound coming from inside the wall behind Herifnafu, as though I’d set in motion some huge cogged machine.

I was convinced my end had come, that I was going to be crushed horribly against the altar table. The great weight of the figure seemed to loom over me as I arched backwards, embracing it in terror.

At the end, I was lying so far back I was almost horizontal. I could sense the hard edge of the marble altar getting closer every second. I let out a cry as I felt the first touch of the cold stone against my buttocks, thinking it was the last sound I would ever make.

Then, at that moment, there was a creaking groan and the statue shuddered to a grinding halt.

I couldn’t believe it! I was unhurt. Somehow the statue had stopped moving just inches away from the top of the altar!

I realised then that it hadn’t been toppling over at all. It had been tipped forward by some giant weight and pulley mechanism that I’d activated by pressing myself onto the phallus. A levering system had been deliberately engineered to be triggered by that specific perverted act.

My first thought was to get out from under the figure, but it was then I was shown precisely what the purpose of the machine was. It had been stopped in such a position that I’d been left pinned to the rounded edge of the altar with the coral phallus penetrating me so deeply that there was no space for me to wriggle off it. I struggled every way I could to ease myself off the end of the dildo, but it was impossible. Whoever had built this fiendish trap had constructed it perfectly. I was in no discomfort: I could rest lying back on the altar and had full use of my four limbs. But, no matter what I did, the one thing I couldn’t do was escape.

It was as I attempted some new athletic contortion to work myself free that I caught my hand on the torch behind me and sent it crashing to the floor.

The chamber was instantly plunged into total darkness and the silent blackness of that tomb room was like nothing I’d known before. It was so complete, I could almost feel it pressing on my skin and taste it in my mouth.

To begin with, it was all I could do to stay calm, stay rational. But then as I lay there blindly, I started to be aware that the atmosphere in the chamber was changing. I began to feel that there was what I can only describe now as a ‘presence’ in the room with me.

I started to scream, bellowing at the top of my voice for help. But it was useless. There was a hundred yards of narrow, twisting tunnels between me and the outside world. No one could hear me.

I could feel the chilling presence growing stronger all the time and I thought I would go mad with terror. You see, I knew where the aura was coming from, now. It was the statue!

I could sense the power radiating from it, feel its spirit above me in the darkness. And as its force intensified, I began to realise that the very source of the aura was the phallus itself. Although it was invisible to me in the tarry blackness, I could actually feel it pulsing with some kind of strange energy – an energy that was starting to flow into me.

I began to feel a pure, golden warmth seeping into my belly, like having liquid ecstasy poured into me. It was out of my control. I couldn’t stop it or the sensations it was giving me.

Before long, I had to start clenching my legs round the hips of the statue, squeezing my thighs together in response to the intense excitement I was feeling between my legs. Something unbelievable was happening to me. There was no movement, no obvious stimulation, but, almost from the start, I had no doubt that I was going to be made to come. And come devastatingly.

The sensations kept getting better and more intense. The glow of arousal coursing through every vein in my body made me contract on the coral shaft again and again, taking me closer and closer to crisis point.

Waves of pleasure started to wash over me. I began to scream again, but this time it was in unbearable delight. I made the stone walls ring with my cries as the orgasm finally took me, slapping my damp back up and down on the stone altar as I called out my incredible climax.

I can’t tell you much else of what occurred after that. I seemed to lose all track of time. I know I was made to orgasm almost continually throughout the night, though, looking back now, it felt as though I was made to come for days on end. I seemed to suffer exhausting climaxes that went on for hours at a time.

But even during my long, dreamlike, orgasmic ordeal I realised it had some higher purpose. The mechanical statue had been built for this moment – a trap set by Herifnafu thirty centuries ago as a way of ensuring that the psychic powers which had brought her such wealth and influence would be passed on to another woman.

Perhaps she had been able to ‘see’ that it was my fate to find her phallus and mount myself upon it, alone in the night; that, somehow, I had been chosen to be forcibly impregnated with her gift of ultra-sensory sight.

Of course, I didn’t fully appreciate what had been done to me until early the next morning when an Egyptian guard made his first rounds and found me pinned, barely conscious under the fallen stone figure.

In his rush to get help he didn’t take in at first that I was naked or notice the way I was joined so lewdly to the statue. But when his companions arrived with bright torches, all was soon humiliatingly revealed. And the thing was, as they circled around me, shining their lights through the narrow gap between my belly and Herifnafu’s to examine the red shaft that was embedded in each of us, I could read their thoughts.

To begin with, I thought I was imagining things, but when I looked at their faces I could tell it was true. I really could see in my mind the vulgar fantasies which my embarrassing predicament was conjuring up in theirs: thoughts of how desperate I must be for a man if I’d had to resort to copulating with a stone statue. How they would have willingly satisfied that need for me if they’d had the chance!

Once the head archaeologist had been alerted, the whole chamber was soon full of people. I was mortified. It quickly became obvious that the statue could not be raised off me because the tipping mechanism would require tons of effort to wind it back. And the altar beneath me was firmly bedded in the chamber floor. The only thing for it was to break the phallus.

A mason was summoned. He carefully slid a long metal chisel between my belly and the statue and, with a single blow, he shattered the mystical coral shaft in two, destroying its powers forever.

After that, I was able to wriggle out from under the figure quite easily, and was then escorted back to the camp by a couple of the other female students. All the time I was shocked by the things I could pick up from their minds – the sexual thoughts they were having even while they were busy looking after me.

Once we got to my tent, I only had a chance to dress and eat a little food before I received some very unwelcome visitors in the shape of the Egyptian police. I was stunned to learn that, in his anger, the head archaeologist had ordered me to be arrested for tomb robbing.

I was thrown into jail. And it was there that I first saw how my powers could change my life. The need to get out of that awful place very quickly taught me the uses I could make of my amazing abilities.

Being able to sense what men were thinking about me allowed me to respond automatically to their unspoken fantasies. I make no apologies about it now, I was completely shameless. I offered my jailers exactly what their hearts secretly desired, no matter how depraved or lecherous it was.

I was successful, too. Within a fortnight the prison governor had me freed so that he could take me as his mistress. Within a month he had lost me to the Minister of Internal Affairs, and I was really on my way.

As my fame spread, the popularity of my unique services increased – along with the rewards I demanded for them. But, I was worth it. I was the perfect whore. A man had only to imagine what he wanted from me and his wish was quickly granted. If he wanted me to turn this way or that, let him enter me in some exotic position, wear a certain outfit, come or not come, all he had to do was think it and it happened. I would perform the most flagrantly indecent acts without ever having to be asked.

For three years, I was the ultimate plaything of some of the wealthiest men – and women – in Europe. I lived a life of luxury, moving on from one rich lover to another as the price of my talents steadily rose.

Then one night I had a nightmarish dream. Herifnafu came to me in my sleep, angry beyond words at the way I was squandering the priceless gift she had passed on to me. It made me realize that I had to change my ways, do something more useful with my powers.

Very soon after that I returned to Britain, adopted a new identity and began my career as an ultra-sensory sexual investigator. These days I try to use my psychic sense solely as an aid to the pursuit of justice.

Halligan shook his head in amazement. ‘That’s an incredible story. But one thing still worries me. If you’ve been able to make so much money from your powers, then why are you working from this rundown office in the middle of the red-light district?’

‘The answer to that is I keep my office here precisely because of where it is. There’s always something sexual happening nearby. The whole area is steeped in raw sexual energy. It gives me a constant buzz. I find it helps me in my work, keeps my – shall we say – “creative juices” flowing!’

Halligan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, struggling to keep his mind from thoughts of the source of those sweet juices. He decided that his only hope was to turn the conversation to business.

‘Miss Bizarre. I admit I was sceptical about your abilities before I came here, but now I’m persuaded – and relieved – to believe you might be able to help me.

‘You know that Halligan Technology is a major player in electronics research. We’re an ideas company, constantly developing innovative processes and designs. Many of our projects are so new they haven’t been patented, and that means secrecy is vitally important. Until recently, that hasn’t been a problem, but over the past few months someone has been stealing information from the company and selling it to our competitors. And as a result of that we’ve lost a number of highly valuable deals.

‘The information that’s been sold was only known to the six project managers who work together at our offices. I’m convinced one of them is betraying us, but the baffling thing is, no single individual has had access to all the different information that has been taken. I can’t work out how it’s being done.’

‘Why don’t you call in the police and let them deal with the problem?’

‘Halligan Technology is funded by venture capital from the City. It’s a high-risk investment. At the first sign of trouble like this my backers would pull out and I wouldn’t see them for dust. This matter has got to be handled in a more discreet way. I was going to call in a private investigator, but then something very strange came up that changed my mind.

‘After I first realized that one of my own team was stealing secrets I called in a specialist company to go through the back-up records that log everything transmitted over the computer network. And when they examined the details of the managers’ section of the system they came across something very peculiar. They discovered that someone has been flashing messages onto the network. Phrases have appeared for just a fraction of a second on the project managers’ computer screens, subliminal messages that are registered only by the unconscious mind. I can’t make much sense of them, but they all appear to be of a sexual nature. That’s why I came to you. I have a print out of the messages here, and I was hoping you might be able to shed some light on exactly what’s been going on.’

Halligan pulled out a sheaf of folded papers from his inside coat pocket and handed them to Terri. As she read through the pages, her brow furrowed into a frown.

‘This is very disturbing, Mr Halligan. You were right to contact me. I can see straight away that these messages are related to your disappearing information. I’d very much like to take this case on. The first thing I must do is visit your office so I can experience the atmosphere firsthand. Would it be alright for me to come there tomorrow afternoon?’
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As Terri crossed the open plaza in front of the Halligan Technology complex, she saw herself reflected in the mirrored glass of the new building.

She’d arranged to present herself at Halligan’s office as a business consultant, and playing the part meant dressing in a more restrained style than she usually preferred. Still, she could see she looked good in her tailored tweed suit, the skirt showing just enough stockinged leg to turn heads. Her leather briefcase and the occasional flash of gold and pearls created the right air of professional sophistication.

Confident that she looked convincing in her role, she started to concentrate as she neared the building, trying to tune in to all the sexual energy being given off around her.

As always, she was amazed by the sheer exuberance of the hidden world of erotic thought that her powers allowed her to observe. The woman who handed Terri her visitor’s pass at the reception desk was fantasising about a skydiving naked man who was masturbating as he hurtled thrillingly towards the ground: she imagined him waiting to the very last moment before pulling his ripcord and the sudden jerk on his harness as the parachute opened making him ejaculate so violently that his semen splashed up all over his goggles. A dark-suited man crossing the foyer was arousing himself by recalling the bondage magazine pictures he’d orgasmed copiously over a few days ago. He’d brought himself off on pictures of a girl whose nipples and clitoris were pierced with heavy gold rings. Chains attached to each nipple ring went over her shoulders, down her back and up between her buttocks to her clitoris ring. The chains were uncomfortably short – so taut, her nipples were pulled upwards like coathooks. The heaviness of her breasts pulled on the chains and tugged agonisingly at her clitoris. In one photograph she posed standing with her legs apart and he’d been able to see how the pink nub was being stretched out from the girl’s vulva, making her mouth twist into a thin smile of masochistic exhibitionism.

On her way up to the management floor a secretary sharing the lift was yawning because she’d spent the early hours of the morning being screwed. She was going over in her head the weird dream that had started it all in which she was performing in some kind of erotic circus taking place inside a huge canvas tent, and she was being forced to ride round the sawdust ring on a special bike. It was like a clown’s cycle with out-of-shape wheels and a frame that was much too small for her. She had to ride around with her knees splayed out, and as she was completely naked she was displaying her open vagina to everyone. The really obscene thing in the dream was that the bike’s saddle had been taken away and in its place a handful of old bent spoons had been jammed down the tube stem.

To peddle the bike the girl had to sit on the metal spoons with all her weight. The twisted end of one was digging painfully into her bottom, and underneath her the smooth back of a big tablespoon pressed right up into her vulva. Cupped directly over her clitoris like a silver cap was the bowl of a teaspoon, and every turn of the peddles made her grind herself against it, arousing her to flush-faced excitement.

All the people were roaring with laughter to see her riding round, lifting up and down comically as the buckled wheels made the lewd saddle stimulate her. So ashamed at how it excited her, she’d tried to stop and get off. But the top-hatted ringmaster had stepped behind her and flicked her bottom hard with his long whip. He’d forced her to carry on, driving her round and round the ring until the sensation on her clitoris was too much to stand, and she’d groaned out because she knew she was going to come with everybody watching her.

She’d felt it start in her dream, then suddenly she was awake – and it was still happening uncontrollably. She found herself lying in bed with the covers flung back, her heart pounding wildly as she bucked in real climax on the ends of her boyfriend’s fingers. The randy devil had masturbated her to orgasm in her sleep!
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