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    Intimate Negotiations


    by Viva Jones




    By the time their cocktails arrived, chilled and refreshing, Jenna and Daisy were more than ready for them. For two long days they’d held meetings and presentations geared toward getting investment for their on-line lingerie and nightwear firm, Daisyjen. The convention, which linked entrepreneurs with investors, had been a fantastic networking opportunity, but although their products and ideas had been well received, they still had no confirmed deal on the table.




    ‘There were three good leads today, you’ve got to admit,’ Jenna said, taking a sip of her Cosmopolitan.




    ‘I’d just be happier if someone had said “yes I’m in, where do I sign?”’ Daisy sighed, licking a little salt off the rim of her Margarita. ‘We’re not asking for the earth, just a bit of seed money.’




    She felt dejected. Just to attend the convention, set in a four-star business hotel, had cost them a fair amount, and they were used to being more persuasive. They were a good double act, with Jenna, all dark hair and wild voluptuousness, contrasting dramatically with Daisy’s petite frame, blonde and neatly put together. They were like Elizabeth Taylor and Grace Kelly, people often commented. Sadly, they lacked the money of either.




    ‘No one’s going to make a decision that quickly,’ Jenna said, surveying the room. All around them, business men and women were gathering: some were entrepreneurs looking for capital, others investors, looking for that new, choice deal. ‘They need to go away, maybe show the products to their wives, think about it, then come back.’




    ‘We made good contacts,’ Daisy agreed, having another sip. She liked her friend’s positive attitude. They’d met years earlier at university and, despite both going into different areas, Daisy into design, and Jenna into marketing, they’d always remained friends and were, during the not infrequent periods when neither had a boyfriend, occasional lovers. Theirs was a special bond, based on friendship, respect, and trust, along with a dollop of mutual sexual attraction.




    They’d had the idea one afternoon on a West End shopping trip, when neither could find lingerie and nightwear they particularly liked. Over tea and delicate pink-frosted cupcakes in the café of a chi-chi department store, they began to figure out how they could work together, and their excitement had grown. They would create a range of beautiful, sensual but ultimately grown-up lingerie and nightwear that would look and feel luxurious but was still affordable. Now they had their first prototypes, they were determined to make their joint effort work.




    ‘And there’s the gala dinner tonight,’ Jenna reminded her. ‘Who knows who we might meet then?’




    As she said this, Daisy spotted an extremely handsome man across the room, tall and slim, in his late thirties, with a ready smile and an easy manner. He had blond, boyish hair, piercing blue eyes, and a soft golden tan. ‘Who’s that one there, the one in Armani?’




    ‘I have no idea, but good God I’d happily die finding out,’ said Jenna.




    ‘That’s Kieran Devlish,’ volunteered the man sitting at the bar next to them. ‘Devlish Capital Investment. Very wealthy guy.’




    ‘That’s Kieran Devlish?’ Jenna said. ‘I contacted him three times trying to fix an appointment, and never once did I hear back from him.’




    ‘He’s from South Africa, originally,’ the man went on, clearly pleased to have such an attentive – and beautiful – audience. ‘Made a fortune in e-commerce at an early age, and now invests mostly in eco-resorts, conservation issues, and sustainable energy. Whatever he touches turns to gold, though. He’s a busy guy, and in great demand.’




    ‘Devilishly hard to get hold of,’ quipped Daisy.




    ‘Where’s he headed?’ Jenna asked, her eyes following Devlish as he crossed the bar floor, pausing to work the room, shaking hands and exchanging pleasantries like a benevolent king greeting a crowd. ‘You know something, Daze? This could be our last chance.’




    They drained their drinks and reached for their bags, ready to pounce.




    ‘He’s heading for the lift!’ hissed Daisy.




    ‘Follow that man!’




    They rushed after the investor and made it inside the lift just as the doors closed. Kieran Devlish smiled as the two stunning women, as different as night and day, joined him.




    ‘Mr Devlish. I’m Jenna and this is Daisy, and we’re co-founders of Daisyjen Lingerie. I emailed you several times about making an appointment here.’




    ‘That’s right, that rings a bell,’ he admitted in a soft but sexy accent. ‘I’m sorry, but lingerie really isn’t in my sphere of operations. The only thing that interests me is how to get it off.’




    ‘Why don’t you open your mind and give us a chance?’ Jenna persisted.




    ‘Ten minutes of your time,’ Daisy added. ‘That’s all we need.’




    ‘I was heading for my hotel room for a nap before dinner,’ he told them. ‘Ten minutes? With two beautiful women?’ The doors opened at his floor. ‘Let’s make it fifteen.’




    Inside his suite, they sat around a coffee table, the two women opposite Devlish on the sofa. Jenna flipped open her laptop and began to show him their website, with examples of their made-to-measure lingerie, and, most importantly, detailed instructions on how to measure for bras and underwear to ensure a perfect fit.




    ‘I love what you’ve done here, and it all looks very pretty, but, as I told you earlier, lingerie just isn’t my thing.’




    ‘Why don’t you show this to your wife, and get some feedback from her?’ Daisy suggested, offering him a card.




    ‘I don’t have a wife, I’m afraid. Or a steady girlfriend, for that matter. Too much business and travel. And I just don’t know one bra from the other. If you seriously expect me to take this any further, I’d need to study the merchandise.’




    The two friends looked at each other and, in that look, they both understood implicitly what needed to be done, and how to go about doing it. Even if he did turn them down at the end of it, he was so damned hot, they’d have had fun trying.




    ‘That can be arranged,’ Daisy said, unfastening her blouse and letting it slip off her shoulders to reveal a delicate pale lemon-coloured bra. ‘Look at the detailing here?’ She leant forward, allowing him a peek at the stitching.




    ‘Our research showed that a lot of women have problems with fastenings, finding them itchy and awkward,’ Jenna explained. ‘So our bras have different ways of removal.’




    As she said this, Daisy unhooked an invisible clasp that was holding the two cups of her bra together, just enough to reveal her cleavage, before hooking it together again.




    ‘Why don’t I get us a drink?’ Devlish suggested, shifting in his armchair. ‘I could sure use one.’ He went to the refrigerator and produced a bottle of champagne, which he opened with a flourish. ‘This has to be the best presentation I’ve seen all convention.’




    ‘And I haven’t even shown you the undies yet,’ Daisy said, standing up and slipping off her skirt to reveal her long, slender legs and a matching pair of lemon-coloured panties. ‘These are so comfortable you hardly know they’re on,’ she told him, twirling in front of him as he handed her a glass. ‘Research shows that a lot of women have problems with the seams, rubbing against their skin. But look at the work here.’ She pulled a piece of the material up, revealing more of her thigh, and placed his fingers on it. ‘Can you feel how gentle that is?’




    As he stroked the fabric, his finger brushed lightly against the soft skin that led toward her pubic mound, and an electric charge jolted between them.




    ‘Jenna,’ Daisy said, distracting him, ‘is wearing our night-time range.’




    As she said this, Jenna unbuttoned her tight jacket and let it drop onto the arm of the sofa, to reveal a dark purple and black satin and lace bra that could barely contain her voluptuous breasts. She stepped toward Devlish. ‘Try the fastening for yourself. See how easy it is.’




    Devlish put down his glass and politely tried the front fastening, opening it up and then immediately closing it again.




    ‘Now, these undies are a little different,’ Jenna told him matter-of-factly, stepping out of her skirt to reveal matching knickers, stockings, and suspenders.




    ‘Most women admit that stepping out of knickers is deeply unsexy.’ Daisy took over. ‘They can’t do it elegantly, especially in high heels. And women like to tease their lovers, after all. So we’ve found an alternative way, using very fine but strong Velcro. Just look.’




    Jenna slipped her hands to the side of her panties and, turning so that Devlish got a better view, pulled the two pieces of fabric apart.




    ‘I think I need to sit down here,’ Devlish said, slumping onto the edge of his king-sized double bed. ‘Do you present like this to all your potential investors?’




    ‘Most were happy with PowerPoint,’ Jenna conceded.




    ‘OK, my head is spinning here and so I’m going to say yes. This is not remotely what I normally work on so I’ll keep it informal. It’ll be a private investment of my own, rather than going through my company. But I like you girls. I like your attitude and your confidence. So I’ll sign up and lend you the full amount. But there’s one issue. I can’t agree on a 10 per cent annual return. It’s got to be 25 or no deal.’




    ‘Twenty-five?’ Daisy was outraged. ‘Now you’re being greedy.’




    ‘Are you going to punish me?’ He’d slipped off his Armani jacket and was wearing a crisp white shirt with a blue tie, which he loosened.




    ‘Absolutely I am.’ Daisy took off his tie and twisted it in her hands. ‘Twelve per cent, or we tie you to the bed and do what we want to with you.’




    ‘Twelve? You’re killing me. I’m not in this business to be charitable.’




    Daisy pushed him back on the bed and, using his tie, fastened his hand to the bed head. He didn’t, she noticed, offer up much resistance. Jenna, in the meantime, was going through his drawer, where she found a second tie. She stepped over and secured his other hand.




    ‘Ladies, is this how you always do business?’




    ‘We’re just fed up with indecision,’ Jenna told him. ‘We’ve heard so much of it. “We’re in a recession, it’s not really what we’re looking for, there’s an issue with currency exchange,” she mimicked in a whiny tone. I’m bored with indecision. Twelve per cent, and you get a free monthly order for whichever girlfriend you happen to be with at the time.’




    ‘I’m not in control of my thoughts right now,’ Devlish admitted. ‘But I’m not a total idiot. I won’t go much lower than my initial offer. Twenty-three per cent.’




    ‘He thinks we’ll take that?’ Jenna asked Daisy, as they knelt on the bed beside him.




    ‘Is that a cell phone in your trousers, or are you just pleased to see us?’ Daisy said, letting her hand roam up his thigh toward his straining cock.




    ‘Twenty-three, ladies.’




    ‘Did you forget the easy fastening?’ Daisy asked, unclipping the front of her bra and allowing it to drop off her shoulders, revealing her small but perfectly formed breasts, which she allowed to fall just above his eyeline.




    ‘I forgot to show him the special feature in these undies,’ Jenna added. She manoeuvred herself to where his hand was tied. ‘Stroke the gusset, go on. Don’t be shy. I won’t sue you for sexual harassment.’




    Devlish did as he was told, moving his finger gently from the front of her pussy though the fabric, until his finger slipped through a trap, and had popped up inside her moist, deep tunnel.




    ‘Jesus Christ,’ he gasped. ‘Crotchless?’




    Jenna lifted herself off him. ‘Thirteen per cent. It’s very generous.’




    Daisy was beginning to unfasten his belt, and together they removed his shoes, socks, and trousers, until he was lying there in his shirt and boxers, his cock straining to be unleashed.




    ‘See how easy this bra is to take off?’ asked Jenna, unfastening the front and revealing her large, full breasts, one of which boasted a nipple ring.




    ‘And these knickers,’ Daisy interjected. ‘None of that awkward stepping out and falling over, look.’ She pulled open the Velcro and let the lemon-coloured knickers fall to the floor, revealing a delicate blonde triangle of pubic hair.




    ‘Twenty-two per cent,’ he gasped, as Daisy climbed back onto the bed beside him.




    ‘Watch this,’ Jenna commanded, turning her back to him and letting her knickers fall, revealing her plump, succulent buttocks. She joined Daisy on the bed, on the other side of Devlish.




    ‘Fourteen,’ said Daisy. ‘We really can’t afford more, and don’t you think the world deserves our underwear? All those women, trying to be sexy for their men. Don’t you think it’s our duty to help them?’




    Both women were kneeling now, their legs apart and their hands roving over their own bodies, embracing their own breasts and stomachs.




    ‘Gee, it’s tough doing business with you girls.’ His voice was almost a whisper. ‘Twenty-one.’




    Daisy peeled off his boxer shorts, leaning down to take his cock in her mouth. It was already dribbling with pre-come, and she licked it off, washing the taste away with a swig of champagne. With a smile, she returned to his cock, releasing some of the champagne over its tip, before swallowing it whole, devouring it in her pretty mouth. Jenna, in the meantime, was now kneeling over his face, lowering her pussy down, and his tongue was reaching out to taste her. She let him make contact a couple of times, before turning away to Daisy.




    ‘I don’t think we can go any higher than 14, can we, Daze?’




    ‘Definitely not.’ Daisy left his cock and joined Jenna at the top of the bed. She manoeuvred herself opposite her friend, so that both their pussies were now positioned right above his face.




    ‘Ladies, you’re driving me crazy. Twenty, OK? This is crazy, I’m giving you the cash. I’m practically writing it off.’




    ‘Oh, how he complains,’ said Jenna, stroking her pussy lips with one hand, while touching her breasts with her other.




    ‘How he does indeed,’ agreed Daisy, reaching to stroke Jenna’s breasts. Then each woman placed a hand on the other’s pussy, and began to explore and probe, to stroke and pry, confident that the image of their moist, plump lips and painted fingernails would be driving him crazy. They slipped their fingers deep inside each other’s pussies to gather juice, and Jenna then popped her finger, covered in Daisy’s juices, in Devlish’s mouth.




    As he licked and sucked, she pulled it away and they continued to explore, kissing now, their tongues tangling with each other, their breasts touching, nipples rubbing together, and their fingers pressing against each other’s clits. He tried to reach up so that he could lick each of them, but they kept their pussies just beyond his reach.




    ‘Ladies, you’re impossible. Nineteen,’ he gasped.




    They stopped kissing and, as if reading each other’s minds, shifted so that Daisy was draped across his torso, his cock rammed up hard against the small of her back, and Jenna laid herself on top, gently placing her pussy on Daisy’s face. Daisy reached for Jenna’s stockinged thighs and ate her friend hungrily, kissing and licking, biting and nibbling, while Jenna lapped at Daisy, and both emitted ecstatic sighs.




    ‘Ladies, what about me? Oh come on, you’re killing me. Eighteen!’




    The friends separated, licking lips that tasted of imminent triumph.




    ‘Daisy, do you want to go first?’ Jenna offered.




    ‘How extremely generous of you,’ Daisy replied, climbing off his body to straddle his cock. She lowered her pussy onto it, while Jenna took her turn on his face, allowing Devlish, at last, to lap at her pussy. Daisy rode up and down on his cock, loving the sense of possessing him, of ownership, of getting exactly what she wanted.




    Then, silently, they shifted position again, and Daisy sat back on his face, while Jenna enveloped his cock in her breasts, massaging it between them and allowing her nipple ring to catch on his tip. She took him in her mouth, teasing his balls with the palms of her hands, her fingers probing his perineum and crack. With a cry, Devlish came – thrashing urgently and feverishly in Jenna’s mouth, as his tongue pressed hard against Daisy’s clit.




    ‘Fifteen,’ a defiant Jenna said, swigging his come down with champagne.




    Daisy came next, thrashing and pounding on his face, so that his nose was rubbing her clit and her juices smearing his face. She felt all-powerful, as if she’d never been more alive, more in tune to the world and her body. She felt as if with every orgasm she had, she was growing stronger, more capable, and more alert. Once her orgasm had subsided, she lifted herself off him and Jenna took up where she’d left off. As his tongue roamed and probed her, she used her finger to turn herself on even more. The thought of her own purple-tipped fingernails competing with his tongue to massage the nub of her clit made Jenna come in a deep swell of pleasure which rose up from her pussy, through her stomach, and ended somewhere in her chest, and she used her free hand to stroke her nipples, riding the wave of her own orgasm.




    Once it was over, she slumped on the bed beside Daisy, and they giggled.




    ‘Seventeen,’ he told them between panting, ragged breaths. ‘My last offer.’




    ‘Make it 16 and we’ll throw in some party games during board meetings,’ Daisy suggested.




    ‘You’d do that?’ He seemed taken aback at first, but then his eyes lit up, as if he’d just had a brilliant idea. ‘You know I spend half my life on planes? Would you girls fly out to the destination of my choice for our meetings? At my expense, needless to say. We could add a secret clause in the contract?’




    The women looked at each other and Daisy shrugged, feigning nonchalance. ‘What have we got to lose, now we’ve got that awkward first time over with?’ she joked.




    ‘You know the product’s good.’ This was from Jenna. ‘And our service exceptional.’




    ‘The product and service are indeed exceptional, as are the company founders. Sixteen. OK? Sixteen. That’s the lowest I’m prepared to go. Sixteen with a secret clause and our own special kind of meeting. Do we have a deal, already?’




    The women looked at each other in triumph, before whooping with joy and embracing each other. Determined to join in, Devlish broke free from his ties and embraced them both.




    ‘You could have freed yourself at any time, couldn’t you?’ Daisy asked, narrowing her eyes.




    ‘And spoil the fun? Are you crazy? Ladies, it’s a pleasure doing business with you.’ He shook each of their hands, in mock formality. ‘I look forward to a long and prosperous relationship. Now, how about we sign that contract, complete with a carefully worded amendment, have a little more champagne, and then go join the gala? I’ll switch you to my table. We’ll have a blast.’




    They worked together on the pre-written contract, filling in the blanks and adding the special, carefully worded clause they all agreed upon, and once it was signed, poured themselves more champagne.




    ‘We would’ve settled at 20,’ Jenna told him, fastening her skirt.




    ‘Had I known about the extras, I would have done it for 12,’ Devlish snapped back with a grin. ‘But who cares?’ He raised his glass in a toast. ‘To a long and prosperous relationship. I look forward to doing business with you both, and I especially look forward to our global board meetings, and to testing out all your new lines. To Daisyjen, and to a long and fruitful partnership.’


  




  

    The 13th Floor


    by Alanna Appleton




    Melanie Finn had been thinking she needed to get away early, get some urgent shopping done, but the moment she saw the internal email message with that particular subject heading, her pulse-rate jumped high enough to put an ECG monitor on high alert – “13TH FLOOR”.




    There was no 13th floor in the Tyler Malick Associates building, at least not one that was a functioning workspace, with work cubicles and computer screens and partitioned project areas. The building’s top floor was still unoccupied, awaiting an upsurge in business for the advertising firm before it was furnished and put to use. At the moment it was just a vast, dark, echoing empty space, with all its windows blacked out.




    Glancing furtively around to make sure no one was close enough to see, Melanie opened the email. The first of these had arrived a month ago. It read simply, “I know you, Melanie Finn. I am watching you and I know what you need. Detention and discipline are urgently required as a punishment for your misdemeanours: you will report to the 13th floor at 6 p.m. – any tardiness will earn extra stripes”.




    Her first thought had been that someone was kidding with her, and she’d spent the day scanning the behaviour and expressions of her co-workers, seeking a clue as to who it might be. What confused and concerned her was that none of her colleagues could possibly know of her secret passions and fantasies – could they?




    But clearly one among the many who worked for the firm had sussed her out, had identified the shameful needs she kept locked away inside herself. How had she given herself away? Who had seen through the cool, impersonal persona of the tall, elegant blonde who had rejected offers from half her male colleagues, and a few of the female ones? Offers that said nothing of fulfilling her real needs.




    She hadn’t intended keeping the appointment – a joke or a trap set by prankster colleagues, surely – but as six o’clock came around and the offices cleared of staff, she had found herself drawn to the lifts, almost against her will. What she had found on the 13th floor was no prank, and now she was summoned once more.




    It was 4.30 now, and as she tried to steady her racing pulse she stood and looked quickly around the vastness of the 7th floor. Not a single face was lifted or turned her way: work continued; conversations, consultations, and arguments drowned one another out; people rushed about with files and papers, or lounged for a moment by the water cooler. No one, it seemed, was watching her for a reaction. The sender could, of course, work on another floor entirely.




    Still, for the remainder of the afternoon she speculated as to who the sender might be. Vern Travers, that would be nice; he was good-looking, kind and sensitive – sensitive to her particular needs perhaps. Or maybe it was Jeffrey Corbin? But he was the self-obsessed office stud with a string of conquests. It was unlikely he ever considered anyone but himself, and as far as Melanie was concerned, he was welcome to himself, she wanted no part of him. What about Ervin Pluthero? She shuddered inwardly at his podgy hands and balding, melon-shaped head, and that wet, pouty little mouth. No, it couldn’t be him. Whoever waited for her on the 13th floor was in no way podgy, that much she did know.




    On her previous trip into those mysterious and darkly exciting regions she had never seen the face of the man who had summoned her.




    As the minutes of that endless afternoon dragged by, she found concentration on her work impossible. Twice she had colleagues ask her questions to which she didn’t respond, not until they’d repeated their requests in a more insistent manner.




    I’m not doing my job, she thought. I deserve what’s coming to me.




    But that thought sent deliciously dark shivers through her body and distracted her even more.




    By 5.30 the floor was clearing of staff. Two of the girls, Jackie and Barb, asked if she wanted to join them for an after-work drink, something they often did, but she declined, pleading a developing headache and need to get home.




    ‘Then what are you hanging around here for?’ Jackie asked. ‘Whatever you’re doing, Mel, it’ll wait until the morning.’




    Melanie gave a pained smile. ‘I’m just finished. Need to close down and then I’m out of here. You two have fun, but not as much fun as last time.’




    ‘Oh yeah,’ Jackie snorted, ‘we had to pour Barb into a taxi, didn’t we?’




    ‘You did not! I was perfectly capable.’




    ‘Right – capable of lying down in the road maybe.’ She gave Melanie a speculative look. ‘And there was that guy, kept after you all night. He was way buff, and very, very cute. I’d have jumped him in a second, but you kept giving him the deep freeze treatment. Poor sod, he was persistent, I’ll give him that. As far as the inferior sex is concerned – and I mean the male species – I just don’t get your problem, Mel.’




    Barb nodded in agreement. ‘Yeah, what’s the damage, Mel?’




    Melanie shrugged, noncommittal. Jackie heaved a sigh of defeat and took Barb by the arm. To Melanie’s relief, they left bickering and laughing together, although Jackie threw a last, odd look back at her. But of course she couldn’t know.




    Melanie was alone now with only a few dedicated co-workers on the floor, finishing up their various tasks. As she lifted her jacket and bag and made for the bank of lifts, cleaners were already coming into the corridors before moving on to the main floor and the offices.




    The marbled hallway had gilded mirrors either side of the lifts, and Melanie paused a moment to study her reflection. The corporate business suit of dark blue skirt, white blouse, and dark blue jacket was neat and reserved, and the short bob of corn yellow hair and understated make-up communicated a cool professionalism. Her wide, azure-coloured eyes had a directness and intelligence that put some men off – those looking for an easy lay.




    The skirt was a modest inch above the knee and the stockings gave a dark sheen to her long, shapely legs. She turned hesitantly, checking first that she was unobserved, and her eyes took in the strong thighs and the gentle swell of her buttocks stretching the material of the skirt. Nervously, she ran trembling fingers over her bottom, fearful and excited by what was to come.




    ‘Are you all right, missy?’ It was one of the older cleaning staff, a woman with curious eyes and a permanently worried frown.




    ‘I’m fine,’ Melanie stuttered, hastily adjusting the bag on her shoulder, ‘just heading home.’




    She stepped into one of the lifts and closed the doors. Puzzled, the cleaner watched the lights that indicated the lift was ascending.




    ‘I don’t know where home is, sugar, but I’m betting it isn’t up there. I just don’t know what you girls find to amuse you up on the – uh-huh! – 13 as usual. I guess I don’t want to know.’




    





    The floors flashed past and Melanie felt as if her heart was in her mouth. Her movements were jerky as she once more pressed the button for the 13th floor.




    Stupid! You already pressed it. Get a grip!




    Eleven. Twelve – I’m there! Thirteen!




    The doors sighed open. Darkness lay beyond, vast and empty. She hesitated a moment, frightened as she had been the last time by the absence of light and the total absence of people – well, almost total! She felt his presence. Her mouth went dry as she tried to say, ‘Hello.’




    For a moment there was nothing but the faint hum of machinery from the floors below, and the taste of plaster and concrete in her mouth, and then she was answered by a single lamp flicking on. It was free-standing, and the focused beam threw a pool of buttery light over the room’s only other item of furniture; it lent the tall bar stool a look of sinister purpose.




    ‘You’re three minutes late, Ms Finn.’ The voice came out of the darkness to her right. It was a deep chocolate voice, but deliberately gruff to disguise the speaker’s identity. As on the last occasion she couldn’t identify it. Whoever he was, he maybe worked on another floor. At any rate, he wasn’t Ervin Pluthero. No way.




    ‘I’m sorry, I was delayed.’




    ‘That will earn you extra stripes.’




    He stepped out of the darkness to her left, an average-sized man in black trousers and pullover, and wearing a black hood. One hand was hidden behind his back. The eyes inside the hood were deep in shadow, but looked to have a dark, liquid glitter. Excited perhaps, anticipating what he was about to do to this beautiful, elegant woman? Or was he as cold and authoritarian, and as merciless, as the voice suggested?




    ‘Who are you?’ she asked nervously, not really expecting an answer.




    ‘We dealt with that question the last time,’ he replied flatly. ‘Once again, you are judged to be in need of discipline, Melanie Finn, and I am here to carry out your punishment. You will not question my judgement, nor will you question my identity. Disobedience of the rules that I have laid down will result in more severe punishments. Now, do you submit to your discipline?’




    Her voice was tremulous as she answered, ‘Yes.’




    The hand came out from behind his back and she saw the cane, long, thin, and whippy as he swished it menacingly through the still air. ‘Very well, you know the position. You will drape yourself over the stool, your bottom in the air.’




    Melanie walked on shaky legs to the stool. Once standing inside the pool of light she felt even more self-conscious than she’d been in the concealing shadows. Taking a deep breath, she moved so that her hips were pressed against the top of the stool, then she bent forward from the waist, her hands grasping for the metal legs on the far side. The steel was cold in her palms. Feeling her skirt tauten around her thighs and buttocks, she flushed.




    She heard his feet on the uncarpeted floor, approaching her position in the pool of light, sensed movement directly behind her, and then his hands were on the hem of her skirt, pulling it upward. The skirt was tightly fitted and it took several strong tugs to get it up and over her lower back. Leaving it draped there, he stepped back. Melanie knew he was admiring the view.




    She had broad hips and perfectly rounded buttocks. Her outthrust bottom stretched the translucent material of her knickers to an elastic snapping tension. The pants were a pale powder blue, as were the suspender straps that dug deeply into the soft flesh of her thighs. In that position the long, shapely legs and the black heels raised her bottom high up on the stool.




    Aware of the semi-transparent knickers, Melanie’s blush deepened.




    He can see right through them. He can see my bum crack.




    There was a pause, and then his fingers were slipping inside the waistband of her pants. Her breath caught for a moment, but his fingers remained still and cool, resting on the small of her back.




    ‘Before I pull your knickers down, I’ll ask you a question. We’ll see if you truly, willingly embrace your punishment with a truthful answer. The question is this: how badly do you need to be disciplined? You have been tardy in your timekeeping, careless in your work, and defiant in your attitude.’




    Melanie knew she had been none of these things, but that didn’t matter, of course. It wasn’t why she was here, bending over this bar stool. She was here to feed a desire that connected her in dark, perhaps very sick, deviant ways, to the man in the hood.




    ‘You agree that you deserve a flogging to correct your failings?’




    ‘Yes, I do.’ Her voice was strange to her, faltering and huskier than her normal tones.




    ‘Then tell me how many strokes of the cane you deserve.’




    How many can I take? If I don’t decide on enough, he might double the amount. If I say too many, can I suffer through it?




    His fingers agitated the knicker elastic. ‘I asked how many. In another few seconds I’m going to strip your arse naked. If you haven’t given me a respectable number of strokes, I’m just going to flog your bare buttocks until I’m satisfied your punishment is adequate to your many failings. The standard in the old days was six of the best, to perhaps a dozen. But you, Melanie Finn, have a very full and rounded bottom that can take a great deal more punishment.’




    Six … Twelve … Add six more and that might be enough.




    ‘Eighteen,’ she whispered.




    ‘Pardon – I didn’t quite catch that?’




    ‘Eighteen. I deserve eighteen strokes, sir.’




    He liked the “sir”; she could tell from the momentary silence as he savoured the word.




    ‘You think that is enough to correct your wayward behaviour?’




    ‘Uh –’ She hesitated, her tone unsure. ‘Yes sir, I think.’




    He allowed the silence to stretch a little, then said, ‘I agree, 18 it is. Now, let’s get your knickers down.’




    This was the moment she both feared and anticipated, as his fingers drew in the waistband and pulled the elastic away from her skin. He eased the knickers down over her broad hips and bottom. There was no heating on this empty floor, and the chill air raised instant goosebumps on her exposed cheeks. He pulled the flimsy material down below the overhang of her buttocks, then turned the knickers inside out and left them twisted around her upper thighs.




    He placed a hand on one strong thigh and stroked gently, before pulling on the tight elastic of her suspender strap and snapping it against her flesh, eliciting a sharp intake of breath. Both hands moved upward, to clasp the weight of her naked buttocks in his open palms. Fingers closed over each captive globe, digging deeply into the exquisite silken softness. As he began to knead the pliant, creamy flesh, his hands became rougher in their treatment of her.




    ‘I want you well spread,’ he told her. ‘Corporal punishment is as much about humiliation as pain, and I fully intend to shame you, Melanie Finn. Move your legs apart – wider still! That’s it. Now, lift higher over the stool. I want your arse spread wide.’




    The tingle of dark excitement she’d felt inside her chest from the moment she’d received the email now swelled to overwhelm her.




    ‘But, sir,’ she protested, ‘my private parts will be on display.’




    ‘That’s exactly the idea, Ms Finn.’




    She felt each cool palm roughly pulling her cheeks apart, exposing the most intimate parts of her. ‘Bend further over,’ he snapped, ‘and stay that way.’




    He moved back, away from her, and Melanie knew what he could see – the soft folds between her legs and the creamy flesh of her buttocks giving way to the darker skin between her spread cheeks.




    ‘Now, I think you’re ready.’ He swished the cane through the air. ‘How does it feel? A mature young lady bending over a stool with your knickers twisted around your thighs, your intimate parts on show to a complete stranger, about to be flogged with a cane. I hope you are shamed and humiliated, Ms Finn. You should be, if you are a decent girl.’




    ‘I am,’ Melanie told him. ‘I am a decent girl. I know I deserve to be punished, but this is so degrading – hanging over here with my knickers down. Please, if you’re determined to beat me, get it over with,’ she pleaded. ‘I can’t stand being exposed like this, it’s even worse than what you’re about to do to me.’




    He touched the cane to her bottom and a shudder went through her entire body.




    ‘You won’t think so in a few moments,’ he said. ‘I’m not going to give you any light taps with the cane. Each stroke is going to be delivered with the full strength of my arm, and each stroke is going to raise a painful welt across your naked buttocks. So, prepare yourself, Melanie Finn, and we’ll make a start.’




    But he gave her no time to prepare. The first stroke was delivered with force and precision across the centre of her upturned buttocks: her cheeks pancaked under the fierce impact, bounced and wobbled delightfully as Melanie shrieked in sudden pain.




    ‘Aaahhhhh! God! That hurt!’




    Thwack! A second stroke followed, giving her no time to recover. Thwack! A third stroke; cutting a fiery line from the overhang of her buttocks down across her right thigh. Her high-pitched screech told him it had been effective.




    He paused to watch her gasp and twitch on the stool, her buttocks heaving, attempting to absorb the pain.




    Three! That’s only three! I’ll never be able to take eighteen! Never! It’s too many!




    ‘Please sir …,’ she started to say, but another cruel cut silenced her.




    Her punisher paused once more, admiring the dark red welts raised on her creamy flesh. But the pause was brief. ‘I hope you’re counting,’ he said. ‘I make that four.’




    The next six he delivered with merciless speed, the cane lashing her churning mounds without a break, turning the soft flesh into a mosaic of criss-crossed stripes. Her long legs were kicking now, and she was howling and pleading; her agony echoed again and again around the vast, empty floor.




    ‘Oh God, no! That’s enough,’ she begged. ‘Please, oh please, stop! My arse is on fire!’




    He did stop, but only to admire his work. ‘Yes, I really think this form of discipline works with you, Ms Finn. I assume you’re feeling somewhat chastened by now?’




    Between painful moans she gasped out, ‘I am, I am, really. You can stop now, sir; I’ve learned my lesson, honestly.’




    She could feel his eyes on her churning buttocks, feel his hot gaze taking in the now damp folds between her legs and the deep cleft that closed and then widened with her gyrations, exposing the dark, puckered ring of her anus for seconds at a time. Her bottom was a mass of fiery stripes, but the pain was exciting her, as was her indecent exposure to this man whose identity she didn’t even know.




    He placed the tip of the cane against her arsehole, sending a shock wave of tactile pleasure through her.




    ‘You feel that the punishment so far has been successful, do you?’




    ‘Yes, sir, I do.’




    ‘Good, that’s very good. Then another eight will drive the lesson home, don’t you think?’




    ‘Oh sir, please! I’ve taken enough. You’ve whipped my arse so hard I won’t be able to sit at my desk: not for a week at least. And you’ve shamed me beyond endurance, exposing me like this.’ He increased the pressure, forced the tip of the cane hard against her anus. ‘Oh sir, please. Don’t. Don’t push it up there, please.’




    ‘You’re right. It’s a little too soon for that. Another eight strokes first.’




    ‘I didn’t mean that –’




    The tip of the cane was removed and Melanie heard the swish of it cutting through the air once more. It bit deeply into her buttocks right at the overhang and she screamed loudly, her legs kicking.




    Most of her plump bottom flesh was now scored with thickening welts and bruises, leaving little space on her cheeks for fresh assaults, so the following five lashes overlaid new stripes onto ones already there, adding to her distress. She bucked and kicked and pleaded, but he showed her no mercy.




    ‘The last two,’ he told her, tapping the cane across her welted cheeks.




    She was gasping desperately, fighting the pain.




    ‘One!’




    Thwack!




    The cane drove deep into her arse flesh, leaving her mounds bouncing and wobbling for seconds afterwards.




    ‘The last one.’




    Despite the hot agony in her rear, Melanie found herself raising her bottom even higher, welcoming the stroke. Her eyes were wet with tears of pain, but the heat in her buttocks was matched by a rising heat inside her, a need that was beginning to overwhelm the pain of the caning.




    He drew it out and she waited, until she could wait no longer. ‘Please, sir, give me the last stroke. Finish my punishment.’




    The cane sang through the still air and landed with a resounding crack across the exact centre of her buttocks. Her body leapt at the impact and a long howl issued from her lips. Her arse cheeks churned and her legs kicked for several minutes, then she settled, draped over the stool and waiting.




    It isn’t over. Do it! Do it to me now!




    Once again, she felt the tip of the cane pressing against her anus. Then it moved, tracing a path down between her legs. She felt the thin, rough shaft rubbing her, insinuating itself into the soft folds of her pussy: rubbing harder, back and forth, until she moaned.




    He drew the cane away and she heard him say, ‘This cane is wet. It got wet between your legs, girl. This was supposed to be a punishment, not a turn-on. Have you no shame, Melanie Finn?’




    ‘No sir,’ she breathed, ‘you’ll have to teach me shame.’ And please teach it now.




    Saying this, she pushed her bottom out toward him, her cheeks spread.




    He needed no further invitation. She felt his fingers stroking her pussy, taking the wetness to lubricate her anus. Moaning softly, she felt his fingers work deep into her hole.




    ‘I’m going to shame you, Melanie Finn. I’m going to shame you by fucking your arse.’




    The fingers vanished and she felt his cock pushing at her anus, widening the anal ring with ever increasing pressure. He was big and hard and as his thrusts became stronger and wilder, his cock slammed into her arsehole with a force that drove her body tight against the stool.




    Her mind was on fire, burning with a heat even more intense than that in her whipped buttocks.




    ‘Yes, yes! Harder. Harder. Fuck my hole. Do it, I deserve it. Punish me. Fuck me. Shame me. Oh God – aaaahhhhhhhhhh!’




    She felt him come deep inside her arse and dark, dirty pleasure coursed through her. When he withdrew from her, spent, she lay a while over the stool, her skirt draped over her lower back, her knickers tangled around her thighs, her buttocks striped red, and all her intimate holes on display. The cool, elegant, unapproachable Melanie Finn: she felt happy and fulfilled.




    The following morning she walked into the crowded foyer of Tyler Malick Associates with careful steps, her body held erect against the pain in her swollen buttocks.




    ‘Hi Mel,’ Jackie called out. ‘What’s the matter? You look like you can hardly move.’




    Melanie glanced around, to see if anyone was taking note of her condition besides Jackie. ‘Fell over the coffee table,’ she replied. ‘I’m all right, just a bit bruised.’




    Around her in the fast-flowing river of faces there was one who knew the truth. Would she ever identify him? Did she really want to? And was she alone in subjecting herself to his discipline?




    Jackie accepted the explanation with a sympathetic smile, heading for the lifts and finding her gaze drawn to the 13th floor, and her appointment there after work. 
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