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Chapter One





‘Bring her in here again,’ Clarissa said, in her usual imperious tone. ‘How many did you give her?’


‘Six.’


‘Only six?’


The girl was naked. Completely naked. Even her pubic hair had been carefully shaved away, the slit of her labia visible at the apex of her thighs. Madeline manoeuvred her into the centre of Clarissa’s bedroom.


‘Turn around, Angela. Let me see what she’s done to you.’


The girl was blonde, her flaxen-coloured hair cut short. She turned around. She had large buttocks, big oval pillows of flesh that were now criss-crossed with six scarlet weals where Madeline’s whip had landed. The weals radiated heat.


‘Now spread your legs apart and grasp your ankles.’


The girl obeyed immediately, presenting Clarissa with an unobstructed view of her newly-shaven sex. The delicate folds of her labia glistened as if they had been oiled. They had not. Clarissa knew the wetness came from the girl’s own excitement.


Clarissa got up off the bed. She was wearing a black leather bra, its large cups struggling to contain her melon-shaped breasts, and a pair of black leather hot pants, so tight their crotch appeared to have buried itself in her sex. Her long, chestnut hair cascaded over her shoulders. She ran her hand over the generous curves of the girl’s upturned buttocks. As it touched the marks of the whip Angela winced.


‘Do you want her bound?’ Madeline asked.


‘Of course. Tightly bound. You may stand up now, Angela.’


Angela straightened up immediately, not wanting to do anything else to incur Clarissa’s wrath. She had firm, high breasts. Clarissa weighed one of them in her hand. The girl’s nipples were large and puckered. They were an odd colour, a brownish scarlet.


Clarissa walked through the door of the small room she had converted specially for her own purposes, conveniently situated next to her en suite bathroom. The room was a miniature version of the larger, better equipped punishment rooms that were situated throughout the house and grounds.


Madeline took the girl’s arms and led her back into the room for the second time that night. It was rectangular with black walls and a wooden floor. Ropes, metal cuffs and leather harnesses, leather hoods, helmets, gags and blindfolds hung in bunches in one corner and there was an arrangement of metal rings and manacles on one wall, allowing a victim to be spread-eagled against it. Other chains hung down from a beam that traversed the ceiling. There was a rack of whips too, one of which Madeline had used on the girl moments before. Positioned in the middle of the floor was a long, low, padded bench, upholstered in black suede.


Madeline selected one of the leather harnesses. She wrapped a thick leather strap around the girl’s waist and secured it with two buckles. Two leather cuffs were attached to it at either side. Madeline forced the girl’s wrists into the cuffs and buckled them tight.


‘You’re a disappointment to me, Angela.’ Angela was new. Though Clarissa usually liked to take her sexual pleasure with two or even three of the girls at a time, all new arrivals spent one night with her so she could get to know them personally. As Angela had been less than co-operative on her arrival she had also had to be taught a lesson in discipline. From her demeanour now, her head bowed, her body passive, it appeared to have been a lesson she had learnt well.


Clarissa nodded to Madeline, indicating the low bench.


Madeline sat the girl on the middle of the bench. ‘Lie on your back,’ she said.


The blonde struggled to obey. It was difficult with her arms strapped to her sides, but she managed to manoeuvre herself into position. There were four wide leather straps attached to the bench. Madeline wrapped them over the girl’s body at her ankles, at the top of her thighs, around her waist and over the top of her shoulders. Each was buckled tightly making it impossible for her to move.


‘Do you want me to stay?’ she asked her employer.


‘No. I think Angela and I have come to an understanding now, don’t you? You’d better go and check the others.’ Several other girls were on more serious punishments that lasted overnight. Part of Madeline’s responsibilities was to see that they were made ‘comfortable’ for the long night ahead.


‘Goodnight, then.’ She left, closing the door behind her.


‘How cosy,’ Clarissa said, standing looking down at the helpless girl. ‘Do you think you’ve learnt your lesson, Angela?’


‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’


‘Good.’


Clarissa’s leather hot pants had a zip at the front. She pulled it down. Even with this open it took a considerable effort to wriggle the garment down over her hips. Finally it fell to the floor. She saw the girl’s eyes staring up at her sex, the thick curly chestnut hair that covered her mons trimmed into a neat triangle, the labia underneath hairless and smooth.


‘You see, Angela, if I do not impose absolute discipline this place would simply fall apart. You understand that, don’t you?’


‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’ The girl was going to agree with everything she said.


‘That is the point. You agreed to come here as an alternative to losing employment with my company. It is not intended as a soft option. Was that the first time you have been whipped?’


‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’


‘It made you wet, didn’t it?’


The girl blushed. ‘Yes, Ms Peacham.’


Clarissa straddled the bench, the girl’s head between her knees. ‘Now, you are going to obey me this time aren’t you?’


The girl was staring up Clarissa’s long, slender legs. She could see the thick, fleshy lips pursed between her thighs. ‘Yes, Ms Peacham,’ she said.


Clarissa bent her knees, lowering her sex to the girl’s mouth. She knew the girl had never done this before and that she would have to tell her exactly what to do. But she got pleasure from that. She liked sex with the more experienced girls, the ones who knew all the tricks, and all the places on her body that produced the most intense feelings, but there was something exciting about a girl like Angela who had never even kissed a woman before, and who trembled at the thought.


‘Use your tongue,’ Clarissa instructed as she felt her lips nestling against the girl’s mouth. ‘Find my clitoris, then circle it very slowly with the tip of your tongue.’


The girl did exactly what she was told. She did not want to be punished again.


The Bentley Continental drew up outside Asprey’s in Bond Street. Mark wasn’t sure whether he noticed the burgundy red car first or the woman who was driving it. The car was beautiful but the woman was simply stunning.


He stopped dead in his tracks as the heavy car door opened and a pair of long, lithe legs swung out. The legs were sheathed in dark brown leather as tight as a second skin and calf-length boots with a stiletto heel. As the woman stood up he saw the rest of the outfit was leather too; a matching leather, sleeveless blouse, as tight-fitting as the trousers and with a plunge neckline that wrestled to contain the billowing curves of two ample breasts. A gold choker was wrapped around her neck and she wore a gold Patek Phillipe watch as thin as a razor blade around her right wrist.


The woman had long, chestnut hair that shone with health, and tumbled in soft waves over her shoulders. Her eyes were the same colour as her hair. They were large and at this moment were looking straight at him. Her rich, fleshy mouth smiled indulgently, revealing that she was used to men’s reaction to her. She knew perfectly well there wasn’t a man for miles who would not have been bewitched by her appearance.


The brief contact was terminated quickly. The woman’s eyes dismissed Mark as not worthy of her attention. She turned to lock the car and Mark, reluctantly, walked on. Unwilling to take his eyes off her, however, he nearly walked straight into a burly, squat man half running towards him. He managed to sidestep the man successfully, with the help of his years of rugby training, but just as he was about to walk away the woman screamed. The man had grabbed her by the wrist and was wrestling her back against the car, a large hunting knife now in his hand.


‘Get in,’ the man said. He pulled the car keys from the woman’s fingers and unlocked the Bentley. He began to push her inside, the blade of the knife now perilously close to her throat.


All around them the world seemed to have frozen. There were a few people on the pavement but most of them were old or frail. Mark realised that he was the only one in the vicinity who had any chance of successfully intervening.


He supposed later, when he thought about it, that if he had not acted on impulse he would have been too petrified to act at all. But after a split second in which, like everyone else, he stood completely immobile, he recovered quickly. Before he had time to analyse what he was doing he had turned and dived at the burly man’s legs. In the way that had earned his reputation on the rugby field, he wrapped his arms around the man’s legs and jerked him off his feet.


The man was taken totally by surprise. In an effort to break his fall he threw his arms out to the side, dropping the knife. He landed badly, the pavement knocking the wind out of him so completely that he was gasping for breath. He must have been twisted around by the impact too because, as he tried to sit up and suck in air, his knee made a loud and unpleasant popping sound.


Mark dived on the knife then scrambled to his feet.


The man regained some breath but screamed as he tried to struggle to his feet. His knee wouldn’t take his weight. He rolled over on to his side.


‘What’s happening here?’ A policeman had appeared from nowhere.


‘This man tried to rob that lady,’ Mark said, handing the policeman the knife. ‘I think he’s bust his knee.’


‘You were wonderful,’ the chestnut-haired woman said. ‘You probably saved my life. There’s no telling what he would have done to me once he got me into the car.’


Another policeman arrived. He started cuffing the burly man’s hands behind his back. The man was in too much pain to resist.


‘You’ll both have to give us statements,’ the first policeman said.


Those rich brown eyes were looking at Mark again. ‘I don’t know how to thank you,’ she said.


‘That’s all right. It was an instinct.’


‘You were really marvellous. God …’ The woman was trembling. Mark saw her make a conscious effort to pull herself together. Her hand rested on his forearm for support. She had slim fingers and long fingernails varnished a dark red.


A police car arrived. A detective inspector in plain clothes took them into Aspreys, who provided a room and gave them both a cup of tea in fine porcelain cups as the inspector took down their statements and told them that George Henry Long had eight previous offences for mugging, the last of which had resulted in a six-year sentence. He had been released a week ago.


It took an hour. There would only be a court appearance, they were told, if Long decided to plead not guilty. But bearing in mind the evidence and the presence of witnesses, that was unlikely. They should not be bothered again.


Outside Mark was just about to walk away.


‘Hey, hold on,’ the woman said, ‘Where are you going?’ She caught him by the arm.


‘Back to my office. I was on my lunch break.’


‘No, I mean you can’t just walk away. Not after what you’ve done. I’ve got to find a way to thank you.’


‘It’s all right, really, there’s no need.’


‘There’s every need. You saved my life.’


‘Honestly, it was nothing, I just acted on instinct …’


‘Well, thank God you did. At least let me buy you a drink.’


‘There’s no …’ He looked into her eyes. There was no way any man could refuse. ‘All right.’


‘So, where do you work?’


‘Just around the corner. Falconbridge Enterprises.’


‘Really? Lavinia Falconbridge?’


‘That’s right. Do you know her?’


‘Vaguely. And what time do you finish?’


‘Five-thirty.’


‘Brown’s Hotel is just around the corner. I’ll meet you in the bar.’


‘All right. But it really isn’t necessary.’


‘It is for me,’ she said emphatically.


Mark walked back to his office as he saw the woman go into Tiffany’s. He knew her name of course. Clarissa Peacham. She’d given it to the policeman. And she knew his. He supposed if she really wanted to be grateful there were several things he could think of asking her for. He smiled. Three hours in a bedroom at Brown’s Hotel for instance.


That fantasy and others like it made the afternoon pass quickly. Mark was a minor cog in a large wheel of an import/ export business, Falconbridge Enterprises, run by the formidable Lavinia Falconbridge. He specialised in exporting to Chile and at the moment business was quiet. Quiet enough to look up Clarissa Peacham in the phone book and discover that Peacham Associates was listed as an advertising agency. With a bit of help from a friend in marketing, he found out that Clarissa Peacham owned one of the leading advertising agencies in London. No wonder she drove a Bentley and shopped in Tiffany’s. It also explained why she appeared to know Lavinia. No doubt her agency had pitched for Falconbridge Enterprises’ account.


By five-thirty, as he walked around to the hotel, Mark’s sexual fantasies had dissipated. There wasn’t the slightest reason in the world why someone like Clarissa Peacham should be interested in him. She was going through the motions of gratitude, which was fair enough, he supposed. So he would have a quick drink with her and go home.


The bar in Brown’s Hotel was not busy. She sat at a corner table, her long, leather-sheathed legs crossed, one foot drawing circles in the air, a collection of Bond Street shopping bags testifying to the way she had spent her afternoon. A bottle of champagne sat in a silver wine cooler in front of her alongside two champagne flutes. She smiled at him as he approached, then got to her feet.


‘Mark,’ she said, kissing his cheek, ‘are you all right?’


He inhaled her musky and expensive perfume. It was mixed with the aroma of leather. He couldn’t help noticing the way her large, squashy breasts bulged out almost indecently against the neckline of the leather blouse. He doubted there was a man in the bar who hadn’t noticed them.


‘I’m fine, thanks,’ he said meekly.


‘No delayed shock?’ She sat down.


‘No. What about you?’ He sat opposite her. A waiter appeared, wrapped a white linen cloth around the neck of the champagne bottle and twisted out the cork with hardly a pop. He poured it into the two glasses.


‘I’m fine,’ Clarissa said. ‘So here’s to you, Mark – thank you again.’


They clinked glasses and sipped the wine. It was Dom Perignon he noticed, something he could not afford.


‘Look,’ she said. ‘I’ve been thinking. I’ve really got to do something to repay you.’ He shook his head but she continued. ‘No, I would like to. What you did was extremely brave.’


‘And foolhardy.’


She smiled. ‘Yes. Probably. But I’m really grateful. I’ve got this farm down in the country. In Dorset. It’s got everything. Swimming pool. Tennis court. A gym. And a very good chef. And I’ve built up a good cellar. Why don’t you come down and spend a week there? Have the run of the place. Do you have a wife, a girlfriend, a significant other? They could come too, of course.’


‘Not really.’


‘Well, then …’


‘I couldn’t possibly.’


‘Of course you could.’ She leaned forward and put her hand on his knee. ‘It would mean a lot to me,’ she said. Those chestnut eyes were looking into his fiercely, defying him to say no.


‘Can I think about it?’


‘There are a few extra features that you might find amusing too,’ she said. She smiled, one corner of her mouth turning up slightly higher than the other. It gave her face a strange, almost cruel expression which he didn’t understand.


‘Extras?’


‘Come and see for yourself.’


‘And you’ll be there?’


‘Of course, Mark. I may have to come back to town from time to time but I’ll certainly be there. I want to show you all the facilities myself.’


There was no suggestion in the way she said it that she would be showing him anything else and in an odd way that was a relief. Though Clarissa Peacham was probably the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and certainly the most beautiful he had ever sat having a drink with, her personality was much too formidable for him to want to contemplate any intimacy with her. He had the feeling she would eat him alive.


‘I’m sure I’m going to have nightmares about that knife,’ she continued. ‘Another inch and he could have … and God knows what he’d have done once I was in the car …’ She shuddered.


Mark tried to change the subject. ‘What about you? Are you married?’ This afternoon’s research had failed to reveal any personal information.


‘No.’ The word was pronounced in such a way as to suggest that any further inquiries in that direction would not be welcome. ‘So, will you come?’ She took a slim, black leather wallet with gold corners from her handbag, extracted a card and handed it to him. ‘This has all my numbers: car, mobile, house and the private line at my office. Use any of them. Just name a date.’


‘It really isn’t necessary,’ he said.


‘Mark.’ She put her hand back on his knee. ‘Just let me do this for you. Please. I can promise you it’ll be an experience you’ll never forget. Trust me.’ There was something about the look in her eyes that he could not read. ‘Please say you’ll come.’


‘All right. I’ll speak to my boss. I’ve got some holiday due.’


Clarissa looked delighted. She leaned back and sipped her champagne.


‘Good,’ she said. She had the air of someone who had just completed another successful deal – gratitude successfully negotiated.


Lavinia Falconbridge was short and blonde and plump. She was always immaculately dressed, and had accounts at all the couture houses in Bond Street, around the corner from her offices.


This morning she was wearing a light grey suit and a white silk blouse. In order to increase her height, she wore the highest of high heels and this morning, Mark noticed, they were grey too with a gold motif on the toes.


‘Well,’ she said, rocking back in her leather swivel chair. ‘I suppose we can let you go next week. Have the Thomsons confirmed their shipment?’


‘Yes. It’s on the way.’


‘All right. Take next week off then. Where are you going? Somewhere nice?’


Mark hadn’t told anyone about the incident with Clarissa Peacham.


‘I’ve been invited to a farm in Dorset.’


‘Lovely.’ That was clearly the limit of Lavinia’s interest, as she picked up the phone and asked her secretary to get her a number in Hong Kong. ‘Close the door on your way out.’


Mark got to his feet. He realised that there were a lot of similarities between Clarissa Peacham and Lavinia Falconbridge. They were both unmarried and both highly successful in business. But whereas with Clarissa it was difficult not to think of sex, he realised that he had worked for Lavinia for two years and he had never once in all that time thought of her as a woman, as an object of any sort of sexual desire. It wasn’t that she wasn’t pretty. She had a small, round face with bright blue eyes and smooth, ruby red lips and, though her figure was a little overweight, it could still be described as voluptuous. It was just that she seemed to project an invisible forcefield that prevented lascivious thoughts.


‘Thank you,’ he mumbled as he walked out.


At his desk he dialled the number on the card Clarissa had given him.


‘Clarissa Peacham’s office,’ a precise, snappy female voice said.


‘Is she there?’


‘Who’s calling.’


‘Mark Giles.’


‘I’m sorry Mr Giles, Ms Peacham is in a meeting. But if you’d like to leave a message.’


‘Yes. Er … she invited me to her farm.’


‘Right. Hold on one moment.’ There was a click on the line. ‘Yes, Mr Giles. I have the details. Ms Peacham briefed me in case you called. Have you got the dates?’


‘Yes, next week.’


‘So if I arrange for the car to pick you up on Friday night, would that be satisfactory?’


‘A car?’


‘Miss Peacham would want her chauffeur to pick you up, sir.’


‘Oh right, yes, of course.’ Mark hadn’t been expecting this.


‘Shall we say seven o’clock, sir? That means you’ll be there in good time for dinner.’


‘That’ll be fine,’ he said.


‘Can you give me the address?’


He gave her his address and she read it back to him. ‘Very good, Mr Giles. The car will be there at seven. Do you have any particular preference for champagne?’


‘I’m sorry?’


‘We like to make sure the bar in the car is stocked with the guest’s preference.’


‘Oh … I see.’ Mark remembered the champagne in the hotel. ‘Dom Perignon,’ he said.


‘Very good, sir. Will that be all?’


‘Yes. Thank you.’


‘Thank you. I’ll tell Ms Peacham you called.’


Almost as soon as he’d put the phone down it rang. He picked the receiver up again.


‘Mark?’ It was Bella, Lavinia’s secretary.


‘Yes.’


‘Lavinia wondered if you’d mind dropping a package off on your way home. She said to get a taxi and charge it.’


Mark had nothing better to do. ‘Sure. Why not?’


‘I’ll send it down to you. You’ve got to wait for a signature. Proof of receipt.’


‘No problem.’


‘Great. I’ll send it down to you. Thanks.’


Mark was puzzled. The company ran an efficient courier service that would be much cheaper than this taxi fare. Still, if that was what Lavinia wanted, it would be what Lavinia got. Like Clarissa Peacham, he was sure, she was a woman who was used to getting her own way.


*   *   *


The address on the package was a mansion block of flats off Kensington High Street. Mark paid off his taxi outside, confident that he would be able to find another cruising in the High Street to take him home to Hammersmith.


A highly polished brass panel housed the entryphone for the whole block. He checked the address on the package and pressed the button for Flat Twenty.


‘Yes,’ a female voice said, after a moment.


‘Package for …’ he read the name, ‘Ms Gregory.’


‘Come up. Top floor.’


The lock on the front door buzzed loudly and Mark pushed it open. An old-fashioned lift with iron grilles took him haltingly up to the top floor. He walked along the corridor to Flat Twenty. There was a small bell-push on the doorjamb. He pushed it and heard a loud bell ring inside.


‘Hold on a minute,’ a female voice shouted.


He waited.


After a couple of minutes the door opened. ‘Sorry to keep you waiting,’ the girl said. She was young, no more than eighteen, short and dark, with long, jet-black hair parted down the middle, long black eyelashes, a straight nose, and a sensuous mouth. Her eyes were large and so brown they were almost black. She was in the process of tying the belt of an abbreviated white satin robe around her slender waist. ‘Come in, please.’


‘No, it’s all right. You’ve just got to sign this.’


‘Oh, right. Come in while I find a pen will you?’


Mark stepped inside, following her hesitantly into a large front room with a spectacular view over the roofs of Kensington and Holland Park. He tried to avoid looking at the slender and shapely legs which the short robe revealed but found it impossible.


‘Would you like a drink?’ she asked.


‘No. No, thanks.’


‘Ah, there …’ She was looking for a pen. She spotted one on a large coffee table in front of a vast, cream sofa that was positioned in the centre of the room. As she bent to pick it up Mark caught a fleeting glimpse of her round, pouting bottom, bisected by a strip of black silk. She signed the receipt that was clipped to the package then handed it to him.


‘There. Thanks, Mark.’


He was surprised she knew his name. ‘No problem,’ he said, edging towards the door.


‘Don’t you want to see what she’s bought me?’


‘I’m sorry?’ he said.


‘This. It’s a present from Lavinia.’ She tore at the package. ‘Didn’t she tell you?’


‘I’m just an employee,’ he said weakly.


‘So am I, in a way. There, look, it’s beautiful.’ She had extracted a black silk and lace slip. She held it up to her body by the thin spaghetti straps that extended from the delicate lace bodice. The silk was virtually transparent.


Mark felt himself blushing. ‘I’d better go,’ he said quickly.


‘Let me try it on, first. Please.’


‘No,’ he said firmly. He didn’t know what this girl meant to Lavinia Falconbridge but he was sure she would not be pleased at the thought that she had paraded in her gift for his benefit.


‘What’s the matter?’


‘I just don’t think I should.’


‘Are you worried about Lavinia? She doesn’t care. She’s going out tonight. I’m surplus to requirements.’


‘What do you mean?’


‘Oh Mark, use your imagination. Lavinia likes to drink from both sides of the cup. I thought everyone knew that. She set me up in this flat so I can be available for her whenever she’s in the mood.’


‘Look, I think I should be going,’ Mark said. He didn’t want to get involved. He hadn’t the faintest idea about Lavinia’s sexual proclivities and the girl had already told him more than he wanted to know.


‘I won’t tell her if you won’t.’ She grinned. ‘Please … pretty please?’


He stood stock still. The brunette unknotted the sash of her robe and let it fall to the floor. Mark stared at her body. She was naked apart from a tiny pair of black thong-cut panties, no more than a slender strip of black silk that snaked down between her legs. Her waist was incredibly narrow and her hips full and flared. Her breasts were pear-shaped and pendulous, but they were marked, little pink stripes crisscrossing their flesh.


She pulled the slip over her head. Her breasts trembled.


‘There,’ she said. ‘Does it suit me?’ She did a pirouette. The hem of the slip barely covered her bottom. Her buttocks too bore a grid of stripes, these slightly darker.


‘Yes,’ he said, unable to stop staring at her. He felt himself blush.


‘I’m Frankie, by the way,’ the girl said. ‘And we know you’re Mark.’


‘I’d better go now,’ Mark said, still unable to tear his eyes away from the black silk and the body it veiled.


‘I expect you’re wondering what the marks are,’ Frankie said. She was staring at herself in the mirror that covered most of one wall. She traced a finger across her breasts.


‘No …’


‘Not curious? Not even a little bit curious? Sit down, Mark. You’re not in any hurry. Come on, let’s have a drink.’


Without thinking what he was doing, Mark sat on the edge of the large sofa, watching Frankie go to a glass cabinet and pour two glasses of red wine. She brought them over to him and put them on the coffee table.


‘That’s better,’ she said, sitting down beside him.


‘So, what are they?’ he asked, though he wasn’t even sure he wanted to know the answer.


‘Are you easily shocked?’


‘No … yes … I don’t know,’ he said.


‘Sexually, I mean.’


‘I don’t really know.’


‘What do you like, sexually?’


‘In what way?’ His brow was knitted in a frown.


‘You know … don’t you ever fantasise about what you’d really like to do? I mean, say, if you could do whatever you wanted with a woman, or a man for that matter.’


‘I’m not gay,’ he said.


‘Mmm …’ she said, pouting her lips. ‘That’s good at least. And I’m bisexual. So at least we’ve established common ground. So if you don’t fantasise about men, what do you fantasise about?’


‘The usual things …’


‘Like what?’ She stretched back on the sofa with her wine glass in her hand. ‘Come on – I’m interested.’


‘Beautiful women I suppose.’


‘What, fucking them?’ As she said it he thought she edged her legs apart slightly.


‘Yes.’


‘And?’


‘Well, that’s it.’


‘Oh, come on, Mark. There must be more to it than that. I mean don’t you ever imagine them wearing black lingerie like this?’ She ran her finger under the spaghetti strap on her right shoulder.


‘Of course …’


‘Do you wank a lot, Mark?’


‘Look, I really think I should be going.’ He started to get to his feet, but the cushions of the sofa were soft and before he could escape their grip she had grabbed his shoulders and pulled him back. She straddled his lap so they were face to face.


‘I do,’ she said. She sent her hand down to her crotch and started rubbing at the panties. ‘I love it.’ Her other hand squeezed her left breast.


‘What is this?’ he said angrily. He couldn’t think for the life of him why anyone should want to do it, but he had the feeling he had been set up. Perhaps Bella, Lavinia’s secretary, knew that Frankie was a raving nymphomaniac and had sent him round as a joke.


‘I thought it was perfectly obvious,’ Frankie said. ‘What’s the matter? Don’t tell me you only get turned on if you take the initiative. You’re an attractive man, Mark. I want us to go to bed together. If you don’t find me attractive, by all means leave, but if you do, what’s the problem? Your bruised male ego?’


Angrily Mark swung them both sideways along the seat of the sofa and covered her mouth with his, grinding his body down on her while his tongue plunged into her mouth. She kissed him back greedily, sucking at his tongue and digging her hand into the cleft of his buttocks.


‘That’s better,’ she said. She pushed her belly up against his rapidly swelling cock.


They kissed again, with just as much passion, their bodies writhing against each other. The seat of the sofa was wide enough to allow Frankie to twist him around until she was on top again. Then she broke the kiss and got to her knees, straddling his hips and pressing her crotch down on his erection.


‘Very responsive,’ she said. She reached forward and began unbuttoning his shirt.


‘So, what are those marks?’ he asked. He was committed now. If Bella had set him up, or someone else in the office, he didn’t care. This girl was beautiful and he wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity of taking her to bed. He didn’t like to think of the consequences if Lavinia found out. He’d just have to trust Frankie not to mention it to her.


‘I’ll show you. A picture is worth a thousand words.’


She scrambled to her feet, then took his hand and helped him up too. With her fingers entwined with his, she led him out into the hall and along to her bedroom. She opened the bedroom door and pulled him inside.


The room was small, its only furniture a small double bed, two bedside chests, and an odd-looking contraption that Mark could not identify. It was shaped like a trestle with stout wooden legs, the padded upper surface of which was about six inches wide and covered with rough suede. A wide, but short leather strap had been secured at the base of each leg.


But this was not the most surprising feature of the bedroom. All around the walls were framed, full-colour photographs, about twelve in all, featuring, in startling close-up, pictures of what was quite clearly Frankie’s bottom. The nearest to the door was taken while she had been kneeling, the back of her heels digging into her buttocks. Another had been shot while she held the cheeks of her bottom open so that the camera could see the perfectly circular fistula of her anus. A third showed her lying on her stomach on the bed. The rest were, Mark soon realised, a sequence taken with Frankie bent over the trestle, though photographed in such a way only the suede top was visible where she leant over it. The first in the sequence showed two broad, almost scarlet stripes running diagonally across her rump. On the second the number of stripes had increased to four. By the last her whole backside was crisscrossed with marks in every colour from a bruised purple to a light pink. In each shot, Mark could clearly see Frankie’s sex, pursed at the base of her buttocks, the photography so vivid it was quite obvious that her labia were wet.


‘You see,’ Frankie said, with obvious pride.


Mark didn’t see at all. ‘You’re into this?’ he muttered.


‘Mmm. Can’t you see I am?’ She prodded her finger at one of the pictures indicating her labia. ‘It really turns me on.’


‘Being whipped?’ he said incredulously. He felt his cock pulse violently.


‘It’s been a couple of days. That’s why the marks are so faded.’


‘Lavinia does it to you?’ His voice was hoarse with shock.


Frankie smiled. ‘She introduced me to it. She’s very naughty. Here.’ She walked to the corner of the room. A pottery umbrella stand had been placed there but it did not contain umbrellas. Instead Mark saw a selection of riding crops, long-handled paddles and various other instruments that he didn’t recognise, but whose purpose was plain. ‘You are going to do it to me, aren’t you?’


He gulped. He had never imagined that such a thing would turn him on, but clearly his cock had other ideas. He didn’t think it had ever felt so hard.


Frankie wriggled out of the black panties, and pulled the slip off her head. She pulled the trestle out into the centre of the room then bent over it. Spreading her arms and legs apart she pressed her ankles and wrists against the bottom of the thick wooden legs.


‘Strap me down, Mark. I love that too.’


Mark stared at her naked body. In this position, with her bottom tilted up towards him, just as it was in the photographs, he could see every detail of her sex. The flesh on either side of her labia was covered with short black hair but the labia themselves were hairless. With her legs spread apart he could see the mouth of her vagina. It was already wet.


Without taking his eyes off her, he knelt on the floor and wrapped the first of the leather straps around her ankle. As he pulled the leather through the buckle she moaned. In an almost trance-like state he secured all four straps around her limbs.


‘God, that feels good,’ she said. She struggled against her bonds but they gave not an inch. ‘If you want to gag me, there’s stuff in the left-hand top drawer.’ She managed to nod her head towards one of the bedside chests.


He opened the drawer. Neatly arranged in rolls were several different gags, some with large rubber balls, others shaped like phalluses. There were silk blindfolds too and about five or six different-sized dildos.


Mark stripped off his clothes. His erection was so large it was a relief to free it from the constriction of his trousers and pants. He felt almost light-headed, as if his cock had sucked the blood from his brain.


If he was going to do this, he thought, he might as well do it properly. He took a leather gag from the drawer. It was more like the bit used for a horse, except the part that was pushed into the mouth was made from rubber. He took it over to the trestle, stuffed it into the girl’s mouth and buckled it at the back of her head. Her long black hair hung down from her head so far it swept the carpet.


‘Is that what you wanted?’ he said.


She nodded, trying to form the word ‘yes.’ It came out as a muffled moan.


He looked down at her buttocks again, then used his hand to trace the faint pink weals that decorated them. She wriggled her buttocks from side to side and tried to say something. On the wall to his right the colour photograph was a replica of what he could see now, except that on the photograph the beautifully rounded curves of her rump were marked with at least eight weals, most of which were a deep scarlet in colour. He tried to imagine Lavinia Falconbridge standing where he was standing now, wielding the whip that left these scarlet stripes, but he found it impossible. The Lavinia he knew had always seemed incapable of sexual passion let alone anything as outré as this.


He walked over to the umbrella stand. Was he really going to do what the girl demanded? His cock throbbed and he had a terrific desire to stick it into her wet open sex, but he picked out a riding crop with a braided leather handle and swung it experimentally through the air.


Apparently the swishing sound it made excited the girl. She moaned and tried to strain up from the trestle.


‘You really want this?’


She nodded, her hair brushing across the floor.


Mark stood behind her, raised the whip and casually, without any real effort, stroked it down across her bottom.


There was no doubt the word she tried to force past the gag was ‘harder’.


He raised the whip again. This time he brought it down strongly. Thwack. The sound of leather against flesh reverberated around the room. He saw her buttocks quiver. That excited him. So did the red stripe that appeared on the white flesh. He raised the whip again. Thwack. More quivering flesh, another red stripe, cutting across the first. Frankie moaned. Or was it the word ‘again’?


The fourth stroke was even harder. He aimed it lower on the fleshiest part of her buttocks. He watched them tremble as the lash of the whip cut into them. Her whole rump was glowing red like an electric fire, the weals he had created turning scarlet. It was producing heat too, more heat than he could believe.


Thwack. He stroked the whip down again. But this time the girl made an extraordinary growling noise. He could see her buttocks wobbling, and her breasts too, but this time he actually saw her labia clench and her whole body shudder, every muscle rigid, straining against her bonds. Then she went limp, draped over the trestle like a rag doll. With astonishment he realised that she had come.
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