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						    UNDERWORLD Maria del Rey
 
 This book is a work of fiction. In real life, make sure you practise safe sex. First published in 1995 by Nexus ISBN 0 352 32971 8
 
 All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
 
 One In the distance the sea washed lazily to the shore, thin white streaks of spray dissolving into nothing, swallowed by the blackness that blurred the boundary between land and sea, sea and air. Overhead the sky was a scattering of sharp points of light, the thousand stars glittering in an ocean of darkness sliced open by the thin crescent of a new moon. The silver light illuminated the sea which hardly stirred, as though the heat of the day had settled for the night also. Nothing moved, and the song of the insects was louder than the wash of water against sand. Pamela closed her eyes and sighed, wishing that the sky would open up and the rains pour down over her, washing away the sticky heat and the feeling of lassitude that had enveloped the island. Nothing moved in the night because nothing had moved during the day. The heat seemed to rise from the ground, as though the earth itself were burning day and night. Oppressive and permanent, it was too much to cope with, too hot, too sticky, too trying. She opened her eyes. The rain had not come, and the breeze that should have wafted from the ocean was stillborn. Suddenly the dull grey normality of England, of heavy cloud and sudden showers, seemed a luxurious and exotic dream. How did people stand it? How did they cope with the unchanging, unyielding heat day in and day out? The people on the island didn't worship the sun, they feared it, fought it, cowered under it and survived as best they could. It was tourists who sought the sun; they came and lay under the harsh rays, imagining that they were being natural when nature itself sought shelter. Sighing once more, glancing out to the distant shore in the vain hope that the breeze would pick up, Pamela turned and looked back into her room. The stucco walls of the villa had started to crack, the rough surface spider-webbed with fine lines, as though it had started to age and wither. It was the heat, nothing could stand it, she thought glumly. But in the light, in the early hours after dawn, the villa sparkled magnificently, a palace on the rocks high above the clearest water she had ever seen. The air-conditioning struggled, trying to scythe through the heavy atmosphere, but it was futile. She padded barefoot back inside, the lightest wisps of material wrapped loosely around her. Her body was perfectly tanned, her firm breasts and thighs a rich golden brown, her hair bleached magically by the sea and sun. At home she would have looked a Goddess, but here on the island she was just another tourist, too stupid to keep out of the sun, too shameless to cover herself up. It would be over soon, she told herself, catching a glimpse of her partly-clothed body in the mirror by the bed. The thin cotton wrap was almost transparent, the fullness of her breasts, the cherry-red nipples jutting prominently, were held tightly, but then the garment flowed around her. As she walked it flared behind her, flowing as though carried by a breeze that wasn't there, exposing her long limbs, toned to perfection, sleek and sexy, and the darkness between her thighs was clothed only by tiny white briefs that immediately caught the eye. The bathroom was a haven - somehow it managed to defy the worst ravages of the heat. Her feet pressed hard against the tiles that were cooler than any other surface on the island, she couldn't work out how. Not that it mattered, all that mattered was the respite from the heat. She crossed the room to the bar near the terrace, retrieved a bottle of icy water and then returned to the bathroom to enjoy it. She was torn between slaking her thirst and cooling her body. The best she could hope for from the shower was a tepid flow, the worst a blistering explosion of boiling water. As she unscrewed the bottle-top she heard the distant crunch of tyres on gravel. Was that Chris, she wondered? Back on the terrace she saw the jeep crossing through the sea of darkness - two strong beams of light cutting through the night, lighthouses lighting the way across the dirt track that
 
 connected the villa to the nearest road. She couldn't tell; Chris or Ginny, it had to be one or the other. The bottle of water was pouring condensation down her hand, jewels of water tracking over her skin. She was sticky and uncomfortable, her clammy body wearing the strains of the day like a layer of dead skin. But there was a way to cleanse it all away, and she had been waiting for the moment all day. She returned to the shower and untied the wrap, letting it fly gently to the floor. The car crunched to a halt outside, the engine died and she heard steps coming closer. Pamela sighed. The water pouring over her body was a shock that swept away the stickiness, the moroseness and the lethargy. Sharp icy fingers of sensation touched her wetly, flowing sensuously over golden skin, slipping down over her shoulders, between her breasts, dripping from her puckering nipples. She poured the full bottle over her body, bathing herself completely and enjoying every second of it. Her body glistened in the full-length mirror, her flesh glossy with a tanned healthy glow. It made her feel good again, glad to be alive, her body tingling delectably. She emerged from the shower, trailing water along the floor, her wet flesh cool and sensitive to the slight breeze that had not been there before. Again she caught sight of herself in the mirror. She smiled; she liked the look of herself, her body toned and sexy, long limbs, taut belly and full, wellshaped breasts. Her nipples were red and glossy, wet with glistening droplets of water that prismed in the light. Standing by the mirror admiring herself, she couldn't resist a sly touch, her fingers brushing away the drops of water that balanced on her pert breasts. Her fingers brushed roughly across her nipples, sending a shudder of delight through her body. She touched herself again, cupping her breasts and pouting to herself in the mirror, a smile on her full, red lips, her eyes half-closed with a desire she had not yet acknowledged. She sighed, a look of pleasure darkening her face as she squeezed her nipples hard, tightening thumb and fingers over each of them. It felt good, as though the cold water had taken away all feeling and she had to stroke life back into them. Her body responded, the heat building again on the very tips of her nipples, a red heat that was pure and sexual. She teased herself again, parting her lips to utter the sigh that was impossible to suppress. Her breasts were very sensitive, and she could always bring herself to orgasm when she wanted to. Vaguely she was aware of noises down the corridor, from one of the other rooms in the villa. It didn't matter; she was feeling good after the miserable day she'd spent alone in the isolated house by the sea. She lay back on the bed, her hands still cupping the fullness of her breasts, still holding the golden flesh tipped with reddish peaks. She stroked her thumbs back and forth, brushing the erect points that yielded and then sprang back, each motion a pleasure that snaked through her body to connect with the heat that pulsed deep between her thighs. She murmured deliriously, trying to stifle the cry that sprang to her rosy lips as she pinched her nipples, cruelly pressing hard so that the pleasure was an explosion of energy. It fired something deep inside, something deep and secret, a feeling that she treasured and kept for herself only. Her eyes were closed now, the vision in the mirror - body exposed, long limbs parted, breasts held tightly - didn't interest her. It was the feelings that she gave herself that were the source of her pleasure, the fountain of delight that never ran dry. She squeezed her breasts, stroked them, held them tightly, avoiding now the pulsing heat of her erect nipples, building the layers of pleasure, adding to the growing swell inside her. She opened her eyes, glanced at the reflection of herself and then closed them again. She crossed her arms over her chest, flicked her nails over her nipples and felt the explosion of pleasure, a bursting of the boundaries, taking her over the edge into an orgasm that made her arch her back and moan wordlessly. She had climaxed, her body yielding to the blissful explosion of pleasure as she had teased and coaxed her breasts until the slightest touch was an unbearable delight. It felt as though her breasts were on fire, her nipples molten points connected to every pleasure centre in her body.
 
 When Pamela opened her eyes she saw that she was no longer alone. Chris was standing in the doorway, his eyes fixed on her nakedness. Their eyes met, locked, but neither of them spoke, as though afraid of what the other's reaction might be. Chris was emotionless, his face impassive. Only his eyes had expression, eyes that were dark, intense and staring directly into her own. Suddenly she shivered, and it felt as though the heat of her body had brought on the coolness of the night, displacing the heat that had been strangling the day. Very slowly she reached down and covered her sex with her hand, and with the other she crossed her chest, trying to cover up the body that he had so obviously been staring at. "How long?" she asked softly, tearing her eyes from him. He was still at the door, one arm lodged against the frame, the other by his side. Apart from a pair of faded jeans he was naked, his muscled torso glistening with a layer of perspiration, bleached curls across the chest and down over the rippling muscles of his stomach. "Long enough," he told her, dark eyes flicking from her body to her face. He moved slowly, pushing himself away from the doorway and taking a step into the room. He was a powerful man, strong, with the kind of presence that filled a room as soon as he stepped into it. "I didn't hear you," she whispered softly, sitting up on the bed, trying to keep herself covered. Her body was tingling, her breasts still throbbing, the pulse in her sex still strong and aching with desire. She knew that he had seen everything, that he had watched in silence while she had touched herself, loving herself to orgasm in the sticky heat of the night. "You looked good," he said, advancing slowly. A dagger of perspiration fell between his nipples, a wet smear against his golden flesh. "Where's Ginny?" "With Maria. Do you do this a lot?" Pamela edged away from him slowly, aware that she was doing a bad job of covering herself up. She moved into a corner, tucking her knees under her chin and wrapping her arms around her tightly. He was staring at her, his eyes dark and wild. Ginny was away, she wouldn't be back for hours and he had seen more than enough . . . "You've got a lovely way of touching yourself," he said, putting one knee on the edge of the bed. He was moving closer, the pungent aroma of his body an aphrodisiac that flowed over her. "We shouldn't do this, Chris," she whispered when he touched her. His hand was cold, so very cold when it should have been fire. He touched her again, his fingers tracing circles on her knees. She watched his fingers, watched the strong hands tracing patterns on her body, and when he opened his palm she knew she could not resist. He pulled her towards him, lifting her up and into his arms. His chest pressed sweatily against her breasts, and the heat of her nipples carried pulses of pleasure through her. She was hot, keyed up, the fluttering thrills of pleasure pulsing from her swollen nipples. Wrapped tightly in his strong arms, breathing his scent and able to feel the power of his being she felt out of control. He scooped her up unexpectedly, and carried her out onto the terrace. "You're beautiful," he whispered, his lips touching her throat as he murmured the words. Out to sea the waves hardly stirred, the water resting under the sharp starlight. She turned from the sea and into his arms. They kissed at once, a long, searing embrace that took her breath away. His arms caressed her feverishly, moulding her body, tracing the curves of her back
 
 and thighs. Each breath filled her lungs with the scent of the sea and the scent of him, the same masculine fragrance that was directly physical. She touched him, running her hands over his chest, down the taut muscles of his stomach and then down between his thighs. His prick was etched hard against his denims, a stiff rod of flesh that she stroked lovingly. He stepped away from her and stripped off, pulling off his jeans and standing naked in front of her. She touched him again, her fingers playing the length of his hard prick. She smiled to him, and for the first time he smiled back. "You like this, don't you?" he told her throatily, pulling her forward and cupping her breasts with his hands. His rough fingers sent a frisson of excitement directly to her pussy. Her nipples were still sensitive and every touch was intense and exciting. "I do," she admitted, throwing her head back with a sigh. She loved to have her breasts played with, she loved to have them kissed and adored, to feel lips and teeth against the cherry-red buds. "And this?" he asked, reaching down with one hand suddenly to stroke her pussy. Her response was to close her eyes and fall against him. She was slick with love juice and longing to have her pussy sucked. She parted her thighs and waited, opening herself to him, waiting desperately for his touch to make her cry out with pleasure. "Not so fast," he whispered, "not so fast." She whimpered. Her body was aching, on fire and growing hotter. She tried to force his fingers into her wetness, but he pulled his hand away, returning to tease her breast playfully. Almost against her own will she reached down and pressed her fingers into her sex, teasing open her pussy lips to press two fingers into the reservoir of desire that throbbed blissfully. She pressed her fingers in and out slowly, savouring the feeling, and enjoying the play of his rough hands on her breasts. Taste me," she said, bringing her pussy soaked fingers to his lips. He kissed the moistness from her fingers, sucking hard the essence of her pussy. He sucked her fingers into his mouth, lapped his tongue over them and then bit her softly, his teeth digging into her flesh. She touched herself again, this time using both hands, playing with her pussy button with one hand while extracting the jewels of honey with the other. He supped up every drop, feasting hungrily on her juices while playing with her erect nipples at the same time. She felt delirious, her body wracked with waves of pleasure until he swooped down and bit her hard on a nipple as he speared her sex with his fingers. She collapsed onto him, wilting as the shock of her orgasm pierced her silence. He lifted her, held her against him and then lowered her softly onto his thick, hard cock. She was soaking, dribbles of pussy juice smeared over her thighs, and he entered her long and slow, filling her completely. Her arms were around his shoulders, limp, resting against him, but as he began to press in and out slowly she broke through the afterglow. Her nails began to press into his shoulder, digging into his hot flesh, digging into his hard muscular back. She moaned softly, animal-like, as he fucked her powerfully, holding her under the bottom and steering her up and down his hard prick. Faster and faster, each thrust going deep into her sex, filling her, penetrating, taking. He was all strength, all power, fucking her, fucking her, fucking her . . . He was making hard, guttural slabs of sound as he pressed his hardness into her, matching the rhythm of each stroke with the hard throaty sounds that he forced from his mouth. His hands were moulded to the roundness of her backside, cupped under her and holding her tight while her long legs were wrapped around him. They were trapped together, each a prisoner of the other as their bodies merged and separated endlessly. She was moving her hips round and round, enjoying the feel of his cock as it entered her body. She screamed her orgasm into the night, her cries drifting out over the still sea and into the
 
 darkness. They were a blur of movement and then his call joined hers, a wordless explosion of rage and desire as he pumped waves of come into the velvet wetness of her sex. He released her, let her sink weakly to the cool marble floor of the terrace. She half-watched him go, padding naked back into the villa, his back crossed with the tracks of her nails, red symbols of her pleasure etched into his flesh. She felt as though he had devoured her as she had devoured him, their mutual pleasure more powerful than either had imagined. She stood up hesitantly, still feeling a little dizzy, and staggered back into the bedroom. Her breasts were swollen, her nipples ringed with bite marks, her body glossed with sweat, her scent merged with his. She crawled onto the bed and felt the ooze of his semen dripping from the puffy lips of her sex, his juice escaping from her body. She closed her eyes and let the sleep take her, unable to resist the distant song of water and sand. "What time is it?" Pamela asked on waking. She felt groggy, bathed in a warmth that was impossible to resist. "Nearly five," Ginny replied softly. Slowly the fuzz cleared, and the hazy outlines solidified into reality. Ginny was sitting on the edge of the bed, leaning over Pamela and smiling. Pamela was naked, her hair a mess, her body marked with bites and bruises, her nipples still erect and sensitive despite the passing of the hours. "Five?" she asked hoarsely. Had Chris gone? "Five, and Chris has gone, in case you were wondering," Ginny told her, her smile broadening. She looked fresh, as though the heat had not affected her, as though she were immune to it completely. "Has he?" "Was he good?" Pamela swallowed hard. Denial was pointless; her body was her betrayer even if Chris had kept his mouth shut, which she doubted. "Look at me," she said softly, looking down at her nakedness. "You look good," Ginny assured her. "He knows how to give a woman pleasure, as well as take it for himself." "I didn't mean for it to happen . . ." "I don't believe you," Ginny stated, without rancour. "You've had your eye on him ever since we first picked you up. Do you really think I'm that stupid?" "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to . . ." Ginny reached out and brushed the hair from Pamela's face, her fingers so cool, just the way that his fingers had been. "You're very pretty, and I could see that he fancied you too. I'm just surprised it took so long." "You don't mind?" Pamela asked cautiously. "Mind?" Ginny laughed, her eyes narrowing with amusement. "Why should I mind? There's always a reward for me to look forward to." "A reward?" Pamela repeated, smiling. "Yes, darling, a reward. You."
 
 Pamela had no time to react. Ginny kissed away the questions, leaning over and pressing their lips together tightly. Her mouth was cool and sensual, and Pamela responded to Ginny's kiss after a fleeting moment of hesitation. She lay back and let the pleasure flow through her once more. When they parted Ginny was smiling again. She stood up and reached behind her neck and undid the single knot that held her loose dress in place. Pamela watched the garment slip away and then set eyes on Ginny's body, on the firm breasts, the gentle curve of her belly, the shapely thighs and prominent mound shaved clean. She was older than Pamela by a good ten years, but for a thirty-fiveyear-old Ginny looked great. Her body was flawless, and her shaved pussy so brazenly sexual that Pamela's desire was raging instantly. "Let me kiss your sweet little cunt," Ginny sighed, the word 'cunt' sounding strange and exotic from her lips. Pamela lay on her back and brought her knees up to her chest, exposing herself lewdly to Ginny's gaze. She instinctively understood what the other woman wanted, able to see in an instant the nature of the reward. "Good girl," Ginny whispered, kneeling down between Pamela's open thighs. She began to kiss softly, running her lips around Pamela's open sex, breathing in the subtle aroma that was part woman and part man. "I love the taste of Chris's come inside a woman's body," she whispered. "He filled me completely," Pamela reported breathlessly, knowing that her pussy would soon be wet with her own juices again. "I wish I'd been here to suck it out of you there and then," Ginny said, pressing her tongue into the pussy groove, the very tip of it entering Pamela gently. "I wish I'd known," Pamela sighed, drawing in breath as Ginny's tongue began to work its miracles of pleasure. "There's always tomorrow . . ." Ginny whispered, and then silenced Pamela with a long deep kiss, her tongue going deep into Pamela's velvet pussy. The breeze whipped furiously at the parasol, making it rock dangerously on the edge of the terrace. Pamela gripped the handrail and stared out at the sea, at last stirring angrily, the white-tipped waves crashing violently against the shore. Even the heat seemed to have died down, the breeze taking the worst edge off it. "What are you thinking about?" Ginny asked, joining Pamela on the terrace. "Just how the weather's finally changed for the better now that I'm leaving." "It's not always this bad," Ginny explained, "if it was we'd not stay here. Every few years though it does get unbearable - you were just unlucky, this was the worst it's ever been." "Don't you ever miss England?" Pamela asked, turning away from the sea to face Ginny. There was no doubt in Ginny's clear blue eyes. "No, I never miss it. We like it here, this is where our life is now. What about you, would you ever consider leaving England?" Pamela shrugged. "Not really," she said, forcing a smile. "Look, Pamela, you and Chris have really been good to me and there's something I've got to tell you." "It's okay, there's no need to thank us," Ginny assured her. Her eyes were suddenly wet with tears that sparkled in the sunlight.
 
 Pamela shook her head. "No, it's not that," she explained softly, taking Ginny's hands in her own. The breeze flapped at Ginny's skimpy robe, the bright red silk held tightly at the waist. She was naked beneath the robe, which barely covered her backside, the tan of her skin in contrast to the vivid scarlet that clothed her. "I know what it is," she said quietly. Pamela was about to tell her that she didn't, but stopped. "When did you find out?" she asked finally, guiltily. Her heart was pounding. For days she had wrestled with her conscience, trying to find the words and the moment to reveal the truth, and now it was happening. She regretted staying on the island. It would have been easier to seduce Chris, get what she wanted and leave on the next flight out. But she hadn't counted on being seduced by Ginny, she hadn't counted on the three of them making love together, wildly and passionately, with absolute abandon and no thoughts for the consequences. "You're not the first. There was one more before you, last summer. We were suspicious of her from the start, and then when our suspicions were confirmed we kicked her out. Chris informed the local police and had her deported within the day. With you it was different." "I'm sorry, I didn't know what I was letting myself in for," Pamela explained quietly, voicing her true feelings. Ginny managed a smile, a flickering half-smile that didn't mask the sadness of her face. She leaned forward and planted a soft, wet kiss on Pamela's mouth. "Do you know the story?" she asked softly. Pamela shook her head. She knew only what she had been told, enough to get her to the island and into their home. "Let me tell you then," Ginny said. They walked back into the house holding hands tightly, Pamela wearing cut-down jeans and a tight denim top, Ginny wrapped sexily in her brief red robe. Together they sat on Pamela's bed, beside the cases stacked neatly one on the other ready for her departure. "Do you want it back?" Pamela asked, hesitant despite her decision to do as Ginny wished. "We've already found it. Chris went through your bags this morning, as soon as we saw that it was missing. But don't worry, we were surprised that you took as long as you did." "I'm so sorry, Ginny, I didn't think it'd be like this . . ." "The story," Ginny reminded her, kissing Pamela's fingers softly. "Yes, I'd like to know," Pamela said, daring to smile at last. She felt an immense debt of gratitude by rights Ginny and Chris should have had her thrown into a police cell; instead Ginny was beside her on the bed, kissing her and looking at her lovingly. "The ring was given to me by an ex-lover. A very ex-lover," Ginny began, leaning back on the bed, her robe falling open at the top, her firm breasts exposed to the streaming shafts of light that filled the room. "He was a very powerful man, very famous and, unfortunately, very married. I was madly in love with him, infatuated with this charming, rich and goodlooking man. I suppose I still had illusions that he'd leave his wife and marry me instead. Old-fashioned dreams that I believed in completely. I was madly in love and he was madly in lust. We made love all the time, whenever and wherever we could. We took risks, especially as he was always in the public eye." "Can I ask who it was?" Pamela asked, smiling hopefully. Ginny shook her head, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "No, things have gone far enough as it is. You'll know him if I tell you, I can promise you that, but I don't want any more people to know. Will you grant me that?"
 
 "Of course." "He was a good lover too, not wild and passionate like Chris - he was more imaginative, inventive, more outrageous and I learned lots from him. He was the one that asked me to shave my sex for him. He loved the look and feel of it, loved to kiss and suck, to drink from my hairless little cunt. I liked it too, I liked to flaunt myself, wearing tight little dresses and short skirts with nothing on underneath, tormenting him all the time with my presence, with my body. "It was only a matter of time before half of London knew what was going on between us. The whispers were growing louder, and if it wasn't for his friends in the media we would have been gossip column fodder. I remember once we made love at the opera. We were in one of the private boxes and shielded from view. I sat astride him and fucked him like mad, until our voices were as loud as the performers'. When I climaxed I felt ready for the applause. We were crazy like that, always taking risks for the pure thrill of it. "In the end it was too much for his wife. She didn't really care what he got up to, so long as he was discreet. She went away for a long weekend and left us to it, alone in their town house, though to me it was closer to a mansion. It was our last weekend together, though I didn't realise that until later. All these years later I can still remember every moment of that weekend. He dressed me up in his wife's clothes, let me wear her most expensive things - from handmade lingerie to designer dresses made in heaven. For the whole weekend I was her, I was his wife. He even called me by her name in public, introducing me as his wife to friends of theirs. It was a wild game that had me excited and confused in equal measure. "And the sex was obscene and public. Dressed as his wife, he made love to me in the toilet of an expensive restaurant, making certain that we were seen together. At the table he made me part my thighs, he wanted the other guests to see my naked pussy, to see how hot and sexy I was. It turned me on - I was dripping, every touch of his fingers was like fire on my body. "That last night in their bed, under her portrait practically, he sucked my pussy dry, slaking his thirst for my body. He turned me onto my belly and used his lovely prick to fuck my arsehole - till he filled me with come. Every desire, every little game we played that night - I even wrapped her silky panties around his hardness and milked his cock till he spurted into her expensive knickers. "Before dawn, in an insane fit of gratitude or delirium, he gave me the ring. And I took it because I loved him, because I thought he loved me. I didn't realise that he was paying me off, that I was being cast away now that I had become a nuisance to his titled wife. "A few weeks later he approached me indirectly and asked for the ring back. He offered money; more money than I had ever had before, but I turned it down. The ring was his wife's, a family treasure that he had given away in a last fit of madness. I didn't want to give it back, I liked the idea of having some part of them forever. When I met Chris and he suggested leaving the country I accepted at once, and I imagined that the ring would be forgotten, that he'd stop pestering me for its return. How wrong I was. "I suppose that he's probably responsible for me being here," Pamela remarked after Ginny stopped. She was dying to know who the mysterious man was, but whoever he was he was undoubtedly several steps removed from Anthony Grey, the man who had passed the job to her. "He's a clever man, Pamela, he would have made sure that you of all people wouldn't be able to trace him. What was the story you were given? Chris was a thief and you were returning the ring to its rightful owners? Or was I the thief and Chris my pimp?" "Chris was the thief," Pamela admitted.
 
 "The ring's back in your case, where you'd hidden it," Ginny announced. "I don't want it any more, I'm sick to death of all the trouble it's caused. All I want is for me and Chris to be left alone, to get on with our lives." "Why?" Pamela demanded angrily. "If you're sick of the trouble at least sell it back to the bastard, make him pay for what he's done." Ginny smiled. "You're a good girl, you shouldn't be messed up with this sort of thing. Why don't you come and stay with us for a while? We'll look after you until you decide what it is you want out of life." "What I want," Pamela smiled, "is to kiss you properly. Let's make love, Ginny, before it's time for me to leave for the airport." Ginny smiled and leaned across-the bed, her breasts free of the robe, and kissed Pamela on the mouth, a hard, passionate kiss. Pamela smoothed her hands over Ginny's thighs, eager to caress the bare sex that she had come to love more than anything.
 
 Two The bright summer sunshine showed off the grounds to best effect, from the closely cropped lawn to the explosions of colour down by the fountain. The shrubs and evergreens in the distance hid the far walls of the estate, a vivid green border that marked the edges of the world. Anita sipped champagne and gazed out across the lawns and gardens, silently enjoying the pleasant summer weather and the relaxed flow of people going in and out of the house. The breeze was warm and scented with jasmine, adding a faintly Mediterranean flavour to the day. Down by the fountain, which was spraying brilliant crystals of water into the sunlight, she spotted Peter, engrossed in conversation with a number of his guests. He was laughing, and his laughter was reflected in the faces around him. She didn't recognise any of them, though Peter had so many friends she could not hope to know them all. The man closest to Peter waved to one of the uniformed waiters, who nodded curtly and marched briskly towards the group, a champagne bucket held tightly in his arms. Now one of the women was speaking, her face open, attractive, a vivacious smile lighting up her expression. Anita forced herself to look away, half-afraid that the young woman was flirting with Peter. She turned back to the house, determined not to allow her jealousy to spoil the occasion, but to relax and enjoy the party as everyone else seemed to be. A waitress passed by, black-skirted and wearing a white shortsleeved top, her dark, Latin features cold and impassive. Anita smiled but the woman seemed to look right through her, dark eyes filled with silent resentment. Chastened, Anita walked through the room, her eyes lowered, avoiding everyone, trying to hold back her tears. At the door she turned and looked across the room and out into the garden, searching for Peter despite her promises to herself. He was still there, arm linked with the young woman who had been laughing earlier, her face turned to his, listening intently as he spoke. The emotion pierced her, a sharp stab of pain that made her wince visibly. She turned away, unable to stand it any longer, her heart aching desperately. For a moment she stood still, indecision marked clearly on the delicate features of her face. At last she drew a sharp breath and walked out of the room, forcing herself to act. The light in the hall had a different character: hazier, softer, blurring the sharpness of direct sunlight. She liked it there, out in the hall, where the light and space combined to create an atmosphere of peace and tranquility. There were fewer people there; most of them were out in the grounds or in the many reception rooms.
 
 "Is everything all right, madam?" one of the waiters stopped to ask. "Yes, fine, thank you," she replied, forcing a smile. The man returned her smile, noddeehgraciously and continued on his way. She was grateful to him for noticing that she even existed; but he was not part of the regular staff, he had only been brought in for the day by the caterers. The staircase wound round most of the hallway as it led upstairs, to the most private part of the house. Her room was there, at the very end of the landing, along the corridor lined with portraits of ancestors that Peter had bought with the house. It had once been a servant's room, home to a chambermaid or a scullery girl. Now it was hers and the staff lived in the lodge behind the grand house. Her little room had never seemed so inviting; she was sorely tempted to abandon the party and go up there, lie down and get some sleep. With her window open she could enjoy the warmth of an English afternoon, and with the scent of jasmine and wild flowers, dream that she was far away. "It's a marvellous old house, isn't it?" Anita turned, startled by the voice so close to her. "Yes, it is," she agreed, looking first at the man who had disturbed her and then at her feet. "Seventeenth-century?" "Eighteenth, I think." He nodded sagely, as though the history around him needed to be savoured. Anita had never met him before; he was young, probably about thirty, smartly-dressed and carrying a glass of champagne. "I'm not much good at history," he admitted, "though if I had a place like this I'd be tempted to take it up I think." "Yes," she agreed. His smile was friendly, steel-grey eyes that seemed to hold no threat. "Have you been out in the garden?" he asked, turning and gesturing towards the reception room. Yes, I have," she replied cagily. Should she tell him that she was living there? "By the fountain?" he asked, smiling encouragingly. "Yes, it's lovely at this time of year." "You've been here before," he said, his smile broadening. "In that case I'd love a guided tour around the place - if you don't mind." Peter had told her to be good to his friends. His instructions had been very precise: take care of them. "Have you seen the library?" she asked timidly, daring to return his smile. "Books? Peter's got books now?" he laughed. "Please, this I must see." "Why shouldn't he have books?" Anita asked, losing her smile. "Ah, I see. Forget I ever said that, please. I didn't mean any harm, it's just that Peter and I go back a long time. I'm Tony, by the way, Tony Linnet." "Anita." "Please, Anita, lead the way," he said, stepping aside.
 
 The library was next to the main reception room, and next to the hall it was her favourite part of the house. The walls were lined with row upon row of old books, weathered leather volumes arranged without order on heavy oak shelves. They had come as part of the house too, along with the history and the ancestors, but Peter had added his own collection to it. It was a real library as far as Anita was concerned, not just an accessory that went with the house. Large comfortable armchairs were arranged at random in the centre of the room, each with a padded footrest and a side-table beside it. To one side there was a heavy, polished table, a sturdy beast of old oak topped with cool leather. Next to that stood an antique globe, where the red of empire had aged into a barely discernible brown that merged into the rest of the world. "This is nice," Tony murmured appreciatively, resting against the back of one of the leather armchairs and running his hands across the sumptuous surface of glossy black. "Do you see that Peter can have books?" she asked, smiling delightedly. "I said I'm sorry. Am I forgiven?" She nodded. "Yes, you're forgiven. A lot of these books he brought with him, they're not part of the old family library, they're his." "It's been a few years since I last saw him - before he sold up and moved here," Tony explained. "It sounds as though he's changed a good deal since then. The Peter I knew would have used this room for a lot more than reading, a whole lot more." Anita turned away just as Tony stopped and looked up at her. Her face flushed red, the colour burning her cheeks with shame. Tony saw it and fell silent, turning away from her discreetly as he realised what he had just said. A heavy silence descended, blanketing the room completely. She didn't know what to say next, or how to extricate herself from Tony, who obviously knew Peter a good deal more than she had imagined. Her gaze fell on one of the armchairs and she remembered being lain across the arm, her feet tied together at the ankles, her naked body bent double at the waist . . . "Look, there he is," Tony exclaimed suddenly, pointing out through the leaded windows and onto the lawn. He was there, standing with a different group of guests but with the woman still on his arm. She was clinging to him, holding him with both hands in case he tried to get away. Dressed in a short white dress that flared from the waist, she was smiling happily, glancing at Peter all the time and exchanging sly smiles. He looked relaxed, comfortable with her, patting her arm possessively whenever she made a comment. They looked a couple, a perfect match. "Do you know the woman?" Anita asked Tony, forgetting her embarrassment and her discretion. The jealousy was eating her, she felt pain at the sight of him with her, pain and a fear that she would lose him. "Yes, her name's Nina." "You know her?" Tony smiled, and for the first time Anita detected a malicious glint in his eye. "Yes, she's my wife," he stated. "Shall we join them?" Anita took a step back. "No," she said bluntly. Then remembering her strictures she tried to smile. "Besides," she added, "you wanted a tour of the house."
 
 "I think Nina's enjoying herself, don't you?" Tony said, walking to the window. He turned to Anita and waited. It's such a lovely day, I'm sure they're enjoying it," she said. Her heart was racing. She realised that her throat had run dry just as her glass had. Gripping the delicate champagne flute tightly, her eyes widened as she saw Peter's hand slip round Nina's waist. "Let's join them, I'm sure you'd enjoy it too," he insisted coldly, looking back at his wife in Peter's arms and then at Anita once more. "I can't," Anita whispered weakly. Tony shook his head sadly. "You look like you could do with some air. Come on, outjwe go." "I can't. Please, Tony, I mustn't," she complained as he took her hand and began to lead her out of the library. She did not have the will or the strength to resist. In her heart of hearts she may even have been secretly pleased. At last the responsibility was no longer hers. It wasn't her breaking the rules, it was Tony. "Peter's probably wondering where you've got to," he assured her, his voice growing colder with every word. There was something iron in his soul, something as cold and metallic as the grey of his eyes. They passed through the main room, catching curious glances along the way. Alexandra the maid smiled maliciously, making way for them as they neared the veranda. The breeze caressed Anita's face; a soft touch that traced the delicate pout of her lips, her high cheekbones and the long lashes of her eyes. "I see you've met Nina," Tony said by way of introduction, gripping Peter's hand tightly. "Yes, and I see you've met Anita," Peter laughed, gripping Nina even tighter. "It's a great place you've got out here. Anita's just been showing me round," Tony reported, finally releasing Anita's hand. "Out here?" Peter asked, his eyes narrowing with suspicion. Anita shook her head but said nothing. She wanted to look at Nina, to face her and stake out her claim to Peter, but instead she lowered her eyes respectfully. Her hands were shaking and her throat was dry; she could see what was coming, see it clearly and yet there was nothing she could do to stop it. "For some reason she seemed loathe to come out here," Tony explained, shrugging as if to say that he couldn't understand it. "But she's here now," Nina added, her voice soft and warm, almost infectiously happy. "But she shouldn't be," Peter told her. "There are certain rules, and Anita knows them very well, don't you?" "Yes," Anita whispered, her voice barely audible. She wanted to hate Nina, but the softness of the other woman's voice had disarmed her. She couldn't hate Nina, nor Tony for that matter. At least she was with them now, out in the fresh air and sunshine. With Peter. "Rules?" Nina asked, looking significantly at her husband.
 
 "I see that Tony's told you all about the games I like to play," Peter said, laughing. The silver grey streaks in his hair caught the light, and his clear blue eyes sparkled with pleasure. He wasn't a conventionally handsome man; there was none of the square-jawed perfection that some women sought, and yet Anita was drawn to him completely. Nina too seemed captivated by his charm, his relaxed manner and the sense of power that surrounded him. "I wasn't sure if that was true or not," Nina confessed. She pulled Peter's arm tight, let him hold her close despite the obvious disapproval in Tony's look. "Do you think Tony could make up a story like that?" Peter asked slyly. "What's that supposed to mean?" Tony demanded stiffly. His good humour had evaporated, and now he regarded Peter with nothing but anger and suspicion. "Only that you're not the sort to make up perverse little fantasies like that, are you Tony?" Peter explained, sharing an ambiguous smile with Nina. Anita hid her own smile. She felt a thrill of delight knowing that Tony's arrogance had been taken down a peg or two. Peter was good like that, he had an instinctive understanding of peopled He could find weakness in even the strongest personality - and strength in the weakest. "You're not serious, are you?" Nina continued, ignoring Tony's sullen silence. "You don't really do all that kind of. . . stuff, do you?" "What stuff exactly?" Peter asked innocently, his wicked smile urging Nina on. "Caning and whipping kind of stuff," she giggled, her eyes widening with excitement when she saw Peter's smile of affirmation. "You see," Tony hissed, to himself as no one else was listening. "Why don't I show you? There's no better teacher than experience." "Anita? You're not going to let him, are you?" Nina asked, her words full of shock, disbelief and excitement. Anita looked up. She had been directly addressed and could speak for herself at last. "Yes," she replied proudly, "I'll do whatever Peter wants me to." "How could you?" Tony demanded, raising his voice angrily now that he had a suitable target. Anita turned to him. He was angry, his eyes blazing and his breath too short for comfort. "I'll do it because I choose to," she told him simply. "I'll do," she said, turning back to Nina, "whatever Peter wants, wherever he wants." "Jesus. That's the most passionate thing I've ever heard," Nina exclaimed softly. Her smile was gone, but not the excitement. It was there in the way she clung to Peter and in the look in her eyes. "By the fountain, I think," Peter decided. He turned and Alexandra was there, waiting patiently, prim and proper in her uniform. "A switch, good and strong for our guest," he ordered. Alexandra nodded curtly and went off towards the deeper part of the garden to do as commanded. "What did that mean?" Tony asked, following Peter and Nina along the path to the fountain. "It means that I'm going to do it, doesn't it?" Nina asked, looking up at Peter.
 
 "That's right. You want to, and I don't see why you should be denied one of life's more select pleasures." "Anita, is that okay?" Nina asked, looking over her shoulder. "If that's what Peter wants then it's what I want too," Anita said. She felt a sense of pride again, a deep sense that what she was doing was right, that it was a form of devotion few could aspire to. Alexandra returned promptly with a long, thin switch that had been freshly cut from one of the trees. The sharper twigs and buds had been stripped away, the bark cut clean so that the white interior contrasted to the dark exterior. But there was life in it yet, as Peter illustrated by bending it into a gentle curve and then swishing it swiftly through the air. "Good, very good, Alexandra, thank you." The fountain had been crumbling for some time before Peter had taken the house on, and there had been some debate as to whether it was worth the effort to have it restored. It had been worth the expense; the gushing water sparkled in the light, dazzling jets frothing and foaming as they cascaded from disc to disc. At the centre a carved nymph threw the water into the air, a joyful celebration of nature that had been tamed in the surrounding gardens. The fountain wall was at knee-height, the stone sanded clean during the restoration work. On the other side the water lapped gently against the stone, water that was always ice cold and crystal blue. Peter steered Nina into place and then turned to face Tony and Anita. His grasp around Nina's waist was looser, though it gave the impression that he felt more secure, certain now that Nina would not disappoint him. "You're not going to go ahead with this stupid thing, are you?" Tony snapped at his wife. "If you don't like it you can go back to the house," Nina said, and the tone of her voice was just right. Anita felt a quickening of the heart, she understood now what Peter was doing. She too recognised the unmistakable voice of command in Nina. "This is stupid," Tony repeated. But he wasn't going to argue, that was clear to everyone. "You were told to stay inside today," Peter began. "Yet you disobeyed, Anita. You broke the rule. You know that I have to punish you for that, and that I have decided that Nina is to inflict that punishment." "Yes, I understand," Anita spoke very softly, her voice as frail and delicate as she herself seemed. "Face the water. Part your legs, further," Peter directed expertly, taking a step back to ensure that Anita adopted the position he desired. "Unzip your skirt and let it fall to the floor, good. Knickers down, to your knees, girl. Good. Bend over, slide your hands down your thighs, I want you to try to reach your ankles. Legs straight. Good." Anita struggled to obey. Every direction had to be satisfied until she was shaped as Peter wanted. Her body was a pyramid, legs splayed far apart, bent double at the waist so that her backside was prominent. The sun touched her, the breeze stroking her pussy softly, her muscles snapped tightly into position. Other guests were watching - some from a distance, others gathering closer. The shame burned her face, touched her to the core. She was dressed in an outfit that cost a fortune, an outfit designed for a lady, and yet she was doubled over and exposing herself to the eyes of strangers. Her heart pounded and her blood pulsed with excitement. Already the anticipation, the humiliation and the shame were combining to form sharp jags of desire, making her breathe faster, making her body react. Could they tell? she wondered, could they see how excited she was? Her pussy was tingling, her nipples pressing tight against the confines of her satin brassiere.
 
 "Swing it high and let it flow naturally," Peter was saying, testing the switch through the air again. "Aim the stroke beyond her body. Don't aim for her directly, follow it through. If she screams then you'll take that stroke again. If she moves I'll take the switch and start all over again." "Will it hurt her?" Nina asked, taking the switch eagerly. The excitement modulated her voice. Her expression had changed subtly - still vivacious and desirable, now she looked aroused as well. "Of course it'll hurt, but don't let that worry you," Peter assured her casually. "She wants to be punished, otherwise she would have obeyed me." "I forced her out here," Tony announced, stepping forward as though about to stop things going further. He took one look at Nina and then stepped back again. Anita knew she could have resisted had she wanted to, but the fact was that she had allowed Tony to drag her out. She had wanted to go, because she feared Nina taking Peter more than she feared the pain. Peter reached out and stroked Anita's rounded bottom cheeks, the flat of his hand smoothing over her taut flesh in a long, slow caress of ownership. The audience had grown. They were silent, their eyes fixed on Anita's prone body, eating up the vision of her nakedness. "How many?" Nina asked. "That's your choice," Peter told her magnanimously, "you decide." "Six." Anita closed her eyes. She wanted it to begin, she wanted to feel the switch lash her body, wanted to suffer the exquisite pain of punishment. She was aroused, her body was on heat and aching for sensation. That she was being watched only added to it, each pair of eyes another layer of shame for her to enjoy. Nina cut the switch perfectly, slicing it through the air in a graceful arc that snapped painfully across Anita's rear cheeks. It hurt, a white flash of pure sensation that made Anita dig her nails into her flesh. The murmur of appreciation from the audience she hardly heard, the word of encouragement from Peter was what counted. The breeze touched her again, and this time she could feel the single red stripe raised on her flesh. Again, the second stroke whistled through the air cleanly, snapping hard against Anita's stiff flesh. She inhaled sharply, clamped her teeth tightly to suppress the cry of pain that bubbled from her lungs. Red heat again, and then a second track to parallel the first. Then a third stroke, following the second before Anita had time to recover. The pain dissolved slowly, becoming an amorphous sensation seeping through her body, connecting with the natural fires burning in her sex. The fourth stroke cut lower - across the top of the thighs - the sharpest dagger of pain where the rough switch landed across the swollen petals of her sex. Such pure sensation, beyond pleasure and pain, something far more precious. Anita sighed, knowing that her love juice was filling her sex, that one more touch of the switch would draw out the honey. The switch came down again, harder, sharper. Anita gasped, almost fell forward, her knees buckling slightly. Instinctively she checked herself, straightened her legs, offered her behind willingly, lifting herself, offering herself. The sixth stroke bit hard, a flash of electricity that made her scream her pleasure. She climaxed, her body locked rigid, pussy lips striped red where the cane had landed heavily. It had been too much - the public exposure, the suppressed jealousy, the physical sensation of chastisement, the erotic presence of Nina, her desire for Peter.
 
 The applause was cut short suddenly. "This is obscene!" Tony declared, his face a picture of disgust. He threw his champagne crystal to the ground, shattering it in a thousand pieces and then stormed off, back towards the house. "I do apologise, ladies and gentlemen," Peter announced sadly, "for such uncivilised behaviour. Please, there are more drinks back at the house. The sun is still shining and I hope I can continue to enjoy your company for the rest of the afternoon." Anita remained in place, dizzily aware of what was going on. Many of the guests were returning to the house, though one or two congratulated Peter on the display he had just arranged for them. Nina hovered nearby. Now that she had finished with the punishment she seemed pensive; Anita didn't know whether that was because of what she had done or because of Tony. "So absolutely shameless," Peter remarked with a sigh, brushing his hand over Anita's backside, tracing the distinct tracks raised on her skin with his fingertips. "Did I hurt you?" Nina asked, her voice full of concern. She dared to touch Anita's behind too, her long nails making Anita wince. "You may stand now," Peter said. Anita straightened up slowly. Her body ached all over, from the sharp stinging of her bottom to the strains in her legs and back where she had bent over. Her long skirt was still on the ground, a velvet wrap discarded untidily on the granite base of the fountain. Her silk knickers were around her ankles, as though designed to bind her tightly. "Did I hurt you?" Nina repeated softly. "It was what Peter wanted," Anita explained quietly, surreptitiously reaching down for her skirt. "She also climaxed, in case you didn't notice," Peter remarked, smiling. "In front of all my guests too, screaming her orgasm for all the world to know." "I'm sorry," Anita whispered, her face flushing pink again. Her thighs were wet; she had rubbed her thighs together hoping to hide the evidence of her desire but it only made things worse. She winced again. Nina's long sharp nails were tracking the switch marks again, only this time she seemed to be enjoying the feel of Anita's backside for the sake of it. "No, I'm the one who's sorry," Nina sighed. "That idiot of a husband of mine nearly ruined everthing." "I'm not surprised," Peter said sympathetically. "This sort of thing is way over his head. As I remember, he's not the most sophisticated man in the world. I hope I haven't pushed you too far." "Don't worry," Nina said, "he'll get over it." Anita pulled her knickers on and then zipped up her skirt. Within seconds she was a demure English rose once more, the slight colour of her face the result of too much time in the sun rather than anything else. Peter waited for her and then offered her his arm, which she gripped tightly, afraid that she'd lose him again. Together they walked back to the house, talking only of the garden and the weather. Leaning her head gently on Peter's shoulder as they walked, Anita felt as though she were floating on air, the sharp pain under her skirt turning into a deliciously sexy heat that she enjoyed dreamily.
 
 Pamela handed the small package to Anthony - a silver compact tied with a pink ribbon - and then sat down. She was angry with him and he could tell, but he took the package with a curt word of thanks and dropped it into his desk drawer. "Was it difficult?" he asked smoothly, looking at her intently, studying every nuance of reaction as though he could read her completely. "Did you know?" she replied, adopting his neutral tone. She was sitting well back in her seat, fingers joined under her chin, studying him with the same icy detachment. "Rephrase that," he suggested, a faint flicker of a smile on his lips. "Did you know that the ring was not stolen?" was how she rephrased it. Again there was a tremor of emotion around the mouth, but when he wanted to be cold and enigmatic it seemed that nothing less than a coronary could move him. "I found out after you'd left, but by then it was too late to recall you. I left several messages at your hotel but you didn't check in." She nodded. That was true enough, she'd met Chris on the flight out and he'd taken her directly to his villa. It had seemed like a stroke of impossibly good fortune at the time, but now she saw that it had left her in limbo, with no contact back to Anthony. "That's very thorough of you, Anthony," she conceded. "You're unhappy," he stated. "What else did you find out about the ring?" she asked, matching his tone. She liked Anthony Grey, and she had always trusted him in the past; only the episode with Chris and Ginny had shaken that trust. "Our client was acting for someone else, not for himself. I've yet to find out who the real client was, but I expect there are a number of layers between him and us. More than that I can't say for sure, and as you know I prefer not to speculate." "The ring was actually a present from our mystery client to Ginny. Only the ring belonged to his wife and he wanted it back. I had urged her to keep it, Anthony, and to sell it back to him at the highest possible price. Unfortunately she preferred to return it." "I see," he mused, swivelling round in his chair to stare out of the window for a moment. "Do you know who the ring belonged to?" "Ginny was too discreet to tell me, though I'd love to have known," Pamela admitted, allowing herself a smile. Anthony turned back and smiled too, showing his human face for a change. She preferred him human; underneath the emotionless exterior that he sported he was a very likeable man. Only the humour and the personality didn't suit his professional image, which he worked hard to cultivate. "Perhaps that's one for me to crack," he suggested wryly. "You did very well, and I'm grateful. Your fee has been banked, as agreed, and the bonus will be paid once the ring had been certified genuine, as per our contract." "Of course it's genuine," she grumbled, not entirely seriously. "When will you be available for another contract?" "Oh, give me a break - I haven't even gone home yet," she complained, this time in all seriousness.
 
 The three-hour flight had been nothing compared to the car journey from Heathrow to central London. She was tired, and looked forward to nothing more than a good long sleep. "I know you're tired, but I would like to know," Anthony persisted. "Why? Have you got something for me?" she asked, relenting. She tried to put an age to Anthony but it was hard. He was one of those men who seemed without age; each time he shifted he looked different. Even his clothes were blandly corporate, - the sharp cut of his blue suit, the starched correctness of his shirts or the colour-coded ties were designed to remove all attributes of age. "I do have a contract with you in mind. This one is very different I can assure you," he promised. "I'm not going after any more missing items," she warned. "No, this is more in the nature of a missing person," he said, not batting an eyelid. "A missing person? That's more the police's line than ours, isn't it?" "If it was that sort of case would I be dealing with it?" he asked reasonably, his eyes open for the question. "No, you wouldn't," she agreed. Anthony Grey had been a policeman once, many years ago, but now he handled private cases that no one else could deal with. Each case he accepted was unique, and that was what appealed to Pamela and the other people he chose to work with. Damn, sheliad been ready to take a long break, only now her interest had been piqued and they both knew she would take on the job. "Let me have a think about it," she told him, playing hard to get. He smiled again and leaned forward across his desk. "I'll expect your call tomorrow," he said confidently. She sighed, exhaling heavily. Maybe he could read her, perhaps it was pointless trying to cultivate the inscrutable manner that she aspired to. "Sure," she agreed, a note of resignation in her voice, "I'll call tomorrow."
 
 Three The light flooding through the room was a reminder of the day before, carrying the same scent of jasmine and the promise of a perfect summer's day. It was going to be a good summer; the glories of spring, when the gardens had blossomed, had not been in vain. The tiny room was transformed by the light, as though the walls had been pushed back by the rays of the sun that filtered through the single window. Anita was glad. At times the room had been no more than a cramped cell, with the walls crowding round her, making her feel small and oppressed. She wondered what the time was, unable to tell whether she had woken early or late. Time had been banished from her life. Peter had taken it away, along with her clothes and other possessions. Giving up the watch had seemed nothing compared with giving up her clothes; now she saw that giving up the watch had meant giving up time also. She was allowed clothes, sometimes, but never allowed a watch. Once, in the early days, she had considered stealing one from one of the servants, or else taking a clock from one of the rooms. It would have been easy, and a great comfort in measuring the passing of the days. Was it fear that had stopped her? She didn't know, and as the days had dragged on into weeks and then months the attachment to time had lessened. What need did she have of time? Lazily she shifted in bed, uncurling, stretching her limbs until her body was taut. A slight twinge of
 
 pain made her relax, her body becoming loose once more. She ached in that certain way that told her she was still marked, her body bearing the imprint of the punishment inflicted the day before. Her hands sought out the most sensitive areas of pain; across her naked bottom cheeks and at the top of the thighs. She winced as she explored herself, testing the intensity of pain with the very tips of her fingers. Each spasm of feeling, a distant echo from the previous day, brought memories flooding back: the soft gurgling water from the fountain, the excitement in Nina's eyes as she handled the switch, the pleasure in Peter's smile . . . Anita saw herself bent over at the waist, her long legs stretched apart, knees straight, her naked rear the focus of a dozen eyes. She slipped out of bed quickly; her heart racing with excitement, her face flushing red at the memories of her public humiliation. Her body was marked, she could feel it as she moved, just as she had felt it for the rest of the day after Nina had punished her. Time had been taken, and so had her image - Peter would not allow her a mirror, and that too had been hard to take. Without time and without a picture of herself, she felt cut off from everything. Except that she had been allowed a mirror when readying herself for the party, just as she had been allowed clothes. The make-up bag was still hanging from the door handle, a padded little bag decorated with pale pink flowers. She reached for it quickly, half afraid that Alexandra would suddenly appear to take it all away. It was the sort of petty cruelty that Alexandra enjoyed; taking pleasure in humiliating Anita whenever she could, certain that it would win her employer's approval. The long slim eyeshadow case opened to reveal a mirror on the inside lid, a sliver of silvered glass that reflected the subtle shadows of powder that she had applied to her face. She held the mirror behind her and tried to peer over her shoulder, anxious to view the marks that she could feel but not see. It was hopeless, the glass reflected the pale tan of her skin but no detail as she twisted and turned. The light reflected on her thigh was sharp and yellow, a geometric pattern that made her flesh look unreal. Back on the bed she knelt on all fours, anxious to view herself before the mirror was taken away. She felt panicky; certain that Peter would not allow her the pleasure of looking at her marks and bruises, that he would not grant her the pride of knowing she carried evidence of her devotion to him. The more she struggled the less she saw clearly - a flash of darker colour, the outline of her backside. Above her the reflected light danced on the ceiling, a random tracing of light that tracked across like the movement of a deranged insect. Changing tack, Anita passed the mirror under her thighs, catching the dark strip of hair around her pussy as she manoeuvred slowly. Her pussy lips looked delectable in the slim reflection; slightly parted, a hint of arousal from the depths of her being. She did feel sexy, and playing with the mirror made her feel even more turned on - the tiny glass capturing the most intimate details of her body. Under the thighs and round slowly, following the pairting between her thighs, under her sex, between her rounded bottom cheeks, round to the tight anal hole . . . She stopped suddenly, moved her backside back, parting her thighs even more. At last, in the precarious display of the mirror, she saw the dark outline of slightly bruised flesh. She had been marked well; the thin stripes cut by the switch had become distinct tracks still barely visible. If only she had a full-length mirror to see herself in. She sighed, struggling to encompass everything in the minuscule proportions of the mirror. Peering down between the sway of her breast she could make out the imprinted tracks that had seared her, causing such agonies of pain and pleasure that she had climaxed suddenly in front of Peter's guests. It was difficult to see properly, and she longed to see. She lay back on the bed and lifted her feet high, edging closer to the wall where she could rest her legs. It was better she decided, parting her thighs and sliding up close to the wall, opening her pussy as she did so. The mirror danced golden light over her body, across her belly and over her erect nipples, exciting her as she imagined that the
 
 light traced Peter's eyes, that he was watching her expose herself. A delicious fantasy that made her shiver with arousal, the excitement making her pussy wet and sticky. She positioned the mirror against the wall also, carefully placing it so that it reflected her pussy and her backside pressed down flat on the bed. Now she could see the tracks across her backside, the thin lines stretching from one side of her body to the next. Her hands slid down the inside of her thighs, sending thrills of pleasure through her as she imagined Peter caressing her so softly. Her fingers traversed the valley between her thighs, skipping tantalisingly across her pussy lips. The dark button of her anal hole was also displayed in the mirror, and as she moved she watched with fascination the way her body was reflected. It felt strangely erotic to watch herself displayed in such a small looking glass, as though she were glimpsing a secret, other self. A finger snaked down slowly between her thighs, barely touching her pussy lips but pressing harder between her arse-cheeks. She stopped at the rear hole, lingering indecisively at the anal opening, which she had never explored before. That too felt strange, as though she were touching the forbidden, secret part of her self. Unable to resist any longer, she pressed a finger between her pussy lips, rubbing up and down the moist crack as she moved her finger into herself. She loved the sticky wetness, the heat of her body, the pulse of her clitoral bud. Slowly she explored her sex, rediscovering her body, guided both by her pleasure and the view in the thin panel of glass. As she slid her fingers in and out of her sex, she continued to caress her rear opening with the middle finger of her other hand. The flow of sex honey oozed onto her fingers, and she saw herself lost in the ooze of pleasure and sensation. Closing her eyes she lay back fully, no longer needing the mirror, her imagination far more powerful than mere reflection. She brought her knees up, opening herself further, until her nipples brushed against her thighs. Wriggling slowly she inched closer to the wall until she could rest her feet flat against the cool surface. Her pussy bud was aching, hard, and every touch and caress sent shivers of ecstasy pulsing through her entire body. The wetness was slicked over her fingers, going deep into her body, pressing the walls of her sex, penetrating excitingly. She stifled her cry of orgasm, tried to muffle the joyful expression of her pleasure. More, she wanted to feel the waves of pleasure again, to ascend the heights of bliss repeatedly. In her mind she had been beaten by Peter, caned beautifully until her body had collapsed at his feet, and then he had knelt beside her and cradled her in his arms. They had kissed passionately . . . "Lick your fingers clean," Peter ordered calmly. The romantic fantasy disappeared in that single instance, banished to oblivion as she panicked. She had been caught, her body contorted against the wall, her thighs open obscenely, her fingers dripping with her own pussy juices. She struggled into position, grabbing a pillow to cover herself up with as she sat up on the bed. Her face was burning, red with shame, her heart pounding out her guilt. "Lick your fingers," he repeated, his tone more menacing. His blue eyes were fixed on her, emotionless, inscrutable. She could read nothing there, not love, not excitement, not anger, nothing. She looked down at her hand; three fingers soaked with her pussy honey, which still ran from her quim. Hesitation - it was dirty, she didn't want to taste herself, to put into her mouth that which had poured from the heat of her desire. She looked at him, her eyes beseeching, begging silently to be spared the indignity. He was waiting, standing in the doorway, his presence filling the room he had not even stepped into. There was no choice. It had been an order not a request. The desire flared again, a sudden heightening of perception, a quickening of the heart, a tingle of anticipation. Gingerly she dabbed a fingertip to her tongue, opening her mouth wide to show him that she was obeying. Orders made her excited; she didn't know why, didn't understand it at all, but there was a tone of voice, a certain
 
 manner, which was pure aphrodisiac. Her breasts tingled, her nipples throbbing deliriously. She tasted herself again, more actively, licking her fingers with her tongue. The scent of her body filled her mouth - she licked and sucked, tasting herself and delighting in it, as surprised as she was gratified. He was waiting, watching in silence. She understood, she hoped. Without bidding she dropped the pillow and exposed her body to his gaze, her erect nipples naturally drawing his attention. Her thighs were sticky, still smeared with the gift of her sex. She touched herself again, .using her fingers to draw up her moisture. He nodded his approval and she again tasted herself, letting him see her eating her sex honey. Again and again, her excitement growing with every touch, with every droplet sucked into her mouth. She couldn't help herself, nor could she stop herself climaxing again. Her fingers were too skilful expert in caressing herself, in finding pleasure in her own body. As she gasped her orgasm, a look of surprise passing across her face, she was certain that a half-smile flicked on his stony features. "I asked you to lick your fingers," he said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind him. "Not to fuck yourself to climax." "I thought that's what you wanted," she explained softly, reaching across for the pillow to cover herself up again. She felt even more naked, exposed now that she had climaxed for him. "I would have asked you," he pointed out. He stopped at the foot of the bed, the sunlight catching the grey in his hair. "I'm sorry." "Do you often finger yourself like that?" She reddened, a flush of embarrassment covering her face. She buried her face in the pillow, curling up into a ball of shame as she sought cover. "No, not very often," she told him, her voice lost in the softness of the pillow. "Sit up straight when you address me," he ordered, the irritation clear in his voice. She sat up instantly, forcing away her shame. His eyes were boring into her, searchiijg her face for every flicker of emotion, able to read every reaction she could make. "I don't do it very often," she repeated her confession; and as she did so she was aware of the desire lurking deep in her soul, the excitement a natural response over which she had no control. "You'll not do it again," he told her coldly, "unless I tell you to." "Yes, Peter," she said. "You'll be punished this evening," he added, almost as an afterthought. She nodded. It would mean a day spent in anguished anticipation, trying to second guess what the punishment would be, and where. To have been punished immediately would have been far simpler, and yet it was not Peter's way to do things directly. He understood her, she knew; he understood her far too well. "May I get dressed today, Peter, please?" she dared to ask, suddenly hoping that the punishment in the evening would mean that she would be given the privilege of dress for the day. It was too much to hope that she'd be allowed out of the house too.
 
 Peter smiled at last. "I think not," he decided. "I think perhaps you should spend some time admiring your body. In the gym, where you'll have the benefit of full-length mirrors to help you along." "Thank you," she said. She couldn't see what he was getting at, but it was better to thank him than to appear ungrateful and risk an additional punishment. "I'll make sure that it's Alexandra who applies the restraints," he added, his smile broadening. Anita's heart sank. She knew what pleasure the maid took in humiliating her, and she saw the long day stretching out ahead, bound tightly to some piece of gym equipment, her naked body reflected on the mirrored walls around her. She would be there all day, in bondage, to be stared at by any of the estate staff or guests that wanted to use the gym. And to be tormented by the knowledge that her real punishment would take place later in the evening. The hotel suite was suitably anonymous; transatlantic, corporate, dull, safe, utilitarian . . . The adjectives came to mind as soon as Pamela walked through the door. It was just the kind of room that suited Anthony Grey, and the type that he used in all of his transactions. Neutral ground for all parties - for himself, for his operatives and for his clients. The suite consisted of a bedroom and an office, and pride of place was given to the large mahogany desk in the middle of the office area. The polished surface gleamed, slats of light from the Venetian blind decorating the surface. Fax, modem and telephone were neatly assembled in one corner, all of them visibly disconnected and powered down. If security was an issue then Pamela knew that Anthony had secured the place and had it scanned for listening devices. All very hi-tech, but boring and monotonous; a routine which had impressed her in the early days until she discovered just how low-rent most of the people employing listening devices were. "When does he arrive?" she asked, not bothering with the usual formalities. Anthony was the sort of person who did without the formalities, just as he dispensed with small talk, trivia and personal details. Besides which she was still put out by the way her interest in the job had been taken for granted. Anthony was sitting on the edge of the desk, arms crossed patiently, obviously still waiting for his client to arrive. "In five minutes," he replied, with typical precision. "What should I know?" she asked, sitting on one of the armchairs near the door. She leaned across and poured herself a glass of water from the decanter on the coffee table in front of her. "His name is Michael Hamilton," he began. "Based in London, runs a small import/export agency which generates a reasonable income, according to his last set of accounts. Privately I suspect that there's a lot of undeclared income there, though it all seems pretty clean. No criminal record, friends in all the right places." "Sounds too good to be true," she murmured. "I agree, but the job he wants us to do makes those other considerations less important." "If you say so." Anthony stood up, glancing at his watch. "I know you're upset about the last job," he said, "but . . ." "He's here," she said. "Punctual," he smiled approvingly, crossing to answer the knock at the door.
 
 Michael Hamilton looked to be in his early thirties; tall, fair skinned, blond hair neatly cut, dressed in a light grey suit that contrasted with the fashionably garish tie he wore. He shook hands with Anthony, grasping his hand tightly as though they were old friends, and then marched confidently across the room to offer his hand to Pamela. "Mike Hamilton," he said, smiling. Pamela stood up and returned his smile. "Pamela," she said, shaking hands. His eyes were pale blue, almost colourless, and in their expression she detected the question lurking in his mind. "Sorry," she told him, "no surnames, that's the way we work here." "Sure, no probs," he responded. "If that's the way you work then that's the way you work." "If you'd like to tell Pamela about the assignment," Anthony suggested, steering Michael to the chair furthest from her. "You haven't told her?" Anthony shook his head "No, I think it best that you tell the story, exactly as you told it to me." "Sure," Michael agreed, turning away from Anthony - who had taken the seat by the desk - and looking at Pamela. "It's not a complicated story really," he sighed. "It probably sounds really corny to you, but it's about a woman. An ex-girlfriend, sort of. Well, she's only an ex-girlfriend because I don't know where she is these days. No," he stopped and smiled disarmingly, "I'm not doing this very well, am I?" "Why don't you start from the beginning," Pamela suggested. "Her name's Anita Duncan, and we were engaged," he said, his tone becoming more serious. "We had been engaged for about six months when suddenly things changed. To be honest that was probably my fault. I was busy; trying to get my company off the ground, off to meetings all the time, flying abroad on business. You get the picture." "Was there someone else?" Pamela asked. "I don't think so, but with so much time alone I suppose . . ." "Not her," she interrupted pointedly, "you." He looked appalled at the suggestion, his jaw dropping and his eyes widening. There was no gesture of support from Anthony, who stared at him dispassiontely, waiting for an answer. "No, there wasn't," he said. "I admit that I wasn't under monastic orders, if you see what I mean. In the Far East especially . . . But there was no one special, no one emotionally involved if that's what you mean." "Did she know about the Far East?" Pamela continued calmly, displaying no emotional response to his answer. She was as cool as Anthony, both of them firmly in control of their reactions. Unlike Michael, who was starting to look uncomfortable. "No. She didn't know, and I'm certain that she didn't find out. Anita's the type who would have told me if she suspected anything like that, and she never said a word." "How long did you know her before you were engaged?" Anthony asked. "We first met four years ago," Michael replied, making a face as he thought back, "but we didn't start anything until two years ago."
 
 "So what happened?" Pamela asked, making him twist in his seat again to face her. "She started mixing with new friends; people that I didn't know, people that she worked with, friends of friends. We started drifting apart. We spent so much time away from each other anyway that we didn't really even notice. Then one day I got back from a business trip and she was gone. Moved out. Not even a note, a telephone call - zilch. I was stunned, to be honest, totally stunned." "How long ago was this?" "Four months ago. I don't know why it happened, I blame myself really. Too much bloody work. I neglected her, I know that now. It was a real body blow. I've never been gutted like that before - I mean this was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, the woman I wanted to raise a family with. I just didn't expect her to dump me like that." Michael paused. His mood had darkened and his voice had lost the cheerful confident tone that grated so horribly on Pamela's nerves. "So why are you here?" she asked softly. "Because last week I heard a rumour that someone had seen her. I'd like to track her down and see if we can make it up somehow." "What if she doesn't want to know?" He looked up earnestly, as though he had not thought of that eventuality. "Then I'll ask for an explanation; she owes me that at least." "If there is none?" Anthony asked. "Then I'll forget it," Michael sighed. "I'll try to forget this bloody thing ever happened. But you, Pamela," he said, "if you were in my shoes you'd want to know, wouldn't you? You'd try to patch things up, that's not unreasonable, is it?" Pamela thought carefully before answering. "An explanation's not an unreasonable request," she agreed. "I'll take this assignment under these conditions: first, if I find her I'll not give you her address any contacts will be via myself only, unless she wants otherwise; secondly, if I pass on your message and she is not interested then the contact will cease; finally, once contact is made I will not act as a marriage guidance counsellor or anything of that sort - my job will be to find her, pass on your message and get a reply, end of story." "Sounds fine by me," Michael agreed instantly, with all the confidence of a man who was sure the initial contact would lead directly to reunion. Pamela could see what he was thinking. He was obviously under the impression that once Anita Duncan heard that he was still interested she'd jump at the chance to get back together with him. She suspected that the truth was going to turn out to be a lot more complicated than that. "Then I'll draw up a contract to that effect," Anthony concluded, standing up. "Good," Michael sighed, "the sooner you get started the better." The gym was a recent addition to the old house. Peter had insisted on converting an unused room on the ground floor into a shrine to the cult of the body. The mirrored walls were designed to reflect perfect bodies, toned and glistening with the perspiration of a workout. Nothing was to be concealed here; the shining black and chrome equipment was designed for exertion, for effort, for pure physical exercise. A latter-day temple of the physique, the modernist styling and the polished steel equipment had the kind of stripped-down elegance that appealed to the narcissist more than the gymnast.
 
 It was a functional room, and Peter allowed his staff and guests to use it freely, especially as he himself had little use of it. His exercise was altogether different, as Anita knew to her cost. The padded horse seemed out of place; a relic of the premodernist days of exercise. The four sturdy legs and flat padded body seemed ill at ease besides the cold steel tubing of weight machines, rower, walkers and the other paraphernalia. Normally the horse was kept out of the way, shoved into a corner where its presence was not even noted. But Peter had his uses for it. Anita had watched silently as the two workmen had dragged it out of its corner and placed it in the very centre of the gym. The men had been silent too, but that hadn't stopped them staring at her nakedness, or exchanging excited smiles between themselves. The knew even before she did to what use the equipment was going to be put. There, in the centre of the room, the wooden horse was reflected endlessly from mirror to mirror, receding into nothingness. Alexandra was there also; watching and brooding, her dark features cold and emotionless. She held the cuffs tightly, the brown leather bands cupped in her hands, as she waited for Peter's instructions. The workmen waited for a moment, and then Peter nodded his approval. They glanced at her one more time - hungry eyes scouring her body - and then departed. "As you so obviously enjoy the sight of your body," Peter explained calmly, "I have decided that you will enjoy it all day. You'll be able to watch yourself all day, exposed the way you were this morning. Will that excite you? I'm sure it will. I'm sure that your body affords you the same endless fascination that it does for me. Now, if you'll get onto the horse." Anita swallowed hard and stepped forward. The floor was cold and her bare feet were freezing. She had not even been allowed the privilege of slippers. The heavy body of the horse was covered in a rough suede, a soft brown skin that was rough to the touch. It looked old and dirty, yet the scent was still there; leathery, musky. She touched it with the flat of her hand, wondering how to haul herself up onto it. "Hurry up, girl," Peter snapped suddenly, slamming his hand down hard onto the padded surface. The room seemed to echo with the sound; a heavy thud that reverberated inside her head after it had died away. She grabbed onto the side of the thing and managed to half jump, half pull herself up. There was space enough for her to balance on hands and knees, looking up at him hopefully. "Lie flat, press your stomach and chest down onto the surface," he instructed. "Now hang your arms and legs over the side. Face flat. Relax, let your arms go. And your legs." Anita obeyed without question, moving into place as instructed. In seconds she was face down on the flat surface, her arms and legs hanging limply over the edges. There was something about Peter's voice that struck a chord deep inside her, eliciting a response that was powerful and sexual. As a girl she had dreamed of a perfect lover, with a voice that resonated and touched her innermost being; the sound of his voice enough to make her melt. But that fantasy could not compare with the reality, and now his voice triggered tiny explosions of excitement all over her body. Alexandra moved into position immediately. With icy efficiency she slipped the first cuff over Anita's left foot, tightening the straps so that the cuff was tight, the inner surface of soft suede fitting snugly just above the ankle. Then she attached the ankle to the wooden leg of the horse, using a steel link to connect the strap to the wooden leg. The procedure was repeated with the left hand; a cuff over the wrist and then a connection to the wooden leg. When the left hand side was done, and Alexandra had doublechecked the tightness of fit, Anita's right arm and leg were similarly bound to the body of the sturdy wooden apparatus. With her body bound so tightly to the wooden horse that she took on the shape of the boxy piece of
 
 equipment, Anita had little room to manoeuvre. Her face was pressed down on the rough hide, the scent of leather suffusing her every breath. She could feel the exposure even before she saw her reflection in the mirror. She could feel the way her sex was pressed down against the leather, her legs open so that her pussy lips were slightly parted. Her breasts were squashed flat, the nipples crushed under her, but her arms were pulled forward so that from the side the swell of her chest was clearly visible. Her back was flat, the curve of the spine compressed downwards; and yet she could feel that her bottom was exposed - her rear cheeks pulled round and tight - again the feeling of exposure as she became aware that her anal hole was clearly visible. "You do look good," Peter said, smiling. He moved his hand lazily down her back, tracing the curve of her spine from her neck down to the swell of her backside. He touched her so well, stroking her like a treasured possession. He had no need to stroke her pussy, no need to penetrate her behind with his finger, no need to feel the softness of her inner thigh. No need, and yet she longed for it. She longed for him to touch her sexually, to stroke her sex with the same easy confidence; both of them knowing that she would respond with cries of pleasure no matter how hard she tried to deny it. Anita dared to look at herself. Her eyes reflected back all the vulnerability that she felt. Exposed, there was no other word for it. But worse was to come, she realised, much worse. Her naked body had been strapped into place as a punishment, and that punishment was exhibition. Her utter nakedness was to be exhibited, mirrored a thousand times so that all who ventured into the room could feast their eyes on her body. "If she misbehaves," Peter told Alexandra, "then you may use the strap on her. Not on the backside though," he decided, smiling to Anita's reflection, "use it on her calves and thighs only." "Yes sir," Alexandra intoned, her eyes sparkling with delight as she relished the thought. "And you, my dear," he said softly, "I'll see you this evening." He reached down and stroked away a stray lock of hair, his fingers making contact with Anita's lips. She kissed his fingers, eagerly reaching out as best she could to caress his hand with her mouth. He turned and walked away even as she struggled, pausing only to dust absently at his jacket on the way out. She watched him go; biting her lip, too afraid to protest. He had specified that her backside was not to be chastised, and now her mind raced with the possibilities. What did he have planned for the evening, when her real punishment was to begin? "Please . . . No . . ." Anita sighed, letting her head fall back against the rough suede. Her breasts brushed against the surface. She was becoming slowly aroused by the close contact and the roughness against her sensitive nipples. Her clit throbbed, and she was aware that there was room enough to move slightly; that the pressure of her thighs against the body of the wooden horse would also be a source of sensual torment. Instinctively she knew that her body would betray her, that the senses could not be held in check even if the body was in bondage. Bondage was worse; the senses and the imagination would have free reign, and the tightness of her bonds had no effect on it whatsoever. She closed her eyes, trying to think away the predicament she was in, trying to blot out the awfulness of her situation. Was there no escape, she wondered. The voices cut away thoughts of escape. The workmen had returned and their excited murmur forced her back to reality. They had come back to enjoy the view, to touch her surreptitiously, to remark loudly, to torment. And if she should respond, then she knew that Alexandra would make certain that it would not go unpunished.
 
 Four The afternoon dragged on slowly, time stretching interminably as Pamela made her long round of phone calls. Her experience with Chris and Ginny had convinced her that wherever possible she
 
 should do her own vetting of potential clients, despite Anthony's assurances that his own sources were impeccable. Checking people out was a lot harder than it sounded, especially as she had scant resources to call upon; whereas Anthony had an army of anonymous contacts at his disposal. Michael Hamilton had not been a hit with Pamela. Perhaps it was his unspoken assumption that his exgirlfriend would go running back once he made contact with her. Or perhaps it was the way he assumed that she would not have guessed about his sexual encounters while abroad on business. In either case the arrogance set her teeth on edge, especially when he had tried so hard to convince her of his finer feelings. However, liking the clients personally was not part of her job. If anything that would have made things more difficult. Avoid emotional entanglement, Anthony had instructed when she first started working for him. It was an instruction that she had followed to the letter in every single case, except one. Her mask had slipped with Chris and Ginny, and she had allowed her true feelings to surface in her last case. This time, she promised herself, it would not happen. She was glad that Michael Hamilton came across as such a creep; it made things much more straightforward. The list of contacts that Pamela called was small but eclectic: two journalists, a policewoman friend, and a computer hacker. Not the biggest list of contacts in the world, but it was the best that she could come up with in one afternoon. The two journalists had tried to talk her into bed, which cheered her up; especially as both of them would have run a mile if she had accepted. The policewoman had tried to do the same, and it had taken some time - and persistence - to dissuade her from coming round for a drink that same evening. The computer hacker had been the easiest to handle; all he wanted was a name to search on and a promise of some money. Sprawled out on her bed, dressed only in lacy black bra and matching panties, her reflection for company, she made her calls in turn and then waited for the replies to come back. And when they didn't it took more calls to chase and coax, to cajole and threaten and finally to ask nicely all over again. The whole round of calls yielded little that Anthony Grey had not already provided: Michael Hamilton was clean. There were no dishonourable mentions in any newspapers or magazines, no stories spiked by friendly editors either, no criminal record on the Police National Computer nor on the pages of boring minutiae in the companies databases that were hacked into that afternoon. At the end of it Pamela couldn't decide whether it was an afternoon wasted or not. The brilliant sunshine had certainly gone to waste, but at least she had done some checking for herself and not relied on Anthony Grey alone. She had also laid the groundwork for something else, she decided, congratulating herself. Her own information network had been pieced together; the start of something much bigger perhaps. The thought cheered her, and it even made up for staying inside and not enjoying the sunshine while it lasted. If the afternoon had been wasted then the evening was not going to go the same way. Already the heat had started to die down, and the day looked to end on a warm, pleasant note. The heat of the day had risen, peaked and was now slowly waning. Lunch had been a case of picking through the scraps left in the fridge. Dinner had to make up for it, she decided. The hiss of water that jetted from the shower sounded like heaven, and in seconds her underwear was discarded and she was under the foaming spray. It felt good, the rush of water refreshing and exhilarating as it coursed over her nakedness. So sensual, she closed her eyes and was transported to the island paradise that had been home to Ginny and Chris. She remembered standing under the shower, bathed by the burning sun and the cool spring water, watched by Chris or Ginny or both. She remembered the pleasure of being watched; and the greater pleasure of being touched, of cool hands gliding over her wet skin. Her nipples puckered; hardening buds of flesh, crenellated buttons that were sensitive to the flow of water over the body. She teased herself slowly, hands moulding to her breasts, cupping herself lovingly. With eyes closed she squeezed her nipples in her fingers, pulling lightly and
 
 enjoying the sensations building up inside her. The water rushed down, cool without being cold; invigoratingly sexy. She threw her head back and faced the rush of water - over her face and eyes, into her open mouth. She shifted back, let the water fall directly onto her cupped breasts, positioning herself so that her nipples felt the full force of it. A thousand exquisite sensations passed through, as though every droplet, every stream coursing down her breasts was the caress of a lover. Her breath was quickening, the desire growing as she responded to her own teasing, the sticky heat of arousal welling up between her thighs. Ginny had shown her how to climax using a spray of water . . . The memory made her feel hotter, as she remembered the games they had played together under the sun. How she had parted her thighs and allowed Ginny to direct the water, and that the pleasure had been indescribable as the cool water had swished and swirled directly onto her pussy bud. How her cry of orgasm had been swallowed in Ginny's eager mouth. Pamela sighed, froze momentarily as her fingers reached down to her sex. She imagined that it was Chris, his hands snaking round from behind, gliding smoothly over her wet skin. His prick would be hard, pressed between her bottom cheeks, and she loved the way he toyed with her desire. Her fingers lingered between her thighs, circling between her pussy lips as though undecided what to do next; making herself impatient, increasing the arousal . . . "Shit," she sighed, the electric buzz of the doorbell breaking through the hazy fantasy she had been enjoying. It broke the mood, her irritation searing the sensual atmosphere she had developed. She wrapped the robe around herself and padded out of the bathroom; trailing water as she went and leaving wet footprints on the tiled floor that led out into the hallway. She hadn't been expecting anyone, unless the policewoman had decided not to take no for an answer. "I heard you were back," Stuart explained, a hopeful smile on his face. He was clutching a bottle of chilled white wine in one hand and a waiting bunch of flowers in the other. Pamela looked at the wine, at the flowers and at the inane grin on his face. "You'd better come in, I suppose," she said with a sigh. Stuart was not the first person that came to mind when she wanted a quiet night in; not the first, second or third. "How was your trip? Did you sell much?" he asked, following her into the living-room. He had that earnest look on his face that he worked hard at; the inane grin was more his natural style. It wasn't that he was ugly or repulsive - his real problem was that he had no brains and many people had told him so. Being too stupid to just accept the fact, he tried hard to cultivate an air of seriousness and intelligence. "Really successful," she replied absently. She had once told him that she was part of an international sales team for a company in London, and he liked to remind her of it every so often which was handy because she always forgot the lies that she told him. "I got you some flowers," he beamed, offering her the bouquet wrapped in cellophane, the orchids smothered by the spray of green around them. She looked at the flowers dismissively and shook her head. Stuart was not the brightest man in the world, but he made up for it by looking good and being as randy as hell - except when making an unconvincing attempt at seriousness. He was wearing a black blazer over a white tee-shirt with faded jeans, and the flowers looked even more out of place than usual. The look in his eye was hopeful as he waited for her to graciously accept the bouquet. "They're very nice," she said at last, relenting. "I'll bung them in some water shall I, while you get dressed?" he suggested.
 
 She turned and padded back to the bathroom to pick up a towel and then to her bedroom to get dressed. The door to her room was open and she could hear him in the kitchen, wrecking everything in sight as he tried to find something to park the flowers in. He was whistling too; a tuneless, formless noise that seemed to take all his concentration, as though it substituted for his lack of thinking. Her room was still filled with light; but now the sharply-defined light of the afternoon was giving way to the softer, fuzzier light of early evening. The island light had been so sharp, and the heat always so intense - it was a relief to get away from that now. She decided to make the most of it. She had missed the feel of silk stockings on her thighs, the sensuous feel of lacy lingerie against her skin. It had always been too hot for that on the island. The dark tan of her body contrasted to the black panties she chose to wear, the delicate lace finished with tiny pink bows. The matching black bra lifted her breasts, caressing the nipples that bulged against the softness. She looked at herself in the mirror as she dressed - enjoying the look of her body clad in black lingerie, connecting again with the sexy feeling of arousal she had enjoyed earlier. Black-seamed stockings next, sliding smoothly over her long, shapely thighs. First one and then the other. Shiny high-heels accentuated the contours of her long legs, the line of heel, calf and thigh displayed like an erotic geometric pattern. "You're looking really good," Stuart commented softly, walking into the bedroom. He had lost the jacket, and now the tee-shirt was tight against his chest, the thin white cotton indented by his nipples. She smiled to herself. That's what Chris used to tell me," she confessed, a wicked sparkle in her eyes. She turned towards him and shared her smile. "Who's he? Another client or another salesman?" Stuart asked, eyes narrowing jealously. "Neither actually," she admitted, making a pretence of looking through her wardrobe for an outfit. "I met Chris on the flight over, and, well, one thing lead to another . . ." "Did it now?" Stuart responded, his voice growing deeper, as though he had been challenged in some way. "Yes, and it was wonderful. . ." Pamela sighed wistfully. Stuart was beside her now, and she could see the confusion in his eyes as he struggled with his feelings. "Did he . . .?" Pamela nodded, her eyes widening with pleasure at the memory. "We did, lots of times, all the time . . ." she admitted. Stuart put his hands on her shoulders and turned her towards him. They kissed immediately; his mouth eagerly searching hers, his tongue pushing between her teeth as she responded to him. His arms were around her, pulling her against his chest tightly, her lace-covered breasts crushed against his muscled chest. He was furious and angry, and his passion was always expressed as sex: raw and uncomplicated. His hands stroked her body as they kissed again and again, until she was breathless and dizzy. "He kissed me like that all the time," she whispered, wrapping her arms around his neck. He was wearing cologne, but that barely masked the masculine fragrance of his body, which she adored. "And did he suck your nipples the way I do, too?" he demanded, unclipping her bra from behind, his expert fingers freeing her of it without hesitation. They fell back on the bed, his thigh slipping high between her legs. She lay back, excited by the
 
 anger in him, certain that he would make love to her with glorious abandon until she too could abandon herself to nothing but pleasure. She rubbed her pussy against his thigh; delighting in the way the frilly lace was pushed between her pussy lips, and the way her clit tingled as she did so. He cupped her breasts, flicked his thumbs over the erect nipples and then began to lick her softly. It was like being sucked by a woman. He could be so tender, so loving, as though instinctively he understood every nuance of feeling and sensation. So strange, that he could be sensuality itself when it came to making love and yet so insensitive everywhere else. But she didn't want to puzzle on that, she closed her eyes and moulded her hands over his, so that they were both of them caressing her nipples. "Like that . . ." she sighed, arching her back as a spasm of pleasure rocked her body. Her nipples were on fire in his mouth, his tongue tracing circles over the very tips with his teeth closed tightly around the aureoles. She pressed herself up and down his thigh; moving sinuously, like a dancer making obscene gestures. He understood that too, lifting his knee so that the pressure between her thighs was that much more intense. "And did he finger-fuck you like this?" he challenged, his voice thick with emotion. He pushed her back and parted her thighs, feasting his eyes on the black triangle of lace pulled between her pussy lips, dark curls of hair on either side of the thin sliver of material disappearing into her body. She was soaked; jewels of her essence glistened on her panties and were smeared across his blue jeans. "Yes . . . He stroked my pussy till I creamed . . ." she gasped. Her words died as she climaxed suddenly, her body twisting spasmodically. He had pulled the panties hard into her crotch whilst sucking hard on her nipples again. She heard her panties begin to tear, the delicate network of lace giving way as they twisted and writhed together. She tried to kiss him, her mouth hungry for his, but he pushed her away. Her panties were pulled off roughly, the frilly bundle warm and wet with her juices. She lay back, her thighs parted, the pinkness of her pussy fully exposed, the dripping wetness smearing her thighs and running between her bottom cheeks. She felt lewd and slutty - her desire out of control, her body on automatic as she responded to his urgency. Her fingers searched her wetness, going into her sex hard and deep. "Yes, this is what he could do . . ." she taunted, her words on the edge of coherence. She brought her pussy soaked fingers to her face, showed them to Stuart and then plunged them into her mouth, sucking hard to swallow the honey that poured from her sex. She tasted good; she tasted sexy and she loved doing it in front of Stuart. She tried it again, her fingers slipping into her body, pressed against the walls of her sex, while she frigged her clitty with the fingers of her other hand. This time Stuart grabbed her hand and sucked greedily at her wetness, tasting for himself the jewels of her pussy juice, stealing it from her. "You pig!" she squealed, trying to wrest her hand from him. They rolled over but he came out on top again; and this time he pressed his own fingers into her snatch, making her gasp with pleasure. In and out, his fingers explored her, becoming completely soaked before he brought them to his lips again. "And did he fuck you too? Did he give it to you all the time?" Stuart taunted, his eyes blazing triumphantly as she cried out her orgasm. "No . . . His wife did that . . ." Pamela smiled, breathing hard. Stuart laughed. "Shit, if only I'd been there to see it," he confessed. He kissed her hotly on the mouth and then trailed his mouth down her throat, between her breasts and down between her thighs. She opened herself, wrapped her legs around his shoulders.
 
 "Next time . . . Another time . . ." she promised, closing her eyes as his lips muzzled against her pussy lips. The feel of his breath was a tantalising delight as he edged closer. His tongue touched her between the pussy lips - going directly to their target, knowing instinctively where to give the greatest pleasure. He lapped at her bulging pussy bud, making her gasp loudly. He worked her furiously, enjoying her squirming dance of delight as wave upon wave of hot lava poured from her open sex. She shuddered, climaxed and then climaxed again. His mouth was clamped tightly in place, his teeth causing eddies of blissful sensation to pulse from her clit to her nipples. His hands held her under the backside, clasping her body to his greedy mouth. Barely conscious with ecstasy, she lay back as he stripped off, her body suffused with heat and pleasure. Her nipples were aching to be sucked again - red and ringed with bite marks, still erect and sensitive. She cupped her breasts, unable to resist the temptation of her own body. He was tanned, muscled, the product of a gym somewhere in the City. One of those men who knew they looked good, he moved with all the assurance of a high class whore. It was another one of the strange paradoxes about Stuart, that despite his obvious blokishness he loved being looked at by women. His nipples were erect too, little buttons topped with tiny peaks. His taut stomach, rippled with muscle, led down to a dense dark bush of hair and his jutting erection. The bulging glans was smeared with glistening fluid that poured from the slit. Suddenly Pamela was on her knees and he was on his back. "And what about you?" she demanded. "I suppose you were a saint while I was away." "Two sisters," he admitted blithely. "At the same time." Pamela laughed. She knew it was probably true, it was just the sort of thing that he liked to do. She swung her hips over him and slid down on his hard prick, gasping as he filled her wetness. He felt good beneath her; his cock like a tense muscle designed purely for her pleasure. She ground down, pressing her backside out as she swept forward to rub her nipples across his chest. He arched up, lifting his hips to meet hers, joining their bodies closer and deeper. There were no more words to say, no more games to play. In silence they moved like animals, their bodies communicating pleasure naturally. She moved up and down and round and round and back and forth; a complex pattern that made her gasp and moan deliriously. She wrapped herself around him, her thighs sticky with her own juices which were smeared over him - marking him with her smell, her taste. At last he jerked forward, unable to resist the pleasure any longer. She screamed as she rode the wave of pleasure that engulfed them, his cock throbbing as he pulsed thick wads of semen into her body. Given the choice, Pamela had decided not to meet with Michael Hamilton again. It suited her to let Anthony handle that end of things. With typical precision, Anthony had arranged for the contract to be drawn up, signed and the initial information required for the search to be collated. The process only took a couple of days to complete, and the end result was a dossier for Pamela to work from. It wasn't much - a couple of photographs, a few biographical details about the missing woman and the name and number of a person who might be able to help. That was it; the sum total of information that Pamela had to work on. The first, routine, step had also been taken by Anthony: the computerised credit-rating search failed to find anything on Anita Duncan. There was nothing on her at all, no credit cards issued, nothing bought on finance, no money borrowed, nothing defaulted on. To all intents and purposes she no longer existed. Without a credit-rating she was invisible, a latter-day non-person. But that was no surprise. If it had been as simple as running a computer search, Michael Hamilton would have done it himself and not incurred Anthony Grey's fee - which Pamela imagined was quite high, based on her
 
 own fee. The story that Hamilton had outlined was that a friend of a friend had mentioned seeing, or hearing of, Anita Duncan's presence at a party. The details were vague, and Hamilton himself seemed very cagey when questioned on the matter. The details contained in the dossier were vaguer still; Anthony had condensed the story down to a name and a telephone number. Pamela had dutifully dialled the first number and spoken to a rather confused, suspicious woman, who had been more interested in finding out who her caller was than in giving anything away. They had skirted around the issue for a while, and Pamela had had to invent a friendship with Michael Hamilton; but it was like trying to catch water. An indirect mention of Anita had yielded no discernible response, and it had taken a direct question even to get the woman to remember who Anita was. The questions kept coming back to Pamela and Michael and their relationship. Pamela could not blame the woman - after all they had never met and she was bound to be wary. Finally it had taken a confession from Pamela to get any information at all. She pretended to admit all, telling the other woman that she was Michael Hamilton's current girlfriend and that she was certain that he was two-timing her with Anita Duncan. The bait worked; the prospect of a juicy bit of scandal eliciting a gush of gossip and innuendo based around Hamilton's social circle. In return Pamela pretended to be shocked, amused and interested in the goings on related breathlessly to her. There were too many names to remember and too many relationships to work out, but Pamela had made sure they were all on tape. At the end of it she had the name she wanted, and had to spend the final five minutes of the conversation turning down invitations to parties and to lunch, both for herself and Michael. It had not been too difficult to lie, once she had realised what it was that the other woman had wanted to hear. Conceivably it might cause Michael Hamilton some embarrassment, especially if he was currently involved with someone else, but Pamela didn't mind that. The second call was much more difficult, and Pamela wished that she had been better prepared. The man at the other end was not interested in gossip, and he brushed aside all evasions with unconcealed irritation. He didn't hang up though, which was a surprise to her given his brusque attitude. Deciding that honesty was the only policy with a cat in hell's chance of working, Pamela introduced herself and described what she wanted. There was a long pause at the other end, and then he agreed that they meet. It was that simple. He specified the time and the place and then the conversation was over and Pamela was left staring at her watch and trying to work out how much time she had to get to the appointed place. The sandwich bar was packed solid, wall-to-wall with suits enjoying a brief lunch before returning to their offices. The place was more than busy - all the seats were taken, and they were even packed tightly around the counter, which lined one wall. Pamela peered through the door, carefully scanning the blank faces in an effort to pick out the right one. They all looked the same - harried, depressed, eating too quickly to enjoy it. Most of them ate alone, and even those with company barely spoke above the bustle of service. "Pamela Black?" She turned quickly, startled by the unexpected approach. "I was beginning to wonder if I had the right place," she admitted, relieved that he had found her so easily. "This is the right place," he said, smiling, "it's always busy, which is why I chose it. Now, we have a choice, a drink or a walk, which would you prefer?" "A walk," she decided. The pubs in the City were always full at lunch time, and the atmosphere was usually no lighter than in the sandwich bar. Either that or it was full of City yobs getting outrageously drunk and incredibly stupid. The summer heat only made it worse; the streets would be
 
 filled with the overflow from the pubs, eager to get out of the antique darkness of the authentic City inn. "Saint Paul's is only just around the corner," he suggested, nodding in the direction from which she had just come. The buildings crowded round the narrow street, leaving no room for the majestic dome of the cathedral to cut across the skyline. Black cabs crawled past, inching along and barely avoiding the pedestrians who occasionally scuttled off the pavement onto the cobbled road. "Saint Paul's it is then," Pamela agreed, glad that they didn't have to pack themselves into the sandwich bar for lunch. His name was Anthony and he worked for one of the re-insurance companies; that's all she knew of him. Her informant had given no more details, apart from the fact that he was pretty dishy. Pamela had to agree there - he did look pretty cute in a very slick kind of way. She let him lead the way. The pavement was hardly wide enough for two people to walk sideby-side and he was in no doubt about who was in charge. "How well do you know Michael?" he asked, speaking over his shoulder. He walked fast, so that Pamela had to work hard to keep up with him. "I'm doing some work for him," she admitted. The street led to a junction and a main road, yielding the first glimpse of Saint Paul's towering above the surrounding buildings. The street was awash with traffic fumes, through which more cabs and buses inched their way forward. "What makes you think I'd help you?" he asked, stopping at the traffic lights and waiting for the lights to turn red. His manner was cold and disinterested, a touch of irritation in his voice. For a moment this Anthony reminded her of the other Anthony, but where Anthony Grey was cool and dispassionate this one was simply cold and unfriendly. She caught up with him and stopped. "You wouldn't be here otherwise," she said, her voice as cold as his. For a moment she feared that it had all been a waste of time; that the unfriendly bastard in front of her was going to just walk away and leave her. But then he smiled, his greyish eyes showing the first signs of life. "He's a real shit, did you know that?" he said, his voice tinged with venom. "I've no doubt about it," she agreed with a smile. The lights changed and she was first to move across the road; Now it was her turn to move quickly, so that he had to keep up with her as they headed towards the cathedral. "I hate Michael Hamilton," he admitted with a curt laugh. "He's a first-class bastard." Saint Paul's was looming up ahead; the familiar columns and dome appearing smaller than Pamela had remembered them. The stone steps were crowded with tourists, who were busy with cameras and were being shepherded into groups by harassed tour guides in blue blazers. "So you hate Michael Hamilton," Pamela declared, stopping at the first step and turning to face him, "but you'll help me because you think finding Anita Duncan's going to cause more problems than it'll solve." "Is that what you think?" he asked mildly. He was standing on the pavement, his slate-grey suit matching the colours around him, as though he were camouflaged for survival in the square mile of the City. A party of tourists skipped down the steps; a dozen Japanese girls wearing knee-length shorts and teeshirts, Benetton jumpers tied around their waists or arranged neatly over shoulders. They swept past
 
 quietly, the flash of colour carrying the sunlight with them. "Why else would you want to help me find Anita?" Pamela asked, watching the young Japanese as they reached the pavement and then turned to face the cathedral. The sunshine seemed inappropriate to her. In her mind Saint Paul's was always grey and miserable, watched over by a grey cloud of rain no matter what the season. "You're right of course," he admitted disarmingly, his fixed smile returning. He placed one foot on the first granite step and leaned forward on it, edging closer to Pamela. "She left him suddenly, and now that I hear that it was painful for him I want her to go back so that she can leave again." "Any ideas about what made her leave in the first place?" she asked hopefully. He shook his head. "I could make something up but I'd be lying. I have no idea why she left - it's not as if we were all great friends." "Why do you hate him?" "Because he's a vindictive, vain little bastard." Pamela nodded. Michael Hamilton was probably all those things, she thought, but he was doing better than the man in front of her. The jealousy was there; a tangible feeling, the motive behind the meeting. "So how can you help me make things bad for him?" she asked, not daring to voice her thoughts. "You're not going to try to dissuade me of my view?" Anthony asked, a charming smile transforming his face. Suddenly the humour made him look quite human, his eyes softening miraculously, as though the mask was down and the real person behind the frosty demeanour was there in front of her. "No, I told you," she said quietly, "he's no big hit with me either. But I'm not being paid to be his friend, all I have to do is track down Anita Duncan." "News does travel fast," he noted, sounding surprised by the fact, "it was only last week that somebody mentioned that they'd seen her recently. I don't think I could have mentioned it to more than a couple of people since . . ." "Why mention it?" Pamela asked, curious that he had seen fit to even mention it in passing. "Because so many people had got a good laugh out of her disappearing act the first time around," he smirked. "What nice people you mix with." He paused for a moment, his eyes fixing on hers. "I guess you don't have to like us any more than you have to like him," he declared coldly. A squeal of brakes filled the air and all heads turned towards it. She looked up and saw that a cyclist and a taxi driver were swapping insults, to the amusement of other onlookers. Several of the tourists were smiling and filming the argument, which fizzled out as suddenly as it had started. Anthony glanced at the traffic and then turned back to Pamela. "I've had enough of this," he snapped. "Talk to Nina Linnet, she'll tell you where you can find Anita Duncan. And I hope this really screws things up for Hamilton in a big way." Without warning he turned and walked away, glancing at his watch but not even bothering to say
 
 anything more to Pamela. "Where can I find her?" she called after him, caught off-guard by his sudden change of mood. He turned back to her, an ugly grin on his face. "Do your own dirty work," he snarled. "Oh, and don't bother trying to call me again, I'm not interested." Pamela watched him weave in and out of the traffic as he crossed the busy road. In moments he was gone; just another grey suit in a sea of grey suits, another sour face in the crowds of displeasure that filled the streets. The summer heat was murder in the city - trapping the fumes and the anger in a swamp cloud that flowed along the clogged streets in a slowmoving and invisible fog. Behind her sat the cathedral; trapped by the tourists who sought a moment of history and not the peace and solitude that it should have offered. Michael Hamilton was not going to win any popularity contests that was clear, but then the people he knew seemed to be no better. Pamela shrugged and headed for the underground station, examining her feelings: she was glad that she had a lead to work on; glad that she wouldn't have to meet Anthony again; uncertain whether to feel angry or not at the way she had been treated by him. All that remained was to find Nina Linnet.
 
 Five A moment of hesitation; Pamela could almost hear the thoughts going through the other woman's head. "Let me get this right," Nina repeated. "You're working for someone called Michael Hamilton, who I've never heard of, and you're looking for an exgirlfriend of his called Anita Duncan." Pamela tried to think of something to add but couldn't. She merely nodded, knowing that the whole thing sounded very suspect. It might have been easier if Nina Linnet knew who Michael Hamilton was, but then again it might well have made things much worse. As it was it had taken a good deal of persuasion to even get Nina to meet for lunch. A waiter hovered in the background, a smile at the ready in case either woman deigned to glance in his direction. Pamela could understand why - Nina was the sort of woman that always attracted attention. She was smartly attired in a lime-green skirt, matching jacket and high heels, with black stockings that showed off her legs completely. Beside her, Pamela felt positively dowdy, even though she had drawn her own fair share of admiring glances from some of the other customers. Nina had fallen into a deep silence, her attention focusing on the half-empty cup of coffee in front of her. During lunch the conversation had been light and inconsequential; they had talked about everything except the reason for their lunch date. Nina had been very interested in what Pamela did for a living, and Pamela had obliged by recounting a few of her war stories. It had all sounded like fun, glamorous even, especially the trips abroad and the kind of people she had to deal with occasionally. "It's all very James Bond, isn't it?" Nina remarked, looking up, the hesitation writ clearly in her eyes. "I suppose it must seem like that," Pamela admitted. She could have kicked herself. Perhaps the war stories had given Nina the wrong impression. It wasn't really that complicated, all she wanted to do was to put two people in contact again. In fact there were even television programmes that seemed to do nothing but that. "Who told you that I might be able to help you?" Nina asked, looking away from Pamela and across the restaurant to the street outside.
 
 "Is it really that important?" Pamela sighed. It was a question that Nina had asked several times, and each time it had been explained that sources were never revealed. "If it's not that important then why can't you tell me?" Nina asked reasonably. The table next to theirs was cleared, the dark-skinned commis waiter taking his time and enjoying the view of Nina's stockinged thighs. "My work is based on trust," Pamela explained. "If you give me a bit of information I'm not going to go and tell everyone about it. If I tell you where I got your name you'd wonder what I'd tell the next person, wouldn't you?" Nina took a sip of her coffee and made a face. "Yuck, this is cold. Look, would you mind terribly if we went elsewhere?" The waiter seized his chance and rushed forward with more coffee, but Pamela waved him away. "Does this mean you're not going to help me?" she asked, afraid that Nina was walking out on her. Nina laughed, her eyes brimming with amusement. "No, I just wanted to get some air. Would you mind?" Pamela relaxed. "No, of course not," she agreed. She waved to the waiter and indicated that she wanted the bill. For a moment she had been afraid that Nina had decided not to help, but now, noting Nina's pleasant smile, she was certain that everything was going to work. "Would you think me terribly rude if I didn't offer to pay my half?" Nina asked apologetically. "Yes, I'd think terribly of you," Pamela joked. She liked Nina - her personality was open and friendly, and she seemed to view the world with calm bemusement. The bill arrived and was dispatched with a credit card, Nina apologising again for not being able to pay her fair share. It wasn't a problem; Pamela had long since discovered the joys of an expense account, and like her colleagues she used it to smooth life along. On the way out they enjoyed the attentions of the waiters and male customers, who stared at the two attractive young women as they strode through the busy restaurant. "Where next?" Pamela asked, stepping out of the semi-darkness of the restaurant to bright sunlight. "I know where we can get a cup of real coffee." "Somewhere nearby?" Nina smiled, her eyes suddenly meeting Pamela's. "Yes," she said softly, "my place. It's only a few minutes" walk from here." "In that case, lead the way," Pamela agreed happily. They fell into stride, walking arm-in-arm like old friends, their heels striking loudly on the pavement as they walked. One dark-haired and the other fair, Pamela could feel the heads turn as they went by, and secretly enjoyed the attention. Nina, dressed in short skirt and black stockings, Pamela wearing tight black leggings and shiny black ankle-boots. She could sense the subdued feeling of excitement between them, as though they were each wondering about the other. They hadn't been flirting with each other, but somehow Pamela knew that Nina was interested in more than just the task at hand. Perhaps it had been that single fleeting moment of eye contact when Nina had suggested coffee back at her flat - perhaps it had been earlier than that even. "Tell me about Michael Hamilton," Nina suggested, touching Pamela's hand softly.
 
 Pamela sighed. "He's an arrogant creep, to be honest," she admitted. "Talking to people that know him that seems to be a common opinion." "Then why . . .?" "Because I've agreed to pass on a message to Anita Duncan and no more. He thinks that as soon as she hears from him she'll go running back." "And you don't think she will?" "You know her, what do you think?" Nina fell silent, neither accepting nor denying that she knew Anita Duncan. Not that she needed to; it was obvious that she did indeed know who Anita Duncan was, and probably knew where she could be found. But for the moment she preferred silence, and Pamela could only hope that Nina would change her mind. The rest of the short walk from the restaurant to Nina's flat took place in silence, neither of them picking up the conversation where it had ended. The flat was opposite a small park; an oval of greenery enclosed in black wrought-iron railings. Another border, of parked cars, circled the park like a steel moat catching the heat and light of the day. From within the park the cries and shouts of children filled the air, centred on the small play area to one side. "It's just up here," Nina said, pointing at the long block of flats that curved along the road, directly facing the park. The shabby building had seen better days, but there was a certain homeliness to the reddish-brown walls, the large square windows of each apartment and the greying arch above the communal entrances to the different sections of the block. "I've always liked the idea of living next to a park," Pamela remarked, following Nina to the entrance of one section of the building. Most of the doorbells by the entry-phone had names attached, but she noted that Nina's was not among them. "To be honest I don't even notice it," Nina admitted with a smile. "I haven't been here very long." "Have you just moved?" Nina sighed and nodded. She opened the front door and waited for Pamela to enter first. Piles of letters and circulars sat neatly on the floor to one side of the door, next to the rather worn-looking welcome mat. There were doors on either side of the hallway, and then narrow stairs leading up to the other landings. The stair-carpet looked as worn as the welcome mat, the sacking underneath beginning to fight through the threadbare colour. "It's a long walk," Nina warned, another expressive sigh escaping from her pretty red lips. She gestured towards the stairs and waited for Pamela to go first, before following a step behind. "You don't go jogging first thing then?" Pamela asked, talking over her shoulder as she climbed the narrow steps. "Good God, no. That's not me at all. Is that why you fancied living next to a park?" "No, I just like the idea of opening my window and looking down on all that greenery instead of the traffic." She looked over her shoulder and realised that Nina was watching her closely, watching the way she moved, watching the way her backside wiggled as she took each step. Nina looked up and smiled, knowing that she'd been caught looking.
 
 "Nearly there," she said, her smile broadening when Pamela smiled back knowingly. Nina's flat was at the very top of the block; the last flight of stairs leading directly to her door. It was an awkward little spot, and Nina had to press herself close to Pamela to be able to open the door. Pamela felt Nina brush against her, an innocent touch against her backside, and then the door was open. "You'll have to excuse the mess," Nina cautioned, "most of my stuff's still in packing cases I'm afraid." "Don't worry about it," Pamela assured her, "when I moved it took me about six months before the last packing case was empty." "Good, I've only been here for a couple of weeks so I've got an excuse," she said, walking into the front room and kicking off her high heels. "Do you know," she added, "I haven't even opened the window to look out at the park." While Nina moved to open the window Pamela took a good look around the room, still obviously being done up. The walls were freshly-painted but otherwise bare, an alcove in one corner sporting shelves stacked randomly with books and CDs. The furniture was in place, but it looked as though it had still to settle down, and that Nina hadn't decided where everything was going to go. The sashwindow was a struggle to open; it creaked and complained, though Nina complained more, until finally it slipped and opened suddenly. "There, the view that you wanted," Nina announced, leaning out of the window to get a better look. Pamela joined her there, leaning against the sill and looking down at the park below. From high up the park looked much bigger, a long oval stretch of green, bounded on all sides by Victorian detached houses or by pre-war blocks of flats like Nina's. The children's play area was enclosed by a wooden fence, against which young mothers leaned and chatted while their children ran around screaming and playing. In the early morning, Pamela imagined, the park would be a haven of silence, a place to sit back and relax. "Coffee?" Nina suggested. Pamela turned and realised that Nina had been enjoying a different view. While she had been leaning out of the window her backside had been well displayed, the tight lycra clinging to her body, matching every curve and hiding nothing from Nina's excited eyes. "Yes, thanks," Pamela agreed, taking her time straightening up, once more secretly enjoying Nina's attention. "I like your leggings," Nina said, meeting Pamela's smile with one of her own. "You're not wearing anything underneath, are you?" "That's where you're wrong," Pamela replied. She was wearing a skimpy G-string, so tight that it pressed between her thighs and between her bottom cheeks. She knew that it left no visible clue, that from the rear the tight leggings were moulded to her backside as if there were nothing on underneath. "Coffee," Nina remembered and turned to go to the kitchen. "How broad-minded are you, Pamela?" she asked. Pamela followed her into the kitchen, leaving the window open in the other room. "Is that a leading question?" she replied. "It might be," Nina admitted. She fished out a coffee filter from the box by the sink, and then filled the coffee jug with water and poured it into the machine.
 
 "I'm pretty broad-minded I think." "A lot of people think they're broad-minded but they're not," Nina explained cryptically. "When it comes to the crunch some people are so straight it's sick," she continued bitterly. "I'm not like that, not at all." Pamela was beginning to feel lost. The conversation had taken a strange turn and she didn't know why or what for. "Is there something I should know?" she asked softly, treading carefully because she could see that Nina was angry or bitter about something. "It's my bastard of a husband," Nina admitted with a sigh. "I don't want to burden you with all this, I mean I don't even know you . . ." "That's why you had to move," Pamela said, making sense of things at last. "He's the one so straight it's unhealthy." "We had a blazing row and then before I knew it I was out," she said, with an air of finality. Her mood looked to sink even further, but then she looked up and smiled, as though willing herself out of it. "But that's got it's good side too," she said, smiling. "It's bound to have," Pamela agreed readily. "Oh, it has," Nina declared firmly. She reached out to Pamela, standing next to her, and stroked her hand against Pamela's thigh, smoothing her fingers along the warm lycra surface. When Pamela made no move to resist she moved closer, sliding her hand round to the inside of the thigh. "You see," Pamela whispered, "I do have something on underneath." Nina smiled. "Let me look," she said, her fingers pressing up between Pamela's thighs, caressing the slip of material that guarded the entrance to Pamela's sex and which she could feel under the leggings. Pamela smiled. She took Nina's face in her hands and drew her closer. Their mouths touched softly, and then they kissed properly, opening and sharing each other's breath. Nina responded instantly; taking Pamela's face and holding her in place, so that the two of them were locked tight, faces welded together as they kissed each other passionately. "I haven't got anything on," Nina admitted, a short laugh punctuating her confession. She stepped away from Pamela and then unzipped her skirt. It fell to the kitchen floor, a tidy bundle of lime-green material around her ankles. It was true - under her skirt she had not worn any panties; her stockings and suspenders touched bare flesh, her sex utterly naked. "If only I'd known," Pamela giggled, "I'd have made a point of stroking your pussy in the restaurant." "Would you?" Nina asked, a note of disappointment in her voice, as though she had missed out. They kissed again, faces duelling as they explored each other's mouths. Pamela wasted no time; she stroked her fingers through Nina's pubic bush, pressing the pussy lips tightly together and enjoying the heat. "Let's go to bed," Nina said, taking Pamela by the hand and leading her out of the kitchen and directly into the bedroom. The bedroom looked to be the only room in the house that was finished. The walls were freshly papered, units put into place, dressing-table in one corner decorated with bottles and potions. The
 
 window was open and a slight breeze lifted the net curtains and let them down again gently. They kissed once more, and this time Nina's caress was more urgent; her breathing harder and faster. They parted for a moment and Nina clawed at her top, ripping it off hurriedly and exposing the fullness of her breasts to the sunlight that filtered through the curtains. Her nipples were dark-hued cherries against the paleness of her skin, her breasts pert and kissable. She took Pamela's hand and pressed it against her chest, a devilish look in her eyes. "I told you I was broad-minded," Pamela whispered, cupping Nina's breasts in her hands, squeezing gently so that the nipples were crushed against her palm. She could feel Nina's arousal, see it in the other woman's widening eyes and skin that was burning with excitement. She began to kiss her, first on the mouth and then the neck and throat, pulling her closer all the time. They seemed to float down onto the bed - Nina laying on her back and Pamela beside her looking down greedily at Nina's pert breasts which swelled up as she held them, the nipples poking through the gaps in her fingers. Pamela lazily traced her finger over Nina's lips, exploring the contours that she had kissed so passionately only moments earlier. Nina looked up at Pamela imploringly, her hazel eyes full of desire, the flicker of amusement replaced by an unspoken need that Pamela recognised immediately. Sliding her hand down from Nina's mouth, over the soft skin of her throat, down between Nina's breasts. She could feel the fluttering breath escaping between Nina's parted lips. They kissed again, and this time Pamela gently took hold of one of Nina's nipples and held it between thumb and forefinger. She squeezed and pulled gently until she felt the responsive sigh pass from Nina's mouth to her own. Pamela's own excitement was growing; her tight panties were deliciously moist and every breath of pleasure seemed to make them wetter. Her breasts were held tightly in a soft lacy bra that caressed her body as she moved, the nipples brushing lightly against the warmth of the satiny garment. Nina was touching her, rubbing her hand across the smooth lycra leggings, working the inside of the thigh and moving towards Pamela's sex. The dark stockings framed Nina's long legs, the contrast of fine dark mesh and soft creamy flesh making Pamela even more excited. She liked the way the thick dark band at the top was tight against Nina's thighs; the flesh bulging delightfully, the lacy suspenders clipped symmetrically on each stocking. Between the thighs Nina's fine mat of pussy hair outlined the shape of her sex, the pussy lips opening slightly when Nina parted her thighs slightly. Pamela released Nina's nipples and smoothed her hand further down; across the flatness of Nina's belly, over the bulge of her Mons and then down to play through the downy curls of hair. "I'm so wet it's embarrassing," Nina moaned softly, lying back and closing her eyes as a wave of pleasure passed through her. "Good, I like that," Pamela said, sliding her fingers up and down Nina's pussy slit. She could feel the moisture, feel the heat oozing between Nina's thighs. "Why don't you get undressed?" Nina suggested hotly, her body shuddering as Pamela teased her. "Why don't you let me do this?" Pamela responded. She leaned across Nina's body and pressed two fingers directly into Nina's sex, sliding between the tumescent pussy lips and deep into the well of love honey. Effortlessly she moved her fingers in and out, lazily enjoying the syrupy warmth and sticky wetness that poured from Nina's sex. She was making slow circles with her thumb, seeking the swollen nub that would make Nina squirm in ecstasy. "Oh . . ." Nina sighed, sounding a note of pleasurable surprise. She bucked forward, opening herself further, lifting her pussy to Pamela's welcome fingers.
 
 Pamela began to use both hands; the fingers of one hand going deep into Nina, penetrating hard and fast with a fluid motion that was matched by Nina's body. With her other hand she concentrated on Nina's clit, massaging the jewel of flesh, teasing it so that Nina had to clutch at the bed and writhe with pleasure. Nina cried, arched her back, cried again and then relaxed; her body falling back against the bed as the orgasm cracked through her. "Where did you learn to do that?" Nina asked, her body bathed in jewels of perspiration, her breasts tanned red by the orgasm that had taken her. She opened her eyes and saw Pamela beside her, fingers still wet with pussy juice, only now she was licking them clean with evident delight. "Just one of those things you pick up," Pamela replied, smiling joyfully. Her dark eyes were filled with pleasure, wide and sparkling; her face beaming a smile that seemed to fill the room. "Will you get undressed now?" Nina said, hopefully. She propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts falling forward, the firm flesh centred on enticingly dark nipples. Her hair was golden in the sunlight, in disarray over her shoulders; stray strands of it lay across her face, it caught the light and shone like a halo. "Do you do this often?" Nina smiled and watched as Pamela stood up and pulled off her top, exposing the red satin bra that had been hidden by her black top. Her skin was tanned; not just her face and neck, but her breasts and nipples too. "Not often enough," Nina replied, taking a deep, satisfied breath. The ankle boots took a moment to get off, but it gave Nina a better view of Pamela's breasts when she bent over to undo the laces. "Is this why your ex kicked you out?" Pamela asked. Nina took a deep breath and shook her head. "No, not directly. It was something else . . ." She lay back on the bed and covered her face with her arm, blocking out the light. "Can we not talk about this," she said firmly. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pry," Pamela whispered apologetically. Nina opened her eyes and found herself staring up at Pamela's backside, the bottom cheeks nicely rounded and positioned just above her face. The thin white strip of material was pulled tight into Pamela's flesh, cleaving the backside with a tiny line of material flush between the bottom cheeks. The white line between the bottom cheeks became a tiny triangle between the thighs, splaying into the pussy lips which bulged wetly on either side of it. "Oh, you look divine," Nina exclaimed, her excitement returning instantly. She reached up and rubbed Pamela's taut bottom cheeks with the flat of her hand, closely examining the golden tan on her flesh with undivided interest. As Pamela lowered herself Nina reached up and planted a soft kiss between the bottom cheeks, touching her lips to the anal hole that was wedged against the tight band of white lace. "Do that again . . ." Pamela sighed, lowering herself down so that she was squatting directly over Nina's open mouth. The sensations were exquisite and she shivered with pleasure. Her bottom hole was lightly touched, Nina's wet tongue circling round it, teasing with the band of material. It felt delicious; a spasm of electricity seemed to touch her and pulse through her body. Pamela fell forward, grinding herself down lewdly over Nina's face. Her satin-cased breasts were pressed against Nina's belly, while her hands roved up and down Nina's thighs. She felt her panties pulled aside, a breath of air touching the moist inner lips of her sex. Her pussy essence was liquid, ready to pour from her body into Nina's open mouth. She moved forward still, seeking Nina's sex with her mouth. The urgent desire that Nina had
 
 displayed earlier was now matched by her own longing. She buried her face between the other woman's sex, nuzzling against the ticklish pussy hair, breathing the female essence from between Nina's thighs. She sighed hotly; her pussy was being licked, waves of pleasure peaking when Nina's tongue found her hard little clitty. She began to do the same, eating Nina's sex as her own was being sucked. Like a woman possessed she writhed, moaning deliriously, oblivious to everything but pleasure. Her face was smeared with pussy cream that she sucked eagerly from Nina's sex, pressing her tongue deep between the pussy lips to lick deep into Nina's body. Her fingers explored; tracing the line from Nina's sex down to her rear hole, pulling the bottom cheeks apart or else squeezing the voluptuous flesh tightly. In return she felt Nina's fingers on her own body; pulling her pussy lips apart, or else toying with her rear hole. They turned over on the bed, so that they lay side by side, each woman exploring the other's sex with her mouth. Pamela cried her orgasm violently, but Nina continued, making her come again and again. They were locked together, giving each other the ultimate in pleasure until they could do no more. Pamela turned, faced Nina again, and they kissed softly, gratefully. Pamela could taste Nina still, and when their lips met she could taste herself also, the tastes of their sex mingling in her mouth. "Thank you," Nina whispered, kissing Pamela's pussy-soaked fingers gratefully. Pamela walked back into the living room, feeling refreshed and happy after her quick shower. Nina had provided a loose skirt for her to wear, and with the cool breeze blowing through the room it felt right. A drink was waiting for her; a tall glass of coke with ice and lemon, the glass gleaming with rivulets of condensation. The window was still open, though the sing-song cries of the children were no longer to be heard. "Hope this wasn't a bad idea," Nina said, smiling hopefully, her eyes full of questions. She too had changed, the stockings were gone, and in place of the lime-green outfit she was wearing an anklelength skirt and printed cotton top. Pamela took her drink and joined Nina by the window. "Of course it was a good idea," she assured her, hoping that her friendly smile would be all the reassurance Nina would need. "These things can be so awkward afterwards . . ." "I know, but don't worry about it. I enjoyed it, and I hope you enjoyed it too?" "Do you really need to ask?" "No, of course not," Pamela admitted. She leaned forward quickly and touched her lips to Nina's; only for a moment, but enough to say all she wanted. "When I asked how broad-minded you were, it wasn't about this," Nina explained. "Oh?" The sly look of amusement was there again in Nina's eyes, reflected in her face. "It's to do with Anita Duncan," she said, stepping away from the window. Pamela turned to face her. "So you do know her!" she said. "I've met her a couple of times, that's all," Nina admitted cagily. "Where is she? Do you think I can meet her too?" Nina looked at her strangely. "It's not so simple," she said, losing her smile. "In fact I don't even
 
 know how to explain it to you." "Explain what? Start at the beginning," Pamela suggested. Her initial hope that a simple introduction would suffice was obviously not to be fulfilled. "Have you ever met anyone a bit," Nina paused for a moment," a bit kinky?" "Kinky? In what way?" "Whips and chains and things," she explained softly. Pamela thought for a while and then decided that only the truth would do. "No," she admitted, "I don't really know anyone into that sort of thing." "Then it's going to make things very difficult to explain." "Why? All you have to do is let me know where she is and I take it from there. I promise," she assured Nina, "that I'll make sure Michael Hamilton never finds out where she is." "This is nothing to do with Michael Hamilton. He's not even in the picture any more. Anita doesn't belong to him any more." Pamela stopped. That hadn't sounded right, but Nina had chosen her words very carefully. "What does that mean?" she asked coldly. "I'm not saying that she belonged to him before," Nina said. "Only that now she belongs to someone else." "Nina, stop this," Pamela snapped angrily. "How can a woman, how can anyone, belong to someone else? Are you saying that Anita Duncan's got married?" Nina laughed and shook her head. "I knew this would be difficult," she said, as if speaking to herself. "No, she's not married. But she's given her life to someone else. No," she said, "that doesn't sound right either." "This isn't making any sense," Pamela decided, putting her drink down on the windowsill. "Start at the beginning. How did you meet her, and when?" "Not very long ago, at a party. I was there with my husband, though in the end we left separately. Anita was there as well, a permanent guest." A sudden thought horrified Pamela. "You mean she's a prisoner?" she whispered, her eyes widening with fear. Nina laughed curtly. "No, she's there because she wants to be there." "Then what is it for goodness" sake?" Pamela demanded. "She's there as a sex slave." "A sex slave?" Nina's smile was playful, as though she found Pamela's confusion highly amusing. "That's right, a sex slave. She's staying with her Master, whom she adores completely. When she breaks his rules he beats her, and if you think that's crazy I can tell you that I witnessed it with my own eyes."
 
 "But that is crazy," Pamela affirmed earnestly. "No, not for Anita. She's there to be punished, or fucked, or ignored. As I said, she's his sex slave." "Is she sane? I mean, did you speak to her?" "She's sane, in fact she can be quite eloquent about it. And don't make the mistake of criticising her Master; you'll not get on her good side like that." "Who is he?" Pamela asked, appalled by what she had heard. She had been ready for any eventuality, but not something this strange. Already she was wondering what to tell Michael Hamilton, seeking the words to explain away his ex-girlfriend's strange behaviour. "I'm not sure I can tell you that," Nina told her. "And why not?" Pamela demanded angrily. "Because you sound disgusted by what you've just heard. I asked if you were broad-minded, well I'm beginning to doubt that you're as broad-minded as you imagine." "That's not fair," Pamela cried defensively. "I wasn't ready for it, that's all." "Listen, Pamela. Anita Duncan likes to be punished physically, put over her Master's knee and spanked or caned. Do you understand that? Can you even imagine it?" "No, I can't," Pamela admitted, unable to bring herself to lie. No matter how she tried, she simply could not imagine a grown woman voluntarily going over a man's knee to have her bottom smacked. It sounded insane and seedy, the kind of act a normal person would have to be forced into. "Believe me, Anita's happier than most people I know. I'm afraid that if you barge in you'll ruin things for her. I wouldn't want that to happen. Put yourself in her position. If you had something good going, would you want it broken up by people who don't understand?" Pamela breathed deeply. Nina was right of course, but that was no help. She had to get to see Anita, no matter what. "What if I do just that?" she asked, an idea suddenly forming. "What do you mean?" "What if I put myself in that position? What if I try out what you've just described, and allow myself to be punished by a man?" Now it was Nina's turn to look shocked. "You'd really do that?" "If it meant convincing you that I was sincere, then yes, I'd do it straightaway." There was a heavy silence for a while as the two women considered the proposal. Pamela desperately hoped that Nina would agree to it; she preferred not to think any further. She remained to be convinced that Anita Duncan was really all right, and the suspicion began to form that there was more to the story than Nina was willing to admit. In the end it was Nina who broke the silence that had settled over them. "I want time to think about this," she said finally, her voice full of hesitation. "Are you going to tell him, her Master that is, about me? Or are you going to speak to Anita directly?"
 
 "Neither, yet. I just want some time to think this thing through, that's all." "Shall we meet again in a couple of days?" Pamela suggested tentatively. "Would you mind?" There was no other way. "No. I'll call you in a couple of days. In the meantime I'm going to go ahead and see what it's like. I need to understand it, even if I don't like the idea." Nina smiled mischievously. "Careful," she cautioned, "you might find that you like it." Pamela smiled. "Not a chance," she said, confidently.
 
 Six Stuart looked up sharply, his jaw clenched angrily, as Pamela edged guiltily into the room. The curtains had not been drawn, despite the lateness of the hour, and the moon was a half circle of light tinged with silver and pink. He was sitting in the armchair, legs crossed, his body tensed with anger and impatience. "Don't say a word," he told her threateningly. She looked at him and bit her lower lip. She'd never seen him so angry before; he was normally such a placid soul. "I didn't mean it," she whimpered, walking slowly into the centre of the room. Why was he looking at her like that? It had been a genuine mistake, she'd simply forgotten the time . . . Two hours I've been waiting," he stated coldly. "Two bloody hours. Well? What's the excuse?" "I'm sorry, Stuart," she said, pursing her lips, looking down at the ground in a gesture of contrition. "You're always bloody sorry," he complained. "Two hours. Two bloody hours. We've missed it now. The curtain went up half-an-hour ago." "Were they expensive tickets?" she asked, hoping desperately that they weren't. "You think the Opera's cheap? The only thing cheap around here is you," he spat violently. He was agitated, as though the tight confines of the armchair could not contain his rage. She stood in the centre of the room, hands held in front of her, looking at the ground to avoid the anger on his face. He looked so good too, despite the rage and despite his harsh words. "I'm sorry, Stuart," she repeated, in a voice so small it could hardly be heard. "I've heard that before, too many bloody times. This is it, Pamela, I've had enough of this." "It wasn't my fault," she complained. "I met someone and . . ." "And what?" he bellowed. "And what?" She shrank. "Nothing," she whispered. He stood up suddenly, the anger making him look twice as tall and twice as powerful. Before she understood what was happening he had grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her towards him, making her trip and fall against him. "Tonight you've gone too far," he hissed, hot breath touching her face.
 
 "Tonight I'm going to make you really sorry . . ." "No, Stuart, I'm sorry . . ." she whimpered. She tried to regain her balance, but he pulled her back across the room, his hand gripping her tightly under the arm. He was so strong, and in her horror she did not have the will to resist. This was a new Stuart; she had never seen him so angry before, never seen him so in control. "You'll be sorry by the time I've finished," he told her menacingly. He sat back in the armchair and pulled her across his lap, forcing her right over his knees. She was aware that her short skirt barely covered her behind, and that she was precariously balanced and in no position to do anything but comply with his demands. Her heart was pounding, racing the blood through her veins with adrenaline-fuelled excitement. "Stop this!" she cried, but it was a vain request, and even kicking her feet in the air only emphasised her weakness. "Be quiet!" he cried, lifting her skirt. She obeyed instantly. Her bottom was exposed, her panties barely covering her backside. With eyes closed she tried to blank out the horrid images in her mind. She didn't want to imagine herself across his knees, with her skirt over her waist and only her panties to protect her bottom. "Good," he said, evidently satisfied with her sudden silence. "Perhaps you'll remember to be good in future." She twisted back and saw him tuck his fingers under her panties and then ease them slowly down, revealing, inch by inch, her tautly rounded bottom cheeks. She hoped that he would stop, that he had humiliated her enough and would not need to go any further. He raised his hand and brought it down with a vicious slap that made her howl. It hurt! She had not counted on the pain being so intense, the sharp stab of fire becoming a suffuse red heat on her bottom-cheek. He raised his hand and brought it down again, as swiftly and as hard as the first stroke. It landed with a hard smack of sound that turned into her wail of pain. She struggled, kicked her heels and tried to escape the rain of strokes that fell on her naked backside. "Sorry, Pammie," he said suddenly, the anger in his voice dissipated. "Was that too hard? Did it hurt?" She shot him a look that was livid anger. Quickly she eased herself from his lap and pulled on her panties and smoothed down her skirt. "Well?" she demanded angrily. "Did I do okay? It didn't hurt too much did it?" he asked, looking to her for the answers. His face was a picture of confusion, another face altogether from the one he had had on but a moment earlier. "Yes, yes," she snapped. "You did as you were told. Now, thanks and everything but I've got some heavy thinking to do . . ." "You want me to go?" he asked incredulously. "You can see yourself out. I'm sorry, Stuart," she said, feeling sorry for him, "but we had to play this game for a reason. I can't explain why or what for, but you were very good. But now I need some time alone." He stood up, the hurt expressed in his eyes. He didn't understand what she was on about, but it must have felt like rejection. It hadn't even been his idea to play the game, she was the one who had suggested it. "Will you call me later?" he asked.
 
 She kissed him on the mouth, her lips touching his for a fleeting instant and then they parted. "I'm sorry, I'm just feeling a bit strange at the moment," she explained softly. "Humour me for a while. And yes, I'll call you later," she promised. He nodded, still looking doubtful. "If you need to talk . . ." "I know." He smiled. "And if you need to fuck . . ." "I know that too," she said, smiling with him. "I've tried it now, and it's not for me," Pamela explained as she and Nina walked together through the park. Outside, beyond the wrought-iron railings and the parked cars, Nina's apartment block towered above the street. Nina smiled. She could hardly believe that Pamela was being completely honest. "It didn't turn you on at all?" she asked sceptically. "I didn't enjoy it," Pamela asserted slowly. "But I've tried it now, you can't deny that." They continued along the tarmac path that circled the outside of the park, parallel to the road outside. The grass on either side of them was well-tended, cut short and neat and dappled with the occasional clump of buttercups and daisies. If Pamela said she didn't like it then Nina couldn't argue at least she'd tried it. "You know," she admitted casually, "if you'd said that you'd loved it things would have been much easier." "Do you want me to lie?" They subsided into silence again. An elderly woman passed them and smiled, a brittle old lady taking her brittle old dog for a stroll through the only patch of greenery for miles. There were flowerbeds and bushes in neatly arranged geometric patterns throughout the park, though who tended them was a mystery to Nina, who had yet to see a park attendant or gardener around. "His name's Peter Barron," Nina announced. She stopped and looked at Pamela, wondering if the name meant anything to her at all. It didn't, judging by the blank look she received in return. "He's quite wellknown. You know, self-made man, controversial figure, lots of money." "Can't say I've ever heard of him," Pamela replied sourly. "I dare say you James Bond types can find these things out," Nina told her, smiling. Her husband, Anthony, had always been talking about Peter Barron; mostly about how much money Peter had, but perhaps Peter wasn't as rich, or as well-known, as Anthony's jealousy had suggested. "And he's her Master? She's voluntarily given herself to this guy?" "Don't sound so shocked," Nina laughed. "People do all sorts of things these days. If it doesn't affect you then why worry about it?" "Do you think if I approach him he'd let me see her?" The truth was that Nina didn't know. She had absolutely no idea how Peter would react to such an approach. With amusement perhaps. Or else with anger. "Wouldn't it be better for you to go back to Michael Hamilton?" she suggested, hoping to divert Pamela's attention. "Nina, what is it that you're not telling me?" Pamela asked directly.
 
 "I've told you everything. But this Michael Hamilton sounds too good to be true. If he was so in love with this woman why has he waited so long to find her? I'm worried that you'll ruin things for Anita, when the truth is you don't even know anything about him." "Are you sure that you're not hiding something?" Pamela persisted. "Talk to Michael Hamilton first," Nina suggested firmly. "Talk to him, and if you're satisfied that he's genuine come back to me and I'll help you some more." "How will you help me?" Nina sighed. "I'll help to arrange a meeting with Anita." Pamela looked relieved. She smiled and kissed Nina on the lips quickly, not even bothering to see if they'd attract any undue attention. That is a deal," she said. "And now, why don't we go back to your flat again?" "You know," Nina laughed, "I was hoping you'd say that."
 
 * * *
 
 The written report had been brief and to the point. It detailed the state of the investigation and the information confirmed to date, including the news that Anita Duncan was believed to be involved in a longterm sado-masochistic relationship with an unnamed man. The precise language and neutral tone were a deliberate attempt to defuse the situation, though Pamela doubted that anyone could view such news with equanimity. The response was immediate and to the point: Pamela received a message asking her to visit Michael Hamilton immediately, and saying that he had information which would be useful to further the case. It was a summons and not a polite request, but Pamela drove down to Hamilton's office as soon as she received the message in spite of her finer feelings. Michael Hamilton's office was not far from Kensington, on the first floor of a grand Edwardian town house. The heavy oak door, with brass nameplate and engraved letterbox, opened to a smart lobby after Pamela had repeated her name to the entry-phone a couple of times. It was attended by a young receptionist seated behind an imposing black desk, empty save for the single telephone at her side. She smiled a professional smile and rose to show Pamela the way to Mr Hamilton's office. Pamela followed the girl, eyeing her long sleek legs that walked confidently on heels dangerously high and decidedly sexy. She wore a simple business suit of grey jacket and short skirt that looked anything but business-like, especially as her long golden hair cascaded half-way down her back, almost to the firm roundness of her backside. "Mr Hamilton will see you now," she announced airily, stopping at the first door in the building. Pamela suppressed her smile and went straight in, taking a deep breath to prepare herself for the anger she expected. Michael Hamilton was there, behind his desk looking agitated. He glanced at Pamela for a moment, testing her, and then waved her to a chair. "This is crap," he announced, slamming the envelope that had been couriered to him. "How can you know?" Pamela countered, adopting the neutral tone that Anthony Grey would have employed. It was no use getting upset; emotions didn't work in this sort of case.
 
 "Because Anita's not like that. She's not some pervert - she's normal, just like us," he declared. "Who told you this? Who's been lying to you?" "I can't reveal my source, but the trust factor is extremely high. Would you still want to contact Anita if this were confirmed?" He slammed his hand down hard on the desktop, the slap of sound exploding about the office. "It's not fucking true!" he cried angrily. "I know Anita, she's not into this sort of stuff. I can prove it too. That bastard Barron's fucked her mind up, can't you see that?" Pamela tried hard to show no signs of alarm. "If you know about Peter Barron why did you call me in?" she asked calmly. "I only just found out," Hamilton replied, the histrionics subsiding for the moment. "I'm sorry, but you don't expect me to limit my enquiries to you only, do you? Eggs in baskets and all that. There's no probs with that, is there?" Pamela ignored the question. "What else have you discovered?" He leaned back and touched a finger to the telephone. "Amber, send in Mr Scanlon please, there's a love." A second later the young receptionist was at the door again, this time with a second visitor. He nodded curtly to Pamela when he came, and took the seat beside her. "It's all right," Hamilton assured her, "Harry's not part of the competition if that's what you're thinking. He's an investment broker in fact." "You must be the detective," Scanlon said, shaking hands with Pamela. He was around the same age as Michael Hamilton, though in his case his sandy brown hair was streaked with the first signs of silver. "Tell her what you told me," Hamilton urged him. He leaned across the desk; arms folded across his chest, his face fixed on Pamela's to gauge her reaction. "I saw Anita Duncan being beaten with a cane," Scanlon announced, a smile on his face as he said it. "She was held down by Peter Barron's servants, her clothes stripped from her and then she was caned. At the end of it she collapsed and had to be carried away. I've never seen anything like it in my life." "That sounds like a case of assault to me," Hamilton remarked darkly. "Was she willing?" Pamela asked, ignoring Hamilton completely. "Willing?" Scanlon repeated. He shrugged. "She was struggling and screaming, that I can tell you. The pain must have been intense; it marked her skin very vividly." "How many other witnesses were there?" Again Scanlon shrugged. "Six or seven. We were guests at a dinner party and she was the after dinner entertainment." "Was she a guest at the table?" "That's the extraordinary thing," Scanlon said, looking surprised, "she was at the table but her
 
 hands were tied behind her back and she was forbidden to speak." "She's a prisoner there," Hamilton muttered to himself. "Didn't that seem rather odd to you? Didn't anyone bother to help her, to check that she was okay?" Scanlon shrugged again. "Not my look-out, if you don't mind me saying. Besides, Barron's always been a bit of an oddball." "I'm not talking about Barron," Pamela hissed. "How the hell could you all sit there and let a thing like this happen?" "I say, there's no reason to get annoyed," Scanlon whimpered defensively. "I mean, I didn't do it." "You see," Hamilton told her. "Peter Barron's got her prisoner. She's either been drugged or brainwashed or something. I mean, being beaten in public like that, no one would do that, would they?" Pamela nodded her agreement. "This is a case for the police I think," she decided. "You said it yourself, this was definitely a case of assault." "It's not that easy," Hamilton sighed sadly. "Tell her, Harry, who were the other guests?" "Ah, this is where it gets sticky," Scanlon agreed, lowering his voice. "I spent most of the evening chatting to a rather charming man from the police force. Not a local plod you understand; rather he was one of the chaps from the City of London." "You see," Hamilton explained, "it's not so straightforward. That's why you've got to get in there to see for yourself what's going on." "Get in there?" Pamela whispered. "It's no problem," Hamilton assured her. "Harry here tells me there's another one of his parties coming up soon. All you've got to do is get in while the party's on." "Will you do it?" Pamela sighed. She had never even met Anita, but now she felt that she owed her something. If she were being held captive then something had to be done about it, and Pamela just didn't have it in herself to turn away. "Yes," she agreed finally, "I'll try to get in there to find out what's going on." "Good girl," Hamilton said, beaming triumphantly. She looked at him frostily, dropping the veil of impassiveness, but he ignored her. He was a firstclass bastard, she decided, but she was not in it for him any more, she was doing it for Anita. The personalised invitation was scripted in fine italics, using a dense, rich blue ink that scored the goldembossed card. The flowing words were lovingly crafted; every word of the invitation penned in the same delicate hand. Pamela studied it for a moment, running her fingers over the rounded corners, weighing the heavy grade of card in her hand. There were no details on it; Nina's name, the date and an RSVP; no indication of who it was from or what it was an invitation to. "It's in ten days" time," Nina pointed out, taking the card back and putting it in the stiff, white envelope in which it had been hand-delivered.
 
 "Have you accepted?" Pamela asked, knowing full well that Nina had. Nina smiled. "Instantly," she admitted. "Are you allowed a guest? The invitation was to you only." Nina thought for a moment. "It depends on the type of guest," she said, her eyes scanning Pamela coolly. Pamela returned the icy look. It was the first time they had spoken since her meeting with Michael Hamilton, and the atmosphere had cooled noticeably. Pamela felt that Nina had not been altogether truthful, and that she knew much more than she was willing to let on. "What types of guest are there?" she asked. Nina sighed heavily. Her lunch had been cleared away, and now she sat nursing a last glass of Chianti. "The type with personalised invitations and the type that arrive at their heels," she said, lazily rimming the edge of the glass with her finger. "You mean there's people like Peter Barron and people like Anita Duncan," Pamela replied, choosing her example carefully. She was aware of the way Nina was avoiding eye contact, and had been doing so ever since Pamela had repeated the story that she had heard about Anita and Peter Barron. In her heart of hearts she had hoped that Nina would deny the story, cast it down as a malicious rumour created by a spurned boyfriend. Instead she had listened politely, a sly smile on her lips all the while. "Yes, that's it precisely," Nina agreed. "Then there's no need to ask which class you fall into," Pamela mumbled bitchily. "What have you found out about Peter?" Nina asked, ignoring the barbed comment. She was serious again; leaning close against the table, the rings on her fingers glinting as they caught the sun. "It wasn't difficult," Pamela began. "The newspapers were full of the usual stuff. Self-made man, outsider, anti-establishment, successful. He's not the sort of man to win any popularity contests, is he? Lots of articles about him; some of them full of respect for him as a businessman, none of them filled with warmth for him as a person. The stories from people that have worked with him bear this out he doesn't suffer fools gladly, doesn't really care what other people think of him. Very few friends at all from what I can make, despite knowing so many people. Accurate so far?" "As far as it goes," Nina admitted. She knew that he was unpopular; her ex-husband and his friends hated Peter Barron with a passion that knew no bounds. And yet they would have done anything to work with him, because for all his faults he was fair, honest and exceedingly good at whatever he did. "Very little about him in the gossips or tabloids," Pamela continued. "Seems to be a hit with some women, though he doesn't seem to have shown much attachment to any one in particular. No great scandal there, but again there's not much to suggest a great personality." "But you haven't met him!" Nina interrupted, clearly irked by the assessment. Pamela smiled. "Not enough to suggest that a woman would willingly become his personal slave," she added. Nina sighed heavily. "And how would you know that?" she demanded, taking Pamela's hand to force an answer out of her. "I don't," Pamela admitted, "but I'm guessing."
 
 "No you're not," Nina corrected, "what you're doing is projecting your prejudices onto their relationship. Just because you don't like to have your backside spanked it doesn't mean that other women don't!" The restaurant was suddenly silent, and all eyes were fixed on the two young women at the corner table. For an awful moment Pamela was aware of the expectant hush, and the horrified look from some of the people around her. She turned slowly, looking away from the silent audience and back to Nina, who was also painfully aware of the silence. Their eyes met, and then the tension broke. They laughed together, reaching out to hold hands like guilty schoolgirls. "I'm right though, aren't I?" Nina continued, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. "I still need to see her," Pamela insisted. It was no longer enough to listen to stories at second-hand; she needed to see for herself what was going on between Peter and Anita. Tm an arrogant bitch I know," she added. "I know it's none of my business, and that I have no right to get involved but . . ." "You're worried that there's something terrible going on," Nina said, finishing the sentence. "Exactly." "There are two ways then. Firstly you try to break into the house, or perhaps sneak in with the caterers or something," Nina suggested. "Or else you join me; you can be my Anita Duncan." Pamela nodded. "There is a third way," she pointed out. "You can call Peter Barron and arrange an interview for me. That's the honest way, isn't it? And that's one of his watchwords, one of the things that makes him different." The suggestion did not seem to go down too well with Nina. She sipped the last of her wine as she contemplated it. "My way's more James Bond," she murmured," and it'll be a lot more fun." Pamela smiled. The old Nina refused to lie down. Her eyes were alight again with excitement. She was right of course. Her way would have been more interesting, and a lot more fun, probably; but that wasn't the right way to work. "Call him first," Pamela finally decided, "tell him that you're bringing your private slave, but that your slave wants to speak with Anita. Be honest with him, Nina, tell him that I'm not prejudging, and that as a sign of faith I'll be there with you." Nina thought about it for a moment. "On one condition," she said, looking Pamela directly in the eyes. "Which is?" "You let me train you," Nina declared firmly. Pamela laughed. It sounded ridiculous, but Nina was waiting for an answer, and the request was not part of a joke. She nodded her agreement, her own sense of curiosity getting the better of her. "Good. I want you to remove your knickers. Now," she ordered, her eyes fixed hard on Pamela's, her voice firm and unwavering. "You're not serious?" "Now. I want you to take your knickers off and give them to me. Don't disappoint me," she warned. "This is stupid," Pamela muttered, annoyed by the request, but even more annoyed by Nina's
 
 selfsatisfied grin. It was a stupid request, and she felt angry that she should be compelled to play along with the ridiculous game. She glared at Nina for a second and then marched off to the toilet, looking daggers at everyone as she went. She didn't even bother going into the cubicle, but slipped her panties off in a second and quickly straightened her skirt. On the way out she caught sight of herself in the mirror, looking flustered, her eyes darting with confusion. Her skirt suddenly seemed too short, and the slit at the back positively exhibitionist. She strode back to the table, heels angrily smashing on the ground with each step. This time there were no sneaky glances from the waiters; they could read the stony set of her face and were taking no chances. Nina was waiting, eyebrows raised in anticipation, the bemused smile back on her face. "Here, is this what you wanted?" Pamela demanded, retaking her seat and passing her lacy black panties across the table. She crossed her legs and then remembered how short the skirt was; she could feel it tight across her thighs, the hem way too far above the knee. Nina smiled and took the tight bundle. That's a good girl," she responded patronisingly. With a flourish she unfurled the tight bundle and let it hang loosely from her fingers, dangling the panties over the table top. She and Pamela were in the corner of the restaurant but still everyone could see what she was holding, including the waiter who arrived with more coffee. Pamela could hardly bear to watch as he poured the coffee, his attention fixed on Nina as she enjoyed the scent of Pamela's panties, lifting the garment to her face and breathing its perfume. She was smiling at him, her devilish eyes filled with something more than amusement. He seemed unsure whether to dawdle or get away quickly, especially as Pamela studiously avoided his eyes. "Thank you," Nina told him, dropping the panties beside her coffee cup. He almost ran, turning away swiftly as his face coloured red. "You bitch!" Pamela hissed angrily. "Why the hell did you do that?" "Because I wanted to smell your pussy while these were still warm," Nina explained innocently. "That's not what I mean," Pamela protested, her whisper of rage growing louder. She had been embarrassed and she hated the feeling. Her face had flushed as red as the waiter's and it was a feeling too uncomfortable for words. "You're in training," Nina reminded her. "Just imagine that you're Anita - think of the feelings that she enjoys." Pamela sought for an answer but couldn't think of one. "Let's get out of here," she snapped. "You pay, darling, but don't leave a tip for the waiter; he can have these to remember us by," Nina said, prodding her finger at the lacy bundle on the table, spread carelessly by the discarded coffee cup. Pamela walked silently to the counter, willing herself to be calm, summoning up every ounce of poise and decorum. The bill was rung up quickly, the waiter tapping out the numbers with rapid precision. The credit card was ready before he even asked for it, Pamela sliding it along the counter to him. She froze. A hand touched her thigh; two fingers touching her at the hem of her skirt. In slowmotion she turned, looked down at her backside, saw Nina's fingers touching her. It was a slow, deliberately erotic caress; just two fingers pressed firmly against the thigh, moving slowly over cool flesh, first over the hem of the skirt and then under it, lifting the skirt even higher. Pamela looked up. Nina wasn't even looking at her, she was staring out into the street, as though unaware of what she was doing. As she turned back to the counter she became aware of the waiter's eyes, wide with excitement and disbelief. He had seen what was going on, his attention drawn inexorably to Nina's fingers moving higher up Pamela's thigh, and lifting the back of the skirt even
 
 higher. It was the same waiter who had seen her deliver her knickers, and now he was waiting to see that she wore nothing underneath the cotton skirt. "Thank you," Pamela murmured quickly, grabbing her credit card and dashing to the exit, almost pushing Nina over. Out in the street she felt her face burning with shame, her heart pounding explosively in her chest. Her hands were shaking and she felt awful, her belly full of nerves, made worse by the anger that she felt. She took a couple of steps away from the restaurant and then leant against the nearest wall. "Don't look so shocked," Nina instructed, "we haven't finished yet." A deal had been struck, though Pamela wished that it hadn't. Still, she vowed not to let Nina get the better of her, no matter what she tried. "How long does this go on for?" she wanted to know. The slight breeze tugged at her skirt, reminding her of her condition, the air touching her thighs and sex with a whisper of feeling. "Oh, not long," Nina replied airily. "Now, I think it's time we went shopping." "What for? Leathers and a whip?" Nina sighed. "Not on this high street I'm afraid. Shoes first. There's a great little shoe place in the shopping centre. I'm sure we'll find something there." The shopping centre was a five-minute walk away, and they hardly exchanged a word on the way. Pamela was still seething, inwardly furious that she had allowed herself to be flustered and embarrassed by Nina. She had to go through with it though; she could be a stubborn bitch when she needed to be, and the idea of giving up was completely against her nature. A blast of icy air marked the entrance to the shopping precinct - an American style mall complete with atrium and security guards. The place was crowded with lunch time escapees, school children in straggly groups of boys and girls, office workers looking harassed and shoppers wishing they'd not come out during lunch time. Escalators carried the crowds down into the lower levels or up to the upper storeys, creating a mechanical flow of people through the arteries of the building. It was momentarily disorientating coming from the street, and there was a temptation to let yourself go with the flow. "At the back," Nina explained, raising her voice to be heard. Expertly she steered Pamela through the crowd and across the central concourse, passing a large group of bored teenage school kids and their twin escort of security guards. The fountain of blue water sparkled but still looked lifeless, though the lack-lustre display still managed to have attracted a collection of coins, which glinted at the bottom of the water. Nina led the way, along the outside skirt of shops selling clothes, stationery and more clothes. The deeper they went the more the crowds thinned out, and the ramps and escalators were left far behind. At last they stopped by a group of elevators; unattended and without a queue of people waiting. The upbuttons were all flashing red, and through the glass shafts the pulleys and weights of the elevator cars could be seen rising and falling as the lifts rode up and down. "Why do you need shoes?" Pamela asked sullenly. "For when we go to Peter's." The glass doors of the lift opened silently, an electronic voice announcing that this was the ground floor. It was empty, and Pamela went in first, thankful for that small mercy. Nina pressed the button for the top floor and the lift began its smooth ascent, up through the glass shaft that dissected the
 
 building. "These glass lifts are great, aren't they?" Nina said, holding onto the steel rail and peering down at the world falling away below them. "Big deal." Nina giggled. "Oh but it is," she explained, licking her lips. "It's the fact that they're glass - it means you can see everyone, and everyone can see you. Just imagine what they can see of you . . ." Pamela looked down at the anonymous people below her, at the crowds all around. What could they see? The lower portion of the glass was frosted, all they'd see would be a short skirt and a glimpse of thigh. Nina suddenly took her by the shoulders, turned her away from the view and faced her. She smiled and moved slowly into the kiss, bewitching eyes daring Pamela to turn away. Their lips met and they kissed; not as friends but as lovers. Two women sharing the same passion. Pamela couldn't resist. Her arms were around Nina's shoulders, holding her as they kissed. Her desire was too strong, too sensual to be denied. She felt Nina's hands on her waist, and then felt them move lower. The elevator continued on its slow smooth journey; up past the first and second storeys their embrace witnessed by a dozen surprised individuals. Nina's hands were now on Pamela's behind, and she knew what was to follow. Her skirt was lifted slowly, her backside exposed and pressed against the glass wall of the elevator. Still they kissed, faces together and her behind displayed for the world to see. Her face was flooded with colour just as her pussy was flooded with nectar. The lift halted with a jolt and the doors slid open. Nina stepped away, her smile of pleasure beamed directly to the man waiting to get in. Pamela smoothed her skirt down quickly, too afraid to look at him or to glance down at the rest of the world. She followed Nina out of the lift like an obedient puppy, her mind befuddled with desire and shame. "Now," Nina declared grandly, "shoes." The highest storey of the shopping precinct was home to few shops or boutiques, and consequently the place was almost deserted. Nina's shoe shop was empty. The pale young man at the counter brightened visibly when they walked through the door. "My friend is looking for a pair of court shoes," Nina explained, "narrow toes and very high heels." "I've got just the thing," he replied, jumping to attention. His eyes were at Pamela's feet, gazing with a connoisseur's eye as though he could tell the size from sight alone. He disappeared from view for a moment and then returned with a white shoe box, which he offered reverently to Nina. She peered into it, nodded, and gestured for Pamela to look also. "If you'd like to slip these on, madam," he suggested, his attitude hovering between the courteous and the obsequious. Pamela felt the desire flare up again, rising like fire from her belly. He was offering her a pair of black stiletto-heeled shoes, the heels like prize daggers inches too long. He was already on his knees by the foot-stool, looking up at her expectantly, his eyes drawn to her smooth thighs. Her nakedness was going to be revealed; deliberately, provocatively. The idea of it shocked her beyond words, but yet she was filled with excitement and desire at the very thought of it. "Nina," she whispered, "what are you doing to me?"
 
 Seven
 
 Pamela had no idea what to expect, Nina having chosen to be as cagey about the visit to Peter Barron's as the invitation had been. Neither did she elaborate on what she had reported to Peter Barron; all she would say was that he was aware that she would not be arriving alone. The reticence was infuriating, but after the episode in the shopping centre Pamela had been loathe to create too many waves. Even when they had made love, a few days after the so-called training, neither of them had alluded to it, as though it were an aberration they would have preferred not to think about. That was how Pamela saw it, though in her heart of hearts she knew that Nina was just biding her time. Dress was formal, Pamela had been informed, and she packed enough for a couple of days, at Nina's suggestion. Peter's home was a good long drive from London, and Pamela had agreed to drive; though she would have suggested it herself if Nina hadn't mentioned it first. She felt safer going in her own car - if there were any unpleasantness then she wanted to be able to leave at once, and not have to wait for Nina or depend on anyone else. It wasn't that she expected anything unpleasant to happen, but experience had taught her to be cautious in these matters. The long drive necessitated jeans and sandals. There was no way Pamela wanted to drive for an hour in a pretty little cocktail dress that would look like a sack at the end of it. Nina had dressed the same way, though somehow she seemed to look better dressed than Pamela, even though they wore nearly identical clothes. Perhaps it's because she knows what to expect Pamela thought, sneaking a glance at her passenger, dozing peacefully as they sped up the motorway. Her head was tilted to one side, exposing the smooth white flesh of her neck, her lips partially open and showing even white teeth. The sky threatened rain; banks of grey cloud scudding across the horizon, the grey tinged with gold where it hid the sun. And then it cleared suddenly, dissolving into nothing and leaving the sky pale and blue and streaked with sunlight. The car heaved slightly in the strong breeze that funnelled along the motorway, so that it was too cold and buffety to leave the sun-roof and windows open, and too hot to have them all closed. It made things uncomfortable, but the indecisive weather seemed to match Pamela's feelings. Not for the first time she felt misgivings about her appointed task, the dislike she felt for Michael Hamilton coalescing into resentment and anger. Then just as suddenly, she felt the anger directed at Peter Barron, imagining his cold arrogant demeanour as he played his sadistic games with Anita, a pliant victim in his hands. "Are we nearly there yet?" Nina murmured, opening her eyes and peering at the scenery that whizzed past them. "Next exit," Pamela said, her voice betraying nothing of the turmoil she felt. For a moment the anger was a ball of emotion that threatened to explode, and its target would have been Nina. Why did she insist on playing such stupid, childish games? Why couldn't she help, why couldn't she tell Pamela everything that she knew? Why, why, why? "I could do with a shower," Nina remarked. "With you," she added after a moment, turning in her seat to look more closely at Pamela. "Is that supposed to make me feel better?" Nina shrugged. "What's wrong? Feeling nervous?" "No, of course not," Pamela snapped, too defensively for it to be anything but a lie. "Don't be, darling," Nina whispered, leaning forward to plant a soft, wet kiss at the top of Pamela's arm. "I'll be with you. I'll look after you, don't worry." "Look, I'm not worried."
 
 Nina smiled. She kissed Pamela again, at the top of the arm, her lips resting on the warm flesh while her fingers began to caress the inside of Pamela's thigh, running up and down the smooth worn denim material. When Pamela made no response she moved further, her hand sliding under the loose cotton top to rest on Pamela's stomach. "What do you think you'll find? Do you really think that a man like Peter Barron would keep someone prisoner?" "I don't know what I'll find," Pamela replied, keeping her eyes fixed on the road ahead. The sign for the exit road flashed past. Cars veered into the middle lane as they neared the narrow slip road. Nina merely smiled at Pamela's suspicions. She let her hand cup Pamela's breasts for a moment, naked under the top, her fingers brushing against the quiescent nipples. "You'll like Peter Barron," Nina assured her confidently. "We're nearly there. Take the third exit on the roundabout and just follow the road." "What does he know about me?" Pamela asked, steering the car off the roundabout. The flow of traffic had lessened, and the long, winding road ahead seemed deserted. Overhead the sun was nearing the horizon, visible now through the tops of the trees that lined both sides of the road. Beyond the trees lay open fields and the occasional farmhouse and buildings, stretching far off to the distance. "He knows that you're going to be with me," Nina began. "He knows what you want to do, and who you're working for." "Does he know anything else?" "Such as?" "Anything?" Pamela replied evasively. "He knows that we've played a few sub-dom games, if that's what you mean," Nina revealed, smiling proudly. Pamela said nothing, though her heart beat like a drum in her chest. She had wondered if Nina had told him about the training, and now she regretted ever agreeing to it. Because of it he would imagine that she was a willing participant in the kind of warped theatricals that he obviously enjoyed. Still, if it helped her to meet Anita Duncan then it was a small price to pay. The house was silhouetted against the blue sky, a massive country house that had always epitomised money. Times had moved on; the landed gentry were now ancient history, or else ensconced in the citadels of money in the City, and a newcomer like Peter Barron had bought the history lock, stock and barrel. Whatever the history or the politics, the house looked impressive - from the landscaped gardens in which it sat, to the austerity of the Georgian architecture of the building itself. There were places to park the car at the side of the house, though there were a few other vehicles there already. From the side of the house the full extent of the landscaped grounds became clear; the lawns extending down to terraces, flower gardens, glass houses and even a fountain sparkling in the late afternoon light. The house was enclosed on all sides by a high wall; in places a wall of lush greenery that merged with the gardens. "Don't look so worried," Nina counselled, her voice losing its edge of cynicism for once. "You'll like it here, Pammie, if only you'd let yourself." Pamela forced a smile. Together they trudged across the gravel path towards the entrance, the shadow of the house swallowing them up. Up close the atmosphere seemed even more forbidding, the stately grandeur of the house and the breeze sweeping down from the surrounding flat farmlands
 
 combining to take the heat out of the day. Their thin summer tops seemed too informal, and Pamela secretly wished that she'd worn something less casual. A servant held the door open, an icy Latin American, her dark hair and skin lacking any warmth and her eyes yielding no signs of recognition. She regarded Pamela and Nina impassively, a curt nod her only greeting. "Your room is prepared, madam," she announced, addressing Nina. "Thank you, Alexandra," Nina replied with a smile. "As always Mr Barron is most hospitable." Alexandra led the way through the lobby and towards the staircase which curved upwards to the first floor, the landing extending the length of the house. Pamela followed behind Nina, trying to note everything about the house and its layout. The place was like a museum, decked with the history of the family that had built the house on land that had been theirs for countless generations. It seemed strange to have to live surrounded by other people's history, but then most people had agreed that Peter Barron was a strange man. "It's a bit creepy, isn't it?" Nina whispered, pointing to the stern-faced English aristocrats who stared down at them from stiff, formal portraits lining the walls of the corridor. "I wonder what they think of the new master," Pamela replied softly. Their room was large but cluttered, the furniture and objets of half a dozen eras sharing the same space in an uncomfortable accumulation that was anything but restful. Whatever else Peter Barron had done, thought Pamela, he hadn't disturbed the fittings too much. Alexandra had left as soon as she had shown them the room, all the time addressing her attention to Nina; not that it bothered Pamela too much. The bed was hard and unyielding when Pamela flopped down. If anyone had asked her, she would have said that sharing a room so openly with another woman would have made her feel selfconscious, but it didn't. Alexandra had scarcely batted an eyelid, and the whole thing had been handled so naturally that it was only when they were alone that Pamela realised that it was assumed she and Nina were lovers. Only Nina could have supplied that information, another spicy detail that she had mentioned to Peter. It bothered Pamela less than the fact that they had played sub-dom games, as Nina had called them. "You look like you're going to fall asleep," Nina remarked, disturbing Pamela's train of thought. "It's the drive, it's taken a lot out of me." Nina had been at the window, peering out at the grounds below. She turned and smiled and then casually began to unbutton her flimsy blouse. Pamela watched, propped up on the bed on one elbow. Nina's fingers were long and elegant; her manicured nails painted a devilish scarlet that contrasted with her virginally white cotton top. With seductive insouciance she unbuttoned her top slowly, revealing more and more of her pale flesh, her bust contoured by a strapless bra which cupped and lifted her breasts. She stopped at the last button, letting the blouse billow open at the top. Her smile was an invitation to forget everything else. Pamela could play at that game too. She sat up and pulled her top over her head, shaking the tiredness from her mind and letting her hair free. Her chest was bare; the sunlight falling across her body causing a dark shadow cleavage that accentuated the valley between her breasts. The tiredness was seeping away, sucked from her system by Nina's inviting smile and the look of desire in her eyes. "Enter," Nina responded without hesitation to the knock at the door.
 
 The door opened and Peter Barron strode in, a welcoming smile on his face. Pamela hardly had time to react before she realised that he was there, standing just inside the room, staring openly at her naked breasts and her nipples, which were slowly becoming erect. For a moment their eyes met, and then she remembered and instinctively covered her breasts with her hands. She would not allow him the pleasure of her embarrassment; he had invaded her space and she felt anger more than anything else. "Peter!" Nina cried, and leapt across the room to kiss him on the lips. "How lovely to see you," he said, returning her kiss. Her top was still open, and coquettishly she rubbed her cleavage against him, her nipples brushing the very edges of her bra. His arm was around her waist, holding her comfortably, confidently. "Peter, this is Pamela," Nina said, swivelling round in his grasp to present Pamela, who was sitting on the edge of the bed, crushing her breasts with her hands and hiding herself from his gaze. "Ah yes," he grinned, "you're the one sent to rescue Anita from my clutches." "That's right," Pamela replied stiffly. "Will I be allowed to meet her?" "Of course, of course. Though she doesn't know about the reason for your surprise visit yet." "Does she know that I'm here?" Nina asked. Peter swept a hand through his thick, greying hair. "That I did tell her," he revealed, "and she was most apprehensive when I told her that Nina was bringing a new friend along for the weekend." "Good," Nina giggled happily. She disengaged herself from Peter's arms and walked across to the bed. "When will I be allowed to meet her?" Pamela asked, her eyes stone-cold and meeting his head on. She felt nothing for Peter, and could not understand why Nina seemed so excited by his presence. There was nothing special about him, no sign of the raw animal magnetism that she had halfexpected. "Do you like to play games, Pamela?" he asked. "It depends." "Allow me this game," he requested, eyes sparkling with barely suppressed excitement. "Let me be the one to decide when you can talk to her about your errand of mercy. I'd like you to meet her on my terms first, so you can see her as she is, before she knows why you're here. Would you grant me that?" "You can't deny him that," Nina interjected when Pamela made no reply. "If that's what you want," Pamela agreed finally. "As long as I can spend some time with her alone then I'll leave it for you to decide when to break the news." He nodded, satisfied. "Thank you," he said, "now I'll leave you to get dressed for dinner." He left as suddenly as he had arrived, closing the door after him. Pamela relaxed and uncovered her breasts once more. "Well, what do you think? Nina asked, sitting beside her on the bed.
 
 "I think he's an arrogant bastard." Nina grinned. "Yes," she said, "but do you like him?" Peter was talking with Nina and her friend, an attractive woman with tanned skin and dark eyes full of nerves. Her name was Pamela and it was her first time at one of Peter's dinner parties. Anita had gleaned that much from the brief introduction. Pamela's eyes had met her own, and there had been questions there; her gaze had been searching, nervous. Anita had turned away, disturbed by the intense scrutiny and not a little afraid of what it might lead to. She had already been punished by Nina - did her friend also want to punish her? Or perhaps Pamela had also suffered at Nina's capricious hand? Whatever the story between the two women, they were doing a good job of monopolising Peter's attention. He was in high spirits. His good humour seemed to have infected Nina, and Pamela too had begun to join in. Apart from Pamela and Nina, there were few other guests for dinner: Simon Davenport, an old colleague from the City, and his wife Carmen and their friend Allison; and finally Sebastian Prentice, whom Anita had met previously on a number of occasions. Sebastian was taking a drink by the bay windows, quietly watching the sky darken as the evening wore on. He and Peter had known each other for a long time, but they were not close; there was a distance between them that could not be bridged. But that was Peter. Nobody could get close to him, nobody could pierce the shell to see what it was that beat inside his heart. It was the Davenport group that Anita was most wary of. She glanced towards them, saw them huddled in a corner, chatting quietly. They were tense; she could see the nervousness on their faces as they struggled to maintain an air of normality. Simon and his wife Carmen had arrived alone, invited up for the weekend by Peter. There had been lots of smiles and effusive greetings when they had arrived, and Anita had been introduced to them as a fellow guest. Simon had accepted the statement as fact, but Carmen had smiled knowingly, as though she knew who, and what, Anita really was. Less than an hour after they arrived, Allison had turned up, also an invited guest for the weekend. Whilst Carmen had greeted her with hugs and kisses, Simon's face had dropped with a look of horror mingled with shock. Anita had struggled to keep up with the dynamics of the group; the concealed glances, the questions whispered and unanswered. In the centre of it all, holding court, had been Peter; the architect of the situation. His smile had been at once devious and excited as the tension coiled like a snake around them. Simon and Allison were old friends. They had grown up as neighbours and their relationship predated his marriage to Carmen. After the marriage Carmen and Allison had become great friends, so much so that some people were under the impression that they were sisters. Anita could understand that; the two women seemed quite at ease with each other - exchanging complicitous smiles with instinctive ease - much more like sisters than friends. They had both acted with surprise when Allison arrived, though it was hard to tell if that were genuine or not. "Simon looks a little put out, don't you think?" Sebastian commented, joining Anita. She turned to him, startled by his silent approach. He wore black, as always, which matched his general demeanour. Even his smiles seemed to be edged with darkness. "Do you know him?" she asked, her eyes flicking a glance at Peter and the two women before returning to Simon and his group. "I've met him a couple of times socially," Sebastian admitted. "I've never met this other woman though, Allison. Do you know them?" "I've not met any of them before," Anita whispered.
 
 Sebastian smiled. "Except Nina," he corrected slyly. Anita's face coloured; the red flash of shame touching her skin instantly. Her heart skipped a beat as she avoided the look in Sebastian's eyes. He knew, of course he did. And the others, she wondered, did they know? Peter looked across at that instant. He saw the redness of her face and understood; he knew exactly what was happening. He indicated that she should join him, a curt nod that she understood at once. "Excuse me, Sebastian," she whispered. She took a deep breath and walked towards Peter and the others, absently checking her long dress, smoothing a hand down her belly. Pamela was wearing a pretty little black dress, very tight and low cut, showing off the golden tan that covered her body. Nina was dressed similarly, her dress slightly shorter though just as sexy. Peter had his arm curved around Nina's back, his hand resting on her waist. It was an easy touch, friendly without being possessive. Anita did her best not to be jealous, though she envied Nina for being so close to Peter. "Nina has some news for you," he informed her as she drew closer. "It's about Tony," Nina said. "I thought you knew. We've split up." "No, I didn't know," Anita told her softly. She didn't know whether to congratulate Nina or not, though she was certainly glad that he had not been invited for the weekend too. "Did you know Nina's husband?" Pamela asked, looking suspiciously at Nina and Peter. "I met him, once," Anita said softly. Again she was aware that Pamela was unsettled; that she felt disturbed in some sense which Anita could not read. "I think we're just about ready for dinner," Peter announced, breaking the momentary tension in the air. Anita turned and saw the look in Simon Davenport's eyes: it was fear, nothing else could describe the panic expressed on his face. The static was almost tangible, the air heavy with excitement and disquiet. There were currents at work which Anita could not discern. All around her there were secrets and plans which were hidden from her. She felt sorry for Simon. He too felt lost. He too felt a nameless anticipation, as though he instinctively understood that he had been caught in a trap. The feeling of being trapped did not disappear during the meal. The fine wine and good food seemed to loosen things up for some people, and the conversation was fast-paced and frequently very funny. Peter excelled on such occasions. And he liked to pit wits with his guests, his sharp tongue driving home with well-aimed barbs. Not that it was vicious or spiteful, and he laughed as much as anyone when people got back at him. Anita was drawn to him on such occasions; taking pleasure in just being beside him, excited always by the sparkle of his eyes and by the force of his personality. She wasn't the only one; she could see that the other women were attracted to him too, especially when he was being reckless. Yet for all of that Anita said little, and for most of the meal she preferred to study her food rather than to engage in conversation. Every time she had said something she was aware that Pamela and Nina were staring at her. Pamela in particular was always looking, staring at her as though there were something wrong. It frightened Anita a little. She didn't like the close attention; it unnerved her deeply. She also noticed that Peter was observing what was happening, as though he were studying the relationship between Pamela and herself. She had noticed that look before. She knew that it fuelled his deviously sexual imagination, that he would be weighing up the possibilities of some perverse game between the two women. It had happened before, but Anita could feel that Pamela wasn't the type, she
 
 was too tense, too uptight for her attention to be in any way sexual. "The oddest thing of all," Allison was saying, "is that as soon as Carmen and I met it was as though we had known each other all our lives. That happens, sometimes; one finds that certain lives are lived in parallel and only become complete when they merge." "Isn't that what marriage is all about?" Simon asked sourly, daring to voice his growing irritation. Anita noticed it at once, the sudden lowering of the temperature around the table. They were silent for a split second, while Simon's protest registered, and then they all turned to Carmen. "How absolutely right, darling," she agreed readily. "If it hadn't been for our marriage I would never have met Allison." Allison beamed. She turned to Carmen, who was sitting beside her, and kissed her softly on the mouth. It was a soft, passionate, very sexual kiss; their eyes melting into each other as they touched their lips together. Simon looked stunned, the colour draining from his face as his wife and her female lover caressed so openly. "Do you know," Nina announced from the other end of the table, "that's so sweet. And so sexy too," she added. She stood up suddenly and walked around the table to Pamela, watched by everyone else. Pamela looked up at her, wondering how to react. There was no time. In moments Nina had touched her, smoothed her fingers down Pamela's gorgeous breasts and was kissing her hotly on the mouth. "Do you object to all this, Simon?" Peter asked. Pamela and Nina were kissing at one end of the table and Allison and Carmen at the other. Four fashionable young women making love at their host's dinner table. Alexandra was standing in the corner, watching everything in mute silence, her eyes showing not a flicker of emotion. Sebastian was smiling, leaning back in his seat and enjoying the display and Simon's obvious discomfort. Anita could hardly tear her eyes away from Carmen and Allison, who seemed too wrapped up in themselves to even notice Simon's displeasure. "You planned this," Simon muttered, his eyes fixed on Peter. "Do I take it then that you object?" Peter responded mildly. "Stop it, Simon," Carmen snapped. "Why the hell should I stop it?" Simon responded, pouring himself a drink. "Because you know what I'll do if you don't behave," Carmen warned him, casting a sly smile towards Peter. Simon fell silent, his face changing from deathly white to bright red. He lowered his eyes, too afraid to make any verbal response, the shame silencing him completely. "What will happen to him if he doesn't behave?" Nina asked, a wicked grin on her face. As she pulled away from Pamela, Anita saw the look of desire in her face; and also the disorientation as she struggled to make sense of what was going on. "He'll be punished," Allison whispered. "Please, Allie, don't say any more . . ." Simon pleaded. "Why not, Simon? Don't you know where we are? It was fine when you thought that it would be the two of us," Carmen told him sternly. "It was fine when you thought we'd get a glimpse of Anita
 
 being spanked by Peter. Why isn't it fine now?" "I'd like to see him being punished," Allison admitted. "Would you do it for me, Carmen?" "He has been very unfriendly towards Allison," Sebastian pointed out. "That's true," Allison agreed. "You'd think I was a complete stranger the way he reacted when he saw me." "It isn't like that, Allie," he whimpered. "Enough of that!" Carmen snapped, raising her voice to silence him. He cowered, lowering his head guiltily. "Has the library been prepared?" Peter asked, looking to Alexandra for an answer. "The equipment has been installed, sir," she reported promptly. "Then may I suggest we adjourn there for coffee and liqueurs," he announced. He stood up and was joined by Nina, who took his arm and kissed him lightly on the cheek. Anita swallowed her own fears and misgivings. For a moment she had feared the worst, that she was to be the object of punishment, but now it all made sense. The huddled comments from the Davenport women, their secret smiles and his obvious anxiety. It had been planned in detail, by Carmen, Allison and Peter, and Simon Davenport had instinctively known that he was to be their victim. From the moment that Allison had arrived so unexpectedly, he had dreaded the inevitable conclusion. His secret had been revealed, and now all the assembled guests were to be given a practical demonstration. The equipment referred to consisted of a simple wooden box with a sliding top and steel chains on the outside. It had been positioned in the centre of the room, and the armchairs and Ottomans ringed around it. Sebastian was the first there, cognac in hand, eager to enjoy the exhibition. The others arrived moments later, Nina still hanging on to Peter, while Pamela followed them, looking lost and thoroughly confused. "Undress," Carmen ordered, snapping her fingers to wake Simon from his sick daze. He obeyed, turning away from everyone as he began to slip off his clothes. His face was still tinged red with shame, but his eyes had that look of acquiescence that marked the true slave. He could not refuse, no matter how humiliating or debasing the order. Anita stood in the corner of the room, behind one of the big armchairs, hypnotised by the display. She had never witnessed someone else's ritual punishment, and now she saw what others enjoyed about such a display. Pamela took the seat closest to Anita. She too seemed hypnotised by what was happening, mesmerised by Simon's complete obedience and by the erotic power emanating from Carmen. For the first time that day, Pamela seemed more interested in what was happening than in Anita. Allison had disappeared to her room for a moment. By the time she returned Simon was completely naked. His body was well-toned, muscular even, with long, thick thighs and a firm behind. Allison returned holding two short, heavy riding crops, tipped with bands of leather at the top. She swished each one through the air, letting Carmen choose which she wanted. Carmen took the first one, weighing it in her hand before taking a few practise swipes herself. "Alexandra, if you please," Carmen ordered, pointing with the crop to the box on the floor. Alexandra knelt down and pulled open the sliding top, the chains rattling as the stiff wooden slot
 
 moved jerkily. Simon stepped towards her; head bowed, hands crossed modestly in front of his genitals. He stepped into the box, allowing Alexandra to position his feet precisely. When he was in place the top of the box was closed, slotting back into place; the two holes fitting snugly around his ankles. His feet were locked into place, there was no way he could pull free or step away. Alexandra took first one hand and then the next and cuffed them to the sides of the box, leather bands connecting to the steel chains to lock him into place. Anita was fascinated. He was bent over; hands and feet bound into place, the simple wooden, box capturing him securely. His legs were bent slightly at the knee, his backside forced outwards, his back parallel to the ground and his head facing the ground. His muscles were tensed, his thighs quivering as he tried to accustom himself to the locked position. She could see the heavy sac between his thighs, and his semierect penis hanging loose - even the dark crevice between his buttocks was slightly parted. It was a position guaranteed to shame and expose, and his face wore the look of shame that she had known so well. Carmen was wearing an elegant off-the-shoulder dress; black velvet to flatter her tanned skin, with gold studs along the plunging neckline. With her hair up, her pendant necklace and her glittering earrings and scarlet lip gloss, she looked like the perfect lady out for the evening. The riding crop which she held seemed strangely apposite; like the latest fashion accessory which matched her outfit. She turned and smiled to her audience, her sensual lips wet and glossy. Allison joined her, taking her place directly behind Simon's prostrated form. She too was dressed for the evening, her short polo-neck dress clinging to her slim figure, her nipples bulging against the tight fitting fabric. She exchanged a hot, searing kiss with Carmen and then they turned to Simon. "In the future, dear," Carmen told her prostrated husband, "perhaps you'll behave in a more gentlemanly fashion." He had no time to reply. The first swish of the crop whistled down and landed across the twin globes of his backside. He winced, gulped down the cry of pain that gurgled up from the depths of his soul. The red stripe appeared like magic across his white flesh. Another whistle of the crop, and Allison brought down her first stroke, crossing the stripe left by Carmen. Anita held her breath, imagining the agonies of pain that tore through his body. Stroke after stroke fell across his bent form, slicing white heat through his body. Each slash of the crop made him jump or wince or cry out. He could not escape; he knew that but instinctively he struggled, turning this way and that to escape the cruel punishment inflicted by the imperious women behind him. Soon his flesh was marked red; from his calves, over his thighs, across the backside, over his back and arms. It was almost choreographed; the two women working in unison to chastise him. Sometimes the strokes fell quickly, a mad rain of punishment that made him cry out wordlessly - other times the strokes were long and drawn out, making him tense for minute after minute while the two women caressed or kissed before turning their attention back to him. While he was being punished Pamela watched in wide-eyed silence, her eyes never once straying from Simon and his cruel chastisers. Anita wondered what she was thinking, whether she was excited or repelled by what she saw. Peter was enjoying himself. Nina was sitting on the arm of his chair, and together they swapped comments and remarks, judging the punishment according to their own standards. Sebastian too was riveted to the display, enjoying it with the appreciative eye of the true connoisseur. "Don't make a mess," Carmen suddenly warned, lashing out hard with the edge of the crop. Her remark drew attention to Simon's erection, his hard prick poking through the dense bush of pubic hair. Despite the severity of his punishment he was sexually aroused, the pain doing nothing to diminish his excitement.
 
 "Anita!" Peter commanded, startling her. "On your knees, girl. I don't want him to soil the place." Anita's heart pounded. For once she had hoped that she would be forgotten, that she could enjoy the pleasures of watching just like everybody else. It was a vain hope. Peter had not forgotten her, and the thought filled her with both melancholy pleasure and absolute horror. With shaking hands and unsteady breath, she knelt down and crawled forward from her corner. All eyes were upon her, staring at her with sick fascination as she emerged into the centre of the room. Pamela was staring, her eyes open wide with amazement; she was mouthing something, whispering urgently. Anita closed her eyes. She had no time to listen, no inclination to do anything but obey her Master. Allison and Carmen had stopped; they were waiting for her to pass between them. "Hurry up!" Allison urged, and used the crop on Anita, bringing it down swiftly on Anita's exposed thigh. Anita moved quickly, afraid that the hint of fire on her thigh would presage a conflagration of pain if she did not perform well. She could smell Simon's body, breathe the sweat that poured from it, and the musky odour between his thighs. She inched forward, her face brushing against the fuzzy hair that covered his thighs. His flesh was warm, and she could feel the twitching of his muscles as the women began to beat out the cadence of his punishment once more. His prick twitched and throbbed as he moved, the arrowhead dripping with fluid that seeped from the tiny little mouth at the tip of the glans. He moaned loudly and she panicked, afraid that he would shoot creamy jism all over the floor. She opened her mouth and closed her lips around his cock, circling her tongue around the glans to sweep off the sticky fluid. He moaned again and jerked forward, driven by the strokes of the crop and by the movements of her tongue. She held him in her mouth, sucking greedily as she felt him reach a peak, tense his body and then yield to the ecstasy of release. He filled her mouth, his cock expanding slightly as he climaxed, emptying shots of jism across her tongue. She sucked and sucked, afraid to stop, gulping down his come greedily. Her pussy oozed juices, the throbbing of her clit unanswered as she held onto Simon. Her desire was unquenched, but still she felt pleasure and pride. The beating had stopped. There was silence. Anita sat back on hands and knees. She looked up and saw the tears streaming down Simon's face. His eyes were closed, trying to hold back the emotion that tore through: pleasure, pain, guilt, liberation - Anita had experienced them all at moments of ecstasy. Behind Simon stood Carmen and Allison, in each other's arms, kissing beautifully, their bodies rubbing close, fired by the shared excitement and stimulation of domination. Beside them stood Sebastian, quietly rubbing his hands over Simon's punished form, hands moulded to the bottom cheeks marked with deep red tracks that still smarted. Peter stood up and motioned for Anita to crawl forward. Nina had taken Pamela by the hand and was leading her out of the room, dragging her away from the vision that had so fascinated her. They were going to make love. Nina's eyes blazed with desire, a desire so urgent and physical that she could not wait for the party to disperse. Anita breathed deeply. Her mouth was tinged with Simon's acrid come, the taste of his maleness so very strong on her tongue. Had she done well? Peter was waiting, his eyes filled with the same urgent desire that had filled Nina's eyes. The mood was electric, intensely erotic. "Sebastian," Peter ordered. "Anita has been inattentive; her lips are still wet with Simon's spunk. You may use the crop on her," he said, beginning to unbutton his trousers. "This time," he warned her, "I want you to do better. When I come you'll take it all, and leave nothing on your pretty little lips." Anita nodded. Behind her she heard footsteps, and the swish of the riding crop tapped against Sebastian's thigh. Very slowly she reached round and began to lift the back of her dress.
 
 Eight Nina was out of her clothes before the door to the bedroom had even been closed. She stood in the centre of the room; arms outstretched, her jutting breasts tipped with nipples tightly erect, her panties pulled deep between her pussy lips. Pamela looked at her breathlessly - as turned-on as Nina was, excited beyond endurance by what they had witnessed. There were questions in the back of Pamela's mind, but she didn't want to think about what she'd seen, she didn't want to analyse and discuss. Her veins pulsated with arousal, her heart pumping hard as she gazed lustily at Nina's nakedness. Pamela unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Her stockings she undipped and pulled off quickly, carelessly. Her panties were soaked, the wet heat raw and uninhibited. In seconds she was completely naked and in Nina's welcoming arms. They ate each other, mouthing hungrily as their hands explored deliriously. Nina pulled Pamela to the floor, pushed her down flat on the rough carpet and mounted her, sitting astride and pushing her wetness over Pamela's belly. "You . . ." Pamela whispered but her words were sucked from her mouth by Nina's hot, searching tongue. She smoothed her hands over Nina's thighs, revelling in the sensual delight of feeling another woman's smooth flesh. Her nipples were being pinched, pulled hard so that they throbbed painfully, sending spasms of sensation directly to the bud that pulsed like a heart between her thighs. She opened her thighs, her clit unhooded and aching for caresses. They rolled over, duelling, wrestling on the floor, as breasts rubbed breasts and thighs brushed against wet sex. Nina brought up her thigh hard between Pamela's legs, smearing Pamela's juices over her skin, making Pamela squirm ecstatically. She reached round and stroked her fingers under Pamela's rounded bottom cheeks, seeking out the other orifice which was wet where her pussy juices had run like lava. Pamela groaned; half in pleasure and half out of her mind as her rear hole was pierced, Nina's finger sliding into the warm tightness. She moaned but each time she opened her mouth her breath was stolen by Nina. The sensations were piled one on the other: the thigh brushing roughly against her sex, touching her aching clit, the finger smoothing in and out of her arsehole. She screamed her climax, digging her nails into the smooth flesh of Nina's back. Opening her eyes was heaven. Pamela looked up into the raw heat of Nina's pussy, the lips bulging, open, sensitive and dappled with dewdrops of love n'ectar. She took Nina's thighs and forced them down, making Nina squat low, opening herself further so that even her rear hole was flexed tight. Pamela reached up and licked, her wet tongue traversing every millimetre of the valley between Nina's thighs, from the puckered anal hole to the furrowed lips of her sex. Pamela tasted it all, enjoying the varying tastes and textures of the female body. She flicked her tongue over the anal hole and then pressed her face hard over the sex. She kissed Nina's sex long and hard, forcing her tongue deep into the well, sucking the moisture that sprang from Nina's body. With her fingers she massaged Nina's clit, making her dance and squirm over Pamela's tongue. Nina fell forward, crushing her hard nipples against Pamela's belly, and then buried her face in Pamela's pussy. It was their favourite position; each able to eat the other's sex, driving the other mad with pleasure and experiencing it in return. Nina climaxed suddenly, clenching her body tight as the waves of pleasure in her sex exploded throughout her body. It surged like a tidal wave from her pussy through her body, making her nipples tingle and her skin electric. When Nina crawled towards the bed, on hands and knees, Pamela crawled after her. She caught her and pulled her back, her lips seeking Nina's breasts, eager to suck on the hard nipples that she adored so much. "No, it's time for something else, now," Nina whispered, a wicked glint in her eyes. Pamela was thrown, confused by the sudden change in manner. She recognised the look in Nina's
 
 eyes - the mixture of cruelty and amusement that sometimes frightened her. "What is it?" she asked, looking up from the floor as Nina sat on the edge of the bed. "It's time to play a different game," Nina decided, her voice becoming deeper, less breathless, as though after the joy of her orgasm she was now in control again. Pamela wanted to shake her head, to refuse to play. Her body still tingled with desire; her pussy was wet and the juices had run down her thigh and between her bottom cheeks. She wanted to make love, to taste Nina's nipples, to explore her pussy with her mouth, to finger-fuck her friend until she screamed for release. Nina sat on the edge of the bed; her knees together, feet firmly on the ground. Her breasts were tinged with red, as was her throat and mouth, the radiance of orgasm like an aura. Her face had lost its smile. Now she looked stern and forbidding, as though her heart had turned to stone. She patted her knees with the flat of her hand, waiting. "Nina . . "Don't talk! Just do it," Nina dictated. "I want you across my knees, now." Pamela inhaled deeply. She had never played games like this, had never wanted to and never imagined that she would want to. But now Nina's stern gestures and harsh words spoke directly to her sex, to something that went beyond the questions and the denials. She swallowed her fears and crawled forward, sitting up for a moment so that she could slide her naked body across Nina's lap. Her toes barely touched the ground. Her long legs waved in the air as her backside was positioned. It was an awkward position; she had to use her hands to keep her balance as she was bent over the knee. Her bottom was exposed - round, slightly parted buttocks - her sex clearly visible from behind. She felt Nina's gaze, as though Nina's eyes were lasers that seared her skin. "Good girl," Nina said approvingly. She stroked her hand over Pamela's backside, her fingers trailing from the inner thigh to brush against the moist pussy lips along the anal groove. Pamela bit her tongue. She felt vulnerable, her backside fully exposed and at Nina's mercy. If she struggled she'd fall to the ground, and the idea of that was humiliating. Even as she waited she was aware of the heat in her belly, and of the way her breasts dangled enticingly, her erect nipples pointing to the floor. "Now, this is to teach you to be a good girl," Nina explained. "Please, Nina, don't talk to me like that, Pamela whispered, trying to keep as cool as possible. She didn't like it, she told herself, repeating it like a mantra of self-denial. "There'll be extra for that," Nina told her. "Now, when we're finished I think you ought to stand in the corner for a while. Until you're ready to thank me." "Thank you?" Pamela repeated, smiling. The idea was almost funny. Nina's reply was to raise her hand and then bring it down hard with a sudden slap that echoed through the room. The pain was intense, and took Pamela by surprise. She cried out, tried to reach back to rub her bottom with the cool flat of her hand. Nina was annoyed. She grabbed Pamela's arm and forced it high up her back, making her wince but stopping her from any further resistance. The second slap came down just as hard. Landing like an explosion on Pamela's right bottom cheek, the searing heat burned her flesh. She sighed, trying to breathe away the pain. Another slap Nina's hand felt as though it were made of stone, crashing down forcefully. Pamela cried out; the
 
 sudden intense sensation was too much, she didn't want it. Another stroke, and then another. Each touch on her behind seemed to burn, smarting vividly. "You'll be good from now on," Nina warned through gritted teeth. She raised her hand and brought it down again, making Pamela yelp. But as the rain of smacks increased Pamela's body weakened. She had tried so hard to clench and tense, as though she could also turn her body to stone. Now the heat was becoming more diffuse, spreading through her body and connecting with the pleasure she had experienced earlier. Somehow the heat on her behind merged with the heat in her sex and on her nipples. It melted, changed; and then all of a sudden it was there. Sex. She arched her back, lifting herself, offering her reddened bottom cheeks to Nina's forceful blows. When the strokes landed it was as though her pussy had been stroked. Her clit throbbed with pleasure. Her moans of pain became groans of pleasure as she lifted herself, opening her thighs so that Nina's fingertips landed between her pussy lips. "No!" she screamed, her words torn violently from her lips. She had climaxed, shuddered, and climaxed again, driven beyond endurance by the final smacks that Nina inflicted upon her. She rolled away, onto the bed, then flipped over onto her belly. Her behind was smarting - a red mass of painful sensation that made her writhe with agony and pleasure. Her fingers explored the contours of her punished rear cheeks, and then she touched her pussy bud and climaxed again. "Now," Nina informed her, running her hands over Pamela's hot, punished backside, "I want you to stand in the corner for me. I want to look at you while I finger myself." Pamela sighed. "Why?" she asked, and she wasn't sure what it was she was asking about. "Because after I've done that I want you to suck my pussy dry," Nina told her, laughing excitedly. "Now, do it, or do I have to spank you again?" Pamela forced herself to her feet. Her body ached, her behind screaming red fire as she moved. With an effort she dragged herself to the corner and then leant against the wall for support. She looked down, over her shoulder, and caught a glimpse of her scarlet-hued bottom cheeks. Nina was watching her, enjoying the view as she parted her thighs and began lazily to stroke herself. "Why?" Pamela whispered to herself, knowing that her desire was still as strong as ever. Despite herself she was amazed to discover just how turned-on she was by the sight of her spanked backside, and that she felt nothing but desire for Nina; desire and an odd sense of gratitude. Sleep is always dreamless for a reason, and when Pamela awoke late that morning she was grateful that her sleep had been without dreams. She had slept as though exhausted; a deep, dark sleep that had voided all the questions that would have disturbed and robbed her of energy. Now, waking to the sunshine and the summertime scent of the gardens below, she felt refreshed and ready to face the day, no matter what it might bring. She showered quickly, allowing herself only the briefest moment to pause and check to see if her body was marked. It wasn't, of course. She had been spanked soundly, but her skin was unblemished, the redness seeping away during the night; as though it had been the stinging pinkness that had absorbed her dreams. The hot water gushing over her silky skin made her feel clean and fresh again, washing away the last vestiges of guilt and self-doubt. It had happened, she told herself. So what? Nina had woken early. How much earlier Pamela had no idea, but she was glad to have some time alone that morning. There was a lot more activity around the house, the murmur of voices carrying through the open windows. Taking a quick look outside, she saw that more cars had arrived, and that there were people busily coming and going. Few of them looked as though they had driven
 
 up from London. The majority of the cars were big, square, fourwheel drives: Range Rovers and battered Land Rovers. The clothes - brown, shabby and functional - matched the cars, though the shabbiest of the clothes probably cost the most. After a good few minutes at the window, Pamela retreated into her room, disappointed that she had not been able to spot Nina amongst the people in the courtyard below. Breakfast was a case of tracing the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, which took Pamela back downstairs and into the dining room. A uniformed maid was waiting, a ready smile on her face to greet the few remaining guests that had not breakfasted. "Am I the last one?" Pamela asked, taking a seat at the table. "Nearly, I think," the young woman admitted with a charming smile. She seemed very friendly compared to the dark-skinned maid, Alexandra, who had not smiled once in Pamela's presence. "Tea or coffee, madam?" "Coffee, please. What's all the fuss about today?" The girl poured strong black coffee into Pamela's cup, the cooked aroma filling the air. "It's race day, today," she explained. "Horse racing? But I didn't see . . ." "Not that sort of racing," the girl laughed. "No, it's the special sort of racing." Pamela looked at her, perplexed. "I don't understand, what sort of special racing?" The girl seemed disconcerted by Pamela's ignorance, her brow furrowing with confusion. "I expect Mr Barron will want to explain to you himself then," she concluded. "Now what else can I get you, madam?" "Tell me what? It's not some kind of fox-hunt is it?" The girl shook her head: vigorously, her eyes filled with mirth. "No, nothing like that," she assured Pamela. "No, I'm sure Mr Barron would like to explain it all himself. Besides he's got some good words, he'll make it sensible for you." "I am confused," Pamela admitted with a shrug. "And no, just coffee's fine, thank you." "Are you sure, madam? We've got some fresh croissants or if you'd prefer a cooked breakfast . . ." "No, thank you," Pamela assured her. "In that case, madam, if you'll excuse me for a moment, I just need to go and fetch someone." Pamela watched her go, noting the way the black, satin uniform clung sensuously to the curves of her body, swathing her pert backside and drawing the eye to it. Did Peter Barron enjoy having pretty young women around him, dressed in the traditional uniform of subservience? It was a possibility but unlikely, Pamela decided. She had seen how sexual a uniform could become, how the maid's uniform in particular could become a fetish object that was completely sexual - which was not the case with the uniforms in the house. As she sipped her coffee, enjoying both the bitterness and the smoothness of it, she reflected on the events she had witnessed the previous evening. She was sitting in the seat that Simon had occupied, the seat where his ritual humiliation had started. It was strange the way he had submitted to it all, from the verbal assault to the direct physical correction. There was no doubt that he had suffered - or
 
 perhaps enjoyed - such chastisement before at the hands of his attractive, sensual wife. But Carmen had decided to increase the stakes, and had taken great delight in exhibiting his degradation in public. "Hello." The softly spoken voice made Pamela spin round in her seat. Anita was standing behind her, a meek, nervous look in her eyes. There was no warmth in her expression, only agitation and distrust. When Pamela smiled it drew no response, not even a flicker on Anita's pale, unglossed lips. "Peter said you wanted to speak to me," she explained, standing away from the table, her hands held together in front of her. She was there because she had been ordered to appear, and she knew that Pamela could see that. "Yes, that's right. Please, Anita, would you take a seat?" Anita nodded, hesitated and then moved to a seat at the opposite end of the long, varnished dinner table. The maid waited for a moment, and then poured her a coffee too before leaving the room. "I don't know where to begin, really," Pamela explained. "I could tell you that I've come to rescue you, but that wouldn't make any sense. Or would it? Do you understand what I'm talking about?" "No." "Do you like it here, Anita?" "It's a nice house." Was she being deliberately difficult or was she really so out of it? Her eyes were a wall that obscured everything, giving no insight to the thoughts and feelings behind them. "Did you enjoy last night? Did you like what you had to do?" "What do you mean?" Anita replied, the slightest consternation in her voice. "Does the name Michael Hamilton mean anything to you?" Pamela asked, annoyed by Anita's attitude. There was a pause. "Yes, I knew him once." "You knew him? Is that all? I was under the impression that it was a lot more than that." "I knew him." "He says he loves you," Pamela blurted out. "That was a long time ago," Anita said, after what seemed an age. "Not that long ago. Are you happy here? Treated like a slave? Forced to suck men's cocks because that's what turns Peter Barron on? Come on, Anita, wake up!" "Michael Hamilton was a long time ago." Pamela sighed. "Are you on medication?" she asked, only half-joking. "When was the last time you saw a doctor? Jesus, woman, when was the last time you saw anyone normal?" "Why are you here?" Anita asked, sounding lost way down in the depths.
 
 "Because Michael Hamilton wants you back. He loves you, Anita, and he's willing to give you everything you could ever ask for." "Why?" It was Pamela's turn to pause? "Do you know what I did before I came here? I went out shopping. I drove out in my own car, walked through the shops on my own, chose things for myself and paid for them with my own money. When was the last time you did that?" Anita closed her eyes. For a moment it seemed as though she was going to topple forward in her seat. "That sounds wonderful," she sighed, opening her eyes and managing the faintest smile imaginable. "Why are you here, Anita?" Pamela demanded vehemently. "How long's it been since you were able to act like any other, normal, adult? Does he dress you in the mornings? Does he decide when you can eat, drink, fuck, everything?" "You don't understand," Anita complained. "Imagine being free again, Anita," Pamela whispered persuasively. "Imagine being free to choose your own clothes, to decide for yourself what to wear and when." "That does sound good," Anita agreed, wistfully. "But I can't do it," she said suddenly, remembering herself. "Why not? What has he done to you? Are you on drugs? Does he make you take tablets or something?" Anita smiled again. "No, it's not like that. I'm with Peter Barron because I love him. I worship him more than anything else in the world." "This is pitiful," Pamela sighed disbelievingly. "How did you get to be like this? How did it happen?" "It happened when Peter bought me," Anita explained simply. "Then I became his. He owns me now." "Owns you? Bought you?" Pamela cried, close to hysteria. "Yes. He bought me from Michael Hamilton," she added. "I don't believe this . . ." There was no reaction from Anita. She sat meekly in her chair, hands resting on her lap, waiting for the next question, the next comment, the next order. Pamela's agitation was having no effect; nothing could perturb Anita's stoicism. She appeared completely unruffled by the questions and by Pamela's dismissive attitude. "If Michael sold you then can he buy you back?" Pamela asked flippantly, almost gritting her teeth with anger. She could not understand it, and that both annoyed and unsettled her. What was wrong with Anita? What had Peter Barron done to her which was so compelling that she had given up her freedom to be with him? "If Peter sold me then I would have to go back to him," Anita replied quietly, a note of horror in her voice.
 
 "Would you want that?" "If that's what Peter wanted . . ." "But what about you! What do you want?" Anita looked at Pamela, as though the question made no sense. "Peter is my Master. I belong to him. I'll do whatever he wants me to." "You don't mean that?" "What if she does?" Pamela looked up. Peter was there, smiling happily, a hand on Anita's shoulder as he stood beside her. He was gazing questioningly at Pamela, waiting to see how she would respond to his challenge. "It's not up to you," Pamela stated confidently, unwilling to pretend that she liked the situation. "Nor is it up to you," Anita replied, sounding more confident than she had done moments earlier. "Have you seen what's going on out there?" Peter asked, pointing to the window. Pamela's attention had been focused entirely on Anita. She had forgotten about the hustle and bustle of excitement outside. Reluctantly she stood up and walked to the window, knowing that she was going to regret even looking. Peter followed, his face broadening into a smile. Behind him Anita stood up and also walked to the window. At first glance it seemed that there was some kind of equestrian event taking place in the grounds behind the house. Small knots of people were clustered around a number of buggies and carts; the small carriages gleaming in the sunlight. However it wasn't the carriages that drew Pamela's attention, but the people harnessed to them. Each cart was pulled by a person and not by an animal, though the people wore stiff leather harnesses and were reined in by their drivers as though they were prize ponies or horses. Two of the carriages were pulled by young men, lean and muscular, their bodies glistening with oil. A third cart was pulled by a young blonde female, her body also rubbed down and glistening as she stood haughtily to attention. Almost naked, the men wore harnesses around their waists and between their thighs. Their feet were shod in heavy black ankle boots. In contrast, the woman wore leather thigh-length boots with high heels, and though her clean-shaven pussy was naked, her breasts were swathed in decorative straps that were attached to the carriage. "I had always imagined that the stories about pony girls and boys were the products of fantasy rather than reality," Peter explained urbanely as he surveyed the scene outside his window. The blonde pony girl had long hair arranged in a single thick plait braided with strips of leather; and as Pamela watched, the girl's female driver carefully tended her hair so that it shone like a single bar of gold against her tanned skin. The pony girl held her head high, chin up, a superior look on her face as she was preened and pampered. "This is crazy," Pamela whispered, unable to believe what she was seeing. Nothing had ever prepared her for such a scene. It was beyond the wildest stretch of the imagination. Nina was there, chatting to one of the drivers, her eyes fixed on the taut muscles of one of the pony boys. As she spoke she was stroking his thigh, rubbing her hand over smooth, glossy skin, while looking at his driver. "It's a game," Peter explained, smiling. "People like to act out their fantasies, no matter how outrageous or extreme they may seem to outsiders. Pony girls aren't for me, but I was intrigued to find
 
 out if the stories were true." The pony girl walked her carriage towards the first pony boy, her driver holding onto the girl's breast straps to steer her along. She pulled the carriage with an effortless grace made all the more beautiful by the way each step made her long golden plait bounce prettily. The spectators, including Nina, made way for the carriages to be lined up and then the drivers took their places. Nina reached out and slapped the pony girl's thigh, the way she would have patted a real pony. Whips were raised and then the race began, the pony girl and boy breaking into a trot as they pulled away from the starting position. She moved as though choreographed, echoing the precise equestrian steps of a trained pony, her hair flicking along like a pony's tail. They picked up speed, their bodies working furiously, thighs straining as they went. The girl's breasts were held firmly in place; her backside went up and down as she lifted her knees, cantering along like a prize-winning filly. The pony boy began to take the lead, his muscles gleaming as he worked harder and harder. His driver flicked her whip, the lash barely touching his bared backside. The look in his eyes was one of pure delight, elated at the cheers and applause from the audience. For a moment he seemed to lose concentration, distracted perhaps by the onlookers, and the pony girl caught up. She was straining, her body tight against the matt-black leather which harnessed her to the carriage. They raced along the wide gravelled path, towards the parked cars, turned tightly and then started back again - neck and neck at the corner. The pony girl was breathing hard, her whole body heaving with the effort. Her driver raised the whip and let it go, a dozen sharp strokes touching her bottom and thighs. Her skin flared red where it was touched by the lash but it worked; spurred on she took the lead. It was close. But as they passed the finish she was just ahead, her face beaming with pleasure at her victory. Her driver jumped down and hugged her, stroking her hair and patting her on the backside, soothing her reddened skin. After basking in the glow of victory, accepting the applause from her audience, she was steered into a corner and unhitched from the carriage. She stood on her high heels, gazing with delight at her driver, who kissed her quickly on the neck. One of the helpers arrived, unreeling a length of bright green hose, which he gave to the driver. Her hair was released, the leather strands unbraided and the strands of golden hair brushed out. It cascaded over her shoulders and down her back, smooth ripples of colour that caught the rays of the sun. In moments a shower of crystal clear water was spurting from the hose over the pony girl, who had been completely stripped. The water coursed over her nakedness, over her jutting breasts and smooth thighs, and down between her shaven pussy lips. The driver began to soap her gently, her fingers smoothing and lathering all over the girl's body. "Now that I do like," Peter remarked, turning to Anita. "You're not . . ." Pamela started to say. "If that is what Peter wants," Anita said, her face reddening, "then that's what I'll do. Do you want to wash me like that in front of everyone?" "I need to get out of here," Pamela whispered, appalled. "Not so fast, you'll miss this," Peter laughed. The pony girl's eyes were closed, head thrown back, hair slick and glossy and sticking to her wet skin. Her mouth was open and it was easy to imagine the sounds of ecstasy escaping from her pretty, red lips. Her nipples dribbled water, twin streams coursing over her chest and pouring cleanly from her body. A small crowd had gathered to watch - a happy and smiling Nina among them - and she seemed to bask in their pleasure.
 
 The crowd parted suddenly and one of the pony boys was pulled through, his trainer tugging gently at the reins as they went. The pony boy's skin glistened with sweat, his muscles hard and rippling, his flesh slightly red after the hard battle of a race. He looked like a thoroughbred, walking with an effortless grace that was all power and all sexuality. His trainer led him to the pony girl and then proceeded to remove the leather restraints and the heavy boots that shod him. In moments the pony boy was naked, his proud body displayed for all to see, including his stiff cock standing hard between the neatly trimmed bush of his pubic hair. A spray of water arced through the air and landed on his face. He opened his mouth and gulped it down greedily, the water pouring from his mouth and down his throat. Pamela could hardly keep her eyes from him. The water trickling down his chest towards his lovely thick cock made her heart pound faster. There was pleasure in his eyes, pleasure from the simple joy of the cool water on his hot skin, from the pride in his body. The pony girl was brought closer to him, pushed against his nakedness so that her nipples brushed against his chest. Their eyes met and then they kissed, mouths joining forcefully as the water rained down on them. His hands stroked her body, tentatively at first but becoming bolder when their trainers" nodded their assent. She reached down and traced the long outline of his cock with her fingertips, making the hard organ swell even bigger. "I like this more and more," Peter remarked excitedly, drawing Anita towards him. "I'd like to see you out there too," he told her. "But all those people . . ." she sighed, unable to keep the tremor of excitement from her voice. Pamela looked at her, recognising that Anita was becoming more and more aroused at the thought of being publicly exposed to the crowd. The pony girl was on hands and knees, her backside still showing the red butterflies left by the whip. Her long thighs and round bottom cheeks were perfectly visible from the window, and Pamela could even spy the girl's rear hole and her hairless pussy lips. She was licking the pony boy's cock, her red lips contrasting to the silky tan of his skin and the plumcoloured glans that bulged so enticingly before her eyes. "I have to go," Pamela repeated, her disgust faltering. She was fascinated by what she saw, and the fascination was turning to excitement. It was a perverse display, but so stunningly sexy that she could feel her body responding to it even as her mind fought it. She was being seduced, and she didn't want to be seduced. "Please send Hamilton all my best," Peter told her sudddenly, his eyes sparkling defiance. His hand was under Anita's dress, moving up and down quickly, his fingers obviously moving in and out of her sex. She was holding on to him, her head bowed with both pleasure and shame. Pamela felt her anger merge with her desire. Peter Barron was an arrogant bastard and she hated him, and yet she felt so incredibly turned-on again. Anita was sighing wordlessly, her grip on Peter's shoulder growing tighter as he finger-fucked her closer to orgasm. Where was Nina? Pamela suddenly wished that she too were being fingered, exposed, pleasured.
 
 Nine "Well?" Nina demanded, slumping down with exhaustion onto the bed. The sun had gone down but it was not yet dark; the pale-blue sky tinged with pink filled the room with a soft, indistinct light. "Well what?" Pamela snapped, throwing her overnight bag into a corner. She looked down at Nina angrily, who was lounging unconcernedly on the bed. Her skirt was in disarray around her
 
 thighs, though the look in her eyes suggested that it was anything but an accident. "What's been eating you? You hardly said a word in the car," Nina said, a touch of irritation in her voice. "Well it matched the journey up there then," Pamela told her sourly. She was still angry, seething with rage that she hardly knew how to contain. There were so many emotions, all of them provoked rather than evoked, but she was glad of the anger - its strength drowned everything else in its wake. "What was it, exactly, that you didn't like?" Nina sighed, flopping down onto the bed and covering her eyes with her hands. Pamela shook her head. "Where do I start?" she snapped. "Anita's a bloody puppet, isn't she? If he says 'speak' she'll speak, if he says 'sit' she'll sit. The woman's got no mind of her own for God's sake." "You patronising cow," Nina replied, scornfully. "What makes you an authority on what's going on in her mind?" "Mind? What mind?" "It's him, isn't it?" Nina demanded tauntingly. She propped herself up on one elbow and looked at Pamela, her eyes filled with derision. "Look," Pamela said, her voice cold and hard, "just because you wet your knickers whenever you look at him don't think that every other woman does too." Nina laughed. "He'd love this you know," she said, "two women having an argument over him." "We are not having an argument over him," Pamela stated, enunciating every syllable with deliberate precision. "We are arguing about Anita Duncan." "Are we?" "He's an arrogant bastard, but I don't care about that. I don't like him and I don't like Michael Hamilton. This isn't about either of them." Nina got up, looked at Pamela for a moment, their eyes meeting, and then left the room. Pamela felt the anger swell up again, pulsing through her veins like a toxin. She stormed through after Nina, ready to scream her rage until the walls came down. "Why the fuck won't you help me?" she demanded, shouting at the top of her voice. "Because this isn't about Anita Duncan at all, is it?" Nina replied quietly. She was pouring herself a drink, a look of exhaustion on her face. "What is it about then?" Pamela retorted instantly. The argument had been brewing for some time; that they had avoided it for so long was a surprise but now that it had started she was determined to let it run its course. Nina had been holding back all along. Pamela had known that from the start - now she wanted to find out the whole truth. Nina shrugged and took a sip from her drink. "I've no idea," she admitted blithely. "I do know it's nothing to do with Anita Duncan. I think it's him - you hate him for some reason." "Why would I hate someone I've never met?" "Because he represents something you don't like? Because he looks like someone else you hate? I
 
 don't know, I'm not a bloody psychiatrist." Pamela couldn't accept that. It wasn't true, it was just not true. "Didn't you see her? She's pitiful, no mind of her own. Nina, you can't tell me there's nothing wrong there. Would you want to be like that?" There was no hesitation in Nina's response. "Absolutely not. It's not what I want out of life at all," she said. "But if that's what she wants then it's her life, we can't decide for her." "It's wrong, isn't it?" Pamela stated. "What she's doing is wrong." Another long sigh from Nina. "You can't say that," she repeated. "Then tell me how you can be so certain that she's there willingly?" Nina slammed her empty glass down on the tounter. She fixed Pamela with her steel-blue eyes and then turned and walked away again. Her loose skirt swished around her knees as she went, a free and easy movement in stark contrast to the charged atmosphere in the room. "Tell me!" Pamela called after her, a note of pleading in her voice. She had been so close, certain that Nina would tell her what it was that she knew. The whole weekend had been a disaster, a sick diversion when it should have been a rescue. It was her turn for a drink. She poured herself a stiff measure of brandy and slumped down in the nearest chair. The sky had turned from pink and blue to black and grey, the darkness filling the room with its heavy presence. Pamela took a sip of brandy and let the fire burn her throat. She sat in the darkness and listened to the sound of running water coming from the bathroom. Nina had decided on a hot soak rather than carrying on the argument. Nina had been wrong. Pamela didn't hate Peter Barron. Neither was she madly in love with him; he was an arrogant pig, a man with an outsized ego to match his bank balance. No matter how she tried to think about it, she could not rid herself of a feeling of unease, a nagging doubt that would not go away. Nothing Anita had said or done had seemed right - it was as though everything had been scripted, acted out in an elaborate charade. It was that nagging doubt that Pamela clutched at; it was the only certainty that she had to go on. She brooded for a while, letting the warmth of the brandy wash through her. The anger ebbed away, and she too felt the exhaustion that had driven Nina to the bathroom. For a moment she considered a second glass of brandy but then changed her mind. The sudden ring of the phone failed to move her. She sat silently and let it ring six times until the answering machine kicked in. It was Stuart, checking if she'd arrived back from her weekend away. He was disappointed, his sad mumble to the tape revealing everything he felt. Pamela smiled tenderly; his lack of complication seemed so appealing compared to the morass of complexity she was being drawn into. The tape whirled to a stop. Stuart rang off and Pamela was alone with her thoughts again. The bathroom door opened for a moment, the light spilling out into the darkness and forming a triangle against the wall. She listened to Nina padding out, dripping water everywhere, and wander into the bedroom, humming softly to herself. Should she follow her? The argument was over; neither of them had the energy to carry it on, but Pamela still felt injured. Why should she be the one to make up? The telephone rang again, six long rings and then the whirr of the tape. This time Pamela heard the precise, clipped tones of Anthony Grey requesting a meeting for the following day. There was not one wasted word in his message, as though each syllable had to be accounted for. She sighed, wondering what it was she had to report back to him that was useful. The weekend with Barron had certainly been interesting; she had witnessed the ritual humiliation of a stranger at the hands of his wife, she had watched Anita acting like an automaton, she had even watched the bizarre antics of the
 
 human ponies. Did any of it make any sense at all, she asked herself. "Had enough of sulking in the dark? Nina asked when Pamela finally walked into the bedroom. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, vigorously towelling her hair. Pamela looked at her, trying to decide whether to carry on or not. "I don't have the energy any more," she sighed, admitting defeat. The internal warmth of the brandy had sapped her strength; she no longer had the stomach for a fight. All she wanted was to lie down and sleep and to forget about everything. Life had become too tense and too confusing when it should have been interesting and fun. She stripped off quickly, shedding her clothes at the foot of the bed. Sleep seemed more and more inviting. As her clothes fell away she started to stretch, pulling her body taut and letting the tension uncoil. Ignoring Nina, who was brushing her hair, she crawled onto the bed and yawned. Normally it would have been too early to sleep but not too early to snuggle up into bed wth Nina. Now however, Pamela just wanted to sleep. Slipping under the duvet was bliss. The crisp coolness of the sheets covering her body made her close her eyes and exhale slowly, letting out the last of the tension. It was going to be an easy night's sleep, she hoped, bringing her knees up to curl in on herself. With her eyes closed she was only vaguely aware of Nina, who was still perched on the end of the bed. When she opened her eyes again she realised that she had dozed off for a while. Not yet awake, she felt soft and dreamy in the hazy darkness. Flutters of pleasure were passing through, like ripples on the surface of water. Pleasure, but indistinct, bodily, without the intensity that would have shocked her to consciousness. She wanted to drift along, enjoying the soft touches that stroked her body. Kisses, as soft as silk, on her shoulder. Fingers that barely touched her breasts and skimmed down her back. The feel of another's warmth against her body, the rhythm of another heart in unison with her own. She turned over, into Nina's welcoming arms, wrapping her closely and holding her tenderly. Head tilted to one side, Nina's kisses moving from the shoulder to the throat; soft kisses that were like whispers in the darkness. In slow motion Pamela began to trace the geometry of their intertwined bodies: arms, legs, thighs, breasts, faces. She sighed softly, finding Nina's hands and putting them on her body. Parting her thighs, she guided Nina's hand to the moisture that seeped from her sex. Eyes still closed, bordering between the dream and reality, she gasped softly when Nina found her pussy bud. Her skilful fingers sent eddies of pleasure spiralling through the dream, spreading in waves from the epicentre of Pamela's sex. The slow, unhurried caresses were making Pamela pant, louder and louder, the tension making her thighs and her belly flutter. "Oh," Pamela whispered, exhaling her climax with the softness of her breath. She turned away, body jewelled with dabs of perspiration, tingling with pleasure. A strange, erotic dream. She had yet to open her eyes. She was on her back, breathing rhythmically, wrapped in the blurred state that hovered between sleep and consciousness. Her nipples were hard and sensitive; they were being rubbed gently so that the sense impressions merged with her breathing - became one with the pure, bodily pleasure that made her tremble. Sounds slipped from between her lips; dream words, sighs, gasps, barely audible expressions of delight. The pressure on her nipples increased. They were squeezed harder, pinched and pulled, focusing the pleasure directly. She began to writhe, twisting her head back and forth, her voice rising as the pressure increased. "Bite me . . ." she whimpered, arching her back, lifting her breasts, forcing herself higher. She trembled, gasped, begged for more. She cried out, climaxing violently as Nina's teeth crushed her swollen nipples. Such pain - such beautiful, exciting pain. Her body responded, a train of ecstasy that seemed to go on forever, long after her eyes were open and weeping.
 
 Michael Hamilton had listened in grim silence while Pamela reported her discoveries. He had spoken once - a single four-letter expletive - during her report, but other than that his reaction had been as dispassionate as Anthony's. It had not been an easy story to tell, and she had left out much of the more bizarre detail, but it still sounded unbelievable. She had delivered the news and no more. Now she sat in Hamilton's rather airless office waiting for his reaction. Anthony sat beside her, motionless and silent. "I expected more," Hamilton began. "What are your recommendations? I mean, do you think she's drugged? Brainwashed? I don't understand what it is you've told me here." Pamela was impressed by the level tone of voice. She had expected more emotion, anger most of all. "I saw no evidence that she'd been drugged. There was no dilation of the pupils, no slurring of the voice or delayed reaction times." "Was she up or down? Did she look like she was on tranks or uppers or what?" "Definitely not on uppers," Pamela replied after a moment of consideration. "Her mood was definitely very subdued, emotionally very controlled, but no signs that this was anything to do with drugs." "Then what about brainwashing?" Hamilton demanded instantly. He sat back in his seat, almost rocking the leather recliner right back, the agitation clear in the way he twisted the seat back and forth quickly. The smoked glass of the window stained the light that filtered through it, making the day seem dull and lifeless. Anthony waited for a moment and then he too turned to Pamela. "Would you say that Peter Barron is a particularly charismatic character?" he asked. Don't smile, Pamela told herself. "I think that certain kinds of women may find him very attractive," she replied, making it very clear that she was not one of those that did. She did not like Peter Barron, but it was clear that Nina did, and even clearer that Anita Duncan worshipped him. "Listen to yourself," Hamilton said. "You just said that Anita was subdued, that she was controlled. That's how you describe a prisoner, not a free person." "I was describing her emotional responses," she pointed out coldly. "She's a prisoner of her emotions for fuck's sake. Can't you see that - she's out of her mind. My Anita's not into that filth. He's turned her that way. He's brainwashed her. As long as she's with him she'll be like that. You've got to . . ." "What are you suggesting?" Anthony asked, cutting Hamilton off in mid-flow. There was not a flicker of emotion in his eyes. As always his involvement in a case was entirely professional; for him Anita Duncan was just another assignment to complete. "Get her out of there," Hamilton said emphatically. "That's what they do with those religious nutters; they get in and they get them out again, no probs." Anthony answered before Pamela could. "Our agency does not undertake de-programming exercises, which is what you are requesting. Firstly this is not a clear-cut case of cult indoctrination, and secondly we will not involve ourselves with any form of kidnapping." "If you're sure it's brainwashing then go to the police or the newspapers," Pamela added. Hamilton sighed and leaned forward, resting his elbows on the polished surface of his desk. His
 
 starched shirt seemed to have grown, or else he had shrunk, the cuffs sneaking up over his wrists. It was as though the effort involved in suppressing his emotions had been too much for him. "Just one more try," he requested, looking at Pamela imploringly. "If you could just get to see her again on her own . . ." "That's not going to be easy," Pamela told him. "We're not here to complete easy tasks though," Anthony reminded her. "I do have one further question, if I may?" "Go ahead," Pamela said, already dreading the question. "Did you and Anita strike up any kind of rapport?" Anthony Grey had the unerring ability to home in on the single key issue that counted, and sometimes, when she was on the receiving end, she hated him for it. She had no option but the truth. "No, there was no rapport," she admitted. "No wonder!" Hamilton cried, seizing on the remark. "If she thought you were against her of course she would have clammed up. Jesus, the first rule of sales is to get the customer to think you're on his side." "This isn't sales," Pamela snapped. "But it's true though," he insisted. "You made her all defensive. No wonder she was subdued. You should have gone in and tried to win her over to your side first, then given her my message." "Do you think that a second meeting might be fruitful?" Anthony asked. Pamela took a deep breath and then nodded. "I think it might. If I go back to her it might prove that I don't think badly of her. How we organise that I don't know." "Your contact perhaps?" Anthony suggested to Hamilton. "Harry Scanlon? Could be, could be." "If this second attempt fails then I'll resign this assignment," Pamela said, her warning addressed to Anthony more than to Hamilton. The nagging doubts about Anita had not gone away. She was willing to give Anita one more chance, but that was it. "If you fail then I'll just get someone else," Hamilton told her. "And you can forget about the rest of your fee in that case," he added, turning to Anthony. Anthony allowed himself a rare smile. "An interesting threat, Mr Hamilton," he said, "but I think you'll find that under the relevant clause in the contract the major portion of the fee is set aside for the initial approach to Miss Duncan. That fee is independent of her final decision." Hamilton's face dropped. "We'll see about that," he mumbled. "You can forget your friend Harry Scanlon," Pamela told him, standing up. "I'll arrange a second trip to see Anita myself." "You do that," Hamilton agreed, his voice almost a sneer of disgust. The world turned from bright orange to pale blue when Anita opened her eyes. The lightest wisps of cloud swirled across the sky, as though they knew they shouldn't have been there. It hurt the eyes to
 
 look at the purity of it all, the bright blue and the scorching yellows. Lying on the grass and looking up, it was enough to make you dizzy, she thought, closing her eyes again. It was easy to picture the world spinning round, the clouds scudding along trying to keep up. The air was fresh, scented as always by the wild flowers and jasmine which grew near the house. It filled her lungs and perfumed her breathing - the very essence of summer. The grass tickled her back, a soft carpet of green that felt divine against her naked body. With the guests all gone she no longer had to fear exposure or punishment. She could enjoy the pleasures of the garden and the freedom to be herself. Sunbathing naked was a rare treat and she was making the most of the bright sunshine while she could. Nina's friend, Pamela, had been tanned; her skin a golden, healthy glow that attracted the eye. Anita sighed to herself. She was glad that Nina and Pamela had gone. Pamela had been a disturbing presence in the house. She seemed to radiate anger and disapproval, her brown eyes always full of questions and incomprehension. It had been horrible at times. Anita had felt as though she were on permanent show, a freak to be stared at and patronised. It shouldn't have been like that, not at all. Nina understood, and if Nina understood why didn't Pamela? As if Pamela's attitude had not been bad enough, she had also brought with her the ghost of a previous existence. Why had Michael suddenly decided to get in touch again, she wondered. It would have been better to forget the past; to bury it away and live in the eternal present and the delicious anticipation of the future. For a moment there was doubt again. Pamela had reminded her of how things could be if she wanted them to. Such petty things: the simple freedom to wear her own clothes when she wanted, the chance to leave the house and wander through the busy streets of a city. To go shopping by herself; it seemed an idea so fantastic that she could scarcely imagine herself doing it. Peter was so strict. He would never hear of such an arrangement, never in a million years. So strict; he demanded absolute devotion from his slave and nothing less. Temptation and then fear - a shying away from the possibilities that Pamela's visit had invoked. Opening her eyes again, she saw that the clouds were fast evaporating, leaving the sky a uniform blue canvas on which to paint her favourite fantasies. With a conscious effort she pushed the memories from her mind. Peter was away and she missed him. Better to think on that than on Pamela and Michael Hamilton. She smiled, touched by the image of Peter sending his kind regards to Michael, and Pamela turning red with rage. Were the two of them drawn to each other? Peter had shown little interest in Pamela, whereas she had been driven to rage by his every comment. The electricity was there, though it was difficult to imagine Pamela with Peter. She turned over, onto her front, crushing her breasts against the slightly damp grass. The shadow of the house was close by, moving closer as the afternoon wore on. Soon the shadow would take her, the coolness washing over her body like the lapping waters of the sea. All around her was silence, the gardens stretching out in every direction. The solitude was welcome, a relief after the excitement of the weekend. It had been an exciting weekend. Anita had few doubts about that, despite the disturbance wrought by Pamela's conversation. The pony-racing had been extraordinary. Anita had been at once horrified and delighted by all that she had seen. The pony boys and girls had looked utterly captivating; so proud and beautiful in their harnesses, their gleaming bodies honed to perfection. There had been fear too, Anita smiled at the thought, fear that she too would be reined in and hitched up to a cart. The idea appealed to her and frightened her at the same time. It would have been a test, to see whether she would submit to that as well to prove herself worthy of Peter. She shivered involuntarily, as though suddenly enveloped in the darkest shadows of the house. Nothing frightened her more than the thought of losing Peter, her Master. Better to be strapped to a pony cart . . . hosed down in public . . . fucked in public . . . caned . . . anything. If it had come to it
 
 she would have donned the leather reins with pride. She would have held her head high and stamped her feet hard to show them all that she was her Master's slave. There would have been squeals of outrage from Pamela, and Nina would have been a liquid mess in her panties, and Anita would have been oblivious to it all. Only Peter mattered to her. Only her Master. The blonde pony girl had been a delight to watch. Her eyes shone with pride because she had won the race. She had done well for her Mistress and her whole being had been filled with joy as a consequence. Like a prize filly, she had pranced and preened for the audience, enjoying her body and the admiring gazes it attracted. In that moment, when she had danced under the shower of cooling water, the whole idea of human pony-racing had suddenly made sense. Moments of insight like that were rare, but when they occurred they had to be treasured. Anita pictured herself beside the pony girl; also naked under the spray of water from the hose pipe. The girl's body glistened and sparkled, the sun turning each droplet of water into a liquid jewel that slipped smoothly over her golden skin. She was strong and fit, her thighs lithe and muscular and yet completely feminine, her body radiating a sensuality that was pure and natural. Her breasts had been strapped in during the race, but now that they were free her nipples were hard round disks that peaked delightfully. The rivulets of water had merged and split; tiny rivers meandering down her body, over and between her prominent breasts and the very slight curve of her belly and then down between her pussy lips. The images were making Anita feel hot and excited, stirring the fires deep in her belly and making her nipples harden against the soft springy grass. The water had poured down between the pony girl's thighs, over the extra nakedness of her shaven pussy lips and then down the insides of her thighs. The vision had been powerfully erotic; the moisture leaking down from her sex, pouring and pouring and pouring. Anita had longed to join her there, and in her mind she allowed the fantasy to be true. On hands and knees, she sat up before the pony girl, looking up into her fiery eyes, watched from a distance by Peter, Nina and even Pamela. A smile and a nod of command from Peter, his eyes filled with excitement. She inched forward and kissed the girl's naked feet, licking the droplets of water that had travelled all the way down her body. It felt as though each droplet had become flavoured with her body, picking up the girls sensual essence as it tracked down her smooth, golden flesh. The tingling water tasted divine, tingling in Anita s mouth. She began to lap it faster, up from the feet and over the calves, letting it rain down on her nakedness too. Soon she was urgently kissing the girls thighs, licking and sucking and kissing deliriously. The water covered them both, linking them in their pleasure. She swept her tongue to the girls sex lips - slightly parted and glossily wet. Direct from her sex, Anita sucked and drank the water that poured, certain now that it was flavoured with the girls essence. The girl parted her thighs, squatting slightly to give Anita greater access, letting her sneak under her. Now Anita could look up and see the girls pussy - the pink flesh within enticing her, her own golden waters merging with the waters from the hose. Peter understood what was going on, they all could. He nodded, and despite her shame she pressed her lips to the girls sex. She drank it all in, the tingling in her mouth matching the tingling of her entire body. She lapped it all up until her tongue was going deep inside the girls sex. The waters had stopped and now she lapped and kissed, her mouth filled with the taste of the girl. There was a murmur of anticipation among the audience, but Anita barely registered it. She continued to lick and suck, fascinated by the pony girls shaven sex, and excited by what she had been forced to do. The pony girl was moaning softly, reaching down to hold onto Anita s shoulders for support as her enjoyment drew closer to climax. Anita began to tease the girls clit - lapping at it forcefully with her tongue - and with her hands she began to caress the girls smooth thighs. The reason for the ripple of anticipation soon became apparent. Anita felt strong hands take her by the waist. She paused for a moment, half-turned and saw that one of the pony boys, completely naked, was behind her. His body glistened with sweat and oil, especially on the smoothness of his chest and the rippling muscles of his arms. His penis was hard and long; a hard rod of flesh jutting from the neatly trimmed triangle of black curls between his thighs.
 
 Peter nodded again, his assent vital if she were to continue. She had lost herself in pleasure; but now she was suddenly aware of the people around her, watching her cavort with the pony boy and girl as though she too were like them. Slaves and toys, to be enjoyed in public with no thought for their own feelings. Her face turned red and self consciousness flooded into her, washing over her like a wave of icy water. Peter saw her hesitation. The smile slipped from his face and she felt the familiar stab of fear in her heart. He stepped forward angrily, grabbing the riding crop that the pony girl's Mistress had held. Without a word he swished it down hard, the flap of leather on the end striking her hard at the top of the thigh. The pain jolted her, made her cry out and turn away. She pressed her mouth to the girls aching sex, sucked hard at the wetness that was still there. The swish of the crop and another jolt of pain. She swallowed her cries as she swallowed the pony girls love juice, wanting to abandon herself to the pleasure again. The pony boy took her by the waist again, his strong hands pressing firmly into her flesh. She was wet; the moistness leaking from her pussy lips and merging with the water that had been hosed onto her. There was no time for playing or teasing. His hard cock slipped smoothly into her sex, filling, stretching, making her sigh. He almost lifted her as he thrust in forcefully, her backside pushing back against the taut muscles of his abdomen. The riding crop had left twin stigmata against her flesh, blazing red with the residue of pain which his body seemed to suck away. The pony girl cried out, dug her hands into Anita s hair and forced her sex deep into Anita s mouth. Half out of her mind with pleasure, Anita pushed her tongue deep into the girls open pussy; going in as far as she could, her head forced under the girls thighs. From behind the pony boy began to fuck her, rough uneven strokes as though she were an animal he had to mate with. Each thrust of his cock made her shiver with pleasure as she desperately sought to open herself to him. Wedged under the girl and with the boy behind her, she was squashed and uncomfortable, her body contorted as though in bondage. Her pleasure was incidental. The pony boy and girl were the prize specimens; pampered pets being treated well after their performances on the race track. The pony girl screamed her orgasm. There was no shame, only her pleasure in her own body and in her own sexuality. She arched her back, her body shuddering as Anita s lips closed tightly around her pussy bud. The pony boy continued to fuck Anita, holding her tightly in case she tried to escape him. His cock seemed even bigger, filling her pussy as he penetrated deep into her. When the pony girl stepped away Anita caught a glimpse of Peter, watching with rapt attention as the pony boy held her in place. She closed her eyes, her own pleasure growing more intense by the second. Her mouth was still tingling with the distinctive flavour of the other girls pussy, traced still with the taste of the waters that had flowed earlier. There was a flurry of movement and Anita was sent sprawling, falling flat on her face. She twisted and looked back, her eyes misted with disappointment. The pony girl had planted herself down on hands and knees and the pony boy had mounted her, a smile on his lips as he began to fuck her. Anita s pleasure was unresolved. Her pussy felt open, wet, empty. She wanted him, wanted his prick to fuck her hard until he filled her with his come so that it flowed down her thighs and she could display it to Peter. Peter was laughing, enjoying the look of disappointment in her eyes. She felt rage, a violence that bubbled out of nowhere. Without thinking she sat up and grabbed the pony girl by the shoulders and pushed her away, her fingers digging into her flesh. The pony boy laughed, his eyes sparkling with benign amusement at the thought of two women fighting over him. The pony girl launched herself diving across the lawn with claws extended and a snarl of anger on her pretty lips. She pushed Anita back, rolled onto her and began to rain slaps down on her. Anita struggled, took several hard slaps across the face before managing to push the other woman off. They rolled around the grass, egged on by the excited audience while they exchanged resounding slaps and pulled at each other's hair. Anita felt her breasts rub against the shaven pussy lips of the other woman. Her own sex was slapped hard, her thighs were bitten. And then it was over. She was on her back and the other girl was on top of her, squatting her backside down hard over Anita's face. Struggling for breath, with the world still spinning, she could hear the cheers of the crowd. The pony girl had scored
 
 her second victory of the day. Anita's face was bright red, and the only thought that occupied her mind was the thought that she had let her Master down. The pony girl sat up a little, her bottom now inches from Anita's face, and touched her finger to her rear hole. The price of victory, Anita realised. She knew that Peter would want her to obey; she had lost and now she had to pay the price. Very gingerly she touched her tongue to the tight roundness of the girl's anal hole; the very tip of her tongue touching the rimmed edge of the hole. The shadows changed around her, and the pony boy stepped forward. He stood over Anita, his cock wet and glistening with the combined juices of both women. The pony girl fell greedily on his cock, her luscious lips closing around the dark coloured glans. He stood there and allowed her to suck greedily on his bar of flesh, a pure look of pleasure on his face. Anita began to lap her tongue up and down the girls anal crease, licking hard between the bottom cheeks and lubricating the girls rear hole. She knew what had to be done, and the thought made her pussy ache. Her hands were stroking her pussy bud, building to the climax which she knew would coincide with the moment her tongue went deep into the other girls behind.
 
 Ten The cab-driver yawned expansively, the rear-view mirror catching the tunnel that opened in his face. His wide mouth opened as far as it could, making him screw up his face until his eyes were tiny slits that could barely see. There was no need to worry; the traffic was inching forward slowly and he could afford to close his eyes for as long as he liked. He could even go to sleep, Pamela thought to herself glumly - it made no difference. The summer heat had combined with the monoxide pall, turning the air outside into a soporific poison. The yawn ended with a dramatic flourish, the driver shaking the tension up his spine and through his shoulders. He caught Pamela's eyes in the mirror and smiled to her, his bleary eyes reddened and bloodshot but still managing to display his interest in her. She recalled how his eyes had lit up when she had stepped into the road to hail his black cab after marching furiously out of Michael Hamilton's office. His expression, all blokish leering, had changed the moment Anthony had joined her in the back of the cab. Now he was smiling again, perhaps noting that hardly a word had been exchanged between her and Anthony. "Well," Pamela said, turning to face Anthony, "how did I do?" "We could have done better," he replied mildly, turning from the traffic to face her. There was no hint of reproach or disappointment in his voice or on his face. He was stating fact and attaching no emotion to it. "Don't you mean I could have done better?" she snapped. There were times when his lack of emotion was more annoying than anything else. At least if there was anger she could respond to it; if there was disappointment she could tackle it. "If I had meant to say that I would have." "Oh for goodness" sake, Anthony! Show some spirit!" she cried, throwing her hands in the air with exasperation. "I fucked it up in there. I had nothing to tell him but I let him go on and on. Then the arrogant bastard had the gall to threaten us with non-payment. Doesn't that annoy you? Doesn't it piss you of!?" He looked at her sternly. "Obviously not as much as it does you," he said. "The threat was empty there's nothing he can do about the money. As for his posturing, I am surprised that you let it get to you. Remember, don't get involved, Pamela, it will do you no good. This is just another job."
 
 The cab-driver was looking in the mirror again, waiting for Pamela's reaction. The glass screen was up and she wondered if he could hear what was being said, or whether he was reading the conversation via the expressions he saw in the mirror. She ignored him, turning her eyes back to Anthony. "I wish we could all enjoy your level of detachment," she mumbled. For a moment she couldn't tell whether he looked hurt or confused by her reproach. "Are you angry because I pointed out your lack of rapport with Anita Duncan?" She sighed heavily. "Yes. Yes I am. Why do you always do it, Anthony? Why is it you can always spot the weakest link in the chain and then hammer at it? You could have waited. You didn't have to point it out in front of him." "Perhaps it was an error of judgement on my part," he suggested, rather too smoothly for her to accept it as gospel. "I didn't get on with her," she stated sadly. "No matter how hard I tried, Anthony, I just could not get into her head. It doesn't make any sense to me; she's just given up on herself." "And your contact? Where does she fit in with all of this?" He was doing it again. Pamela felt the urge to scream. He was doing it again, fixing on the weakest link and smashing it to pieces. Not with great hammer blows, but with carefully aimed little taps that were all the more dangerous for being so innocuous. "She hasn't helped me very much, if that's what you mean," she admitted softly. For once she hoped that his discretion would preclude any more questions. The last thing she wanted was to try and explain away all the complications with Nina. "Can she help now?" The traffic was moving again; not in fits and starts but with a slow, smooth flow like the waters of the Thames, which they were approaching. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the gentle rocking of the black cab lull her sleepily. Anthony wanted a decision, he didn't care about the emotional entanglements involved. She wanted to carry on with Nina, but common sense said that it was pointless. "No, not any more I don't think," she said after a lengthy pause. The time had come to separate her sex life, and her feelings, from the job she was doing. Anthony accepted the statement without comment. They fell silent again and Pamela felt drowsy, lulled by the gentle rocking of the taxi cab as it manoeuvred from lane to lane in an effort to get out of the traffic. Her thoughts returned once more to the strange events she had witnessed at Peter Barron's house. It has been an almost surreal experience: the commonplace and the bizarre side-by-side and the incongruity unremarked by everybody. She was not easily shocked - or so she had imagined herself but to see a grown man sexually humiliated in public had been outrageous. And the human ponies had been even more outlandish, a scene from a sexual pantomime that she could not even begin to describe to anyone who had not witnessed it. In the middle of it all had been Anita: passive, submissive, ashamed and yet quite indignant that anyone should question her way of life. The traffic ground to a halt again, a single lane straggling along the embankment overlooking the turgid brown waters of the Thames. The bright sunshine danced on the surface of the water when viewed at an oblique angle, a golden sheen on the murk below. From another angle there was nothing but dull brown and a rippling surface, broken only by the garbage that drifted along with the river. That was the way with Anita too, Pamela thought to herself. Anita saw only the surface shine too lost in the golden sheen to notice the depths below - while Pamela could scarcely see the surface at all. Somewhere there had to be that oblique angle that would make things sensible, and Pamela had to find that angle and then show it to Anita.
 
 "We're in for a long wait," the cab-driver reported, flicking the glass screen down for a moment. It was hardly news; the evidence snaked along the river, an irritated line of cars, buses and taxis that paralleled the river. "Let's walk," Pamela suggested, realising that a walk along the embankment would be a lot nicer than looking at it from the back of the cab. "Good idea," Anthony agreed, tapping the screen to get the cabbie's attention. She didn't wait. The cab had become too claustrophobic and the hum of the diesel engine was getting on her nerves too. The air did not smell good unfortunately; she inhaled deeply and got a lungful of monoxide instead of bracing river air. With the traffic at a stand-still she skipped across the road, aware that the cab-driver was following her with his tired, rheumy eyes; hay fever, she guessed and then felt sorry for him having to sit all day in the London traffic, which was always worse during the summer. Anthony joined her a moment later, winding his way across the road to catch up. His hand was in his pocket for the phone before he had even reached her. In the heat his suit seemed over formal, the crisp white shirt and silk tie perfect for a day several degrees cooler. "Excuse me for one moment," he apologised, flicking open the matt black telephone. "Anthony Grey," he announced sombrely, speaking to the compact little machine. "Yes, she is with me . . . We are willing to consider any new leads . . . Yes . . .," there was a pause while he listened for a few minutes. "I see . . . Do you have any more details? . . . Yes . . . Please wait, I'll put your suggestion to her now." "Is it Michael Hamilton?" she guessed as Anthony put his hand over the phone. "Yes. He has spoken to another of his contacts and has been informed that Peter Barron and Anita Duncan will be attending a gathering of some sort later this week," Anthony reported. "This could be your chance to speak with Anita on neutral territory. Are you interested?" "Do we know more?" Pamela asked, aiming to avoid being rushed into anything. Anthony shrugged and handed her the telephone. "This is Pamela," she said briskly. "What sort of gathering and where?" "A party of some sort, small-scale," Hamilton said, his voice coming through clearly on the phone, even down to the pitying whine. "It's another pervert gettogether by the sound of it. If he's taking Anita with him then you know what'll happen. This is your chance to get her away from him. Once she's out of that prison she'll soon see that what I'm offering means freedom." "How do you know about this party?" she asked, suspicions aroused by the speed with which he had gathered the information. If he knew so much, and so many people in Peter Barron's circle, why was he even bothering to employ her? "Harry Scanlon's got a friend of a friend. He's the one who took Harry to Barron's place last time. Are you going to take this chance or what?" "What chance?" "I can get you invited, sort of," Hamilton continued. "Like Grey said, you just need to get some rapport going with Anita. If you turn up with another bloke and act like his slave then she'll think that you're not looking at her like she's some kind of freak. Do you follow? Show her that you're like her
 
 and then convince her that there's more to life than just that? That makes sense, doesn't it?" "I don't like the way you're trying to push me into this," Pamela told him, turning to Anthony for moral support. He had only heard one side of the conversation but he seemed to have guessed what was going on. "I'm not forcing you into anything," Hamilton countered defensively. "It's your choice - you either want to help Anita or you don't. If you think she's right in what she's doing then forget the whole thing; if you've got doubts about it then this is your chance to get it right. Think about it, and call me back. We don't have much time. For all I know this bloke might have a partner lined up . . ." "I'll call back," Pamela agreed reluctantly. Anthony took the telephone, listened for a second and then snapped it shut and returned it to his jacket pocket. "I gather from that that he wants an answer instantly," he said. She nodded. "The bastard. He's trying to push me into this one, Anthony. He wants me to masquerade as someone's submissive little woman so that I can worm my way into Anita's affections. Once I've convinced her of my good intentions I try and spirit her away from Peter. That's crazy, isn't it?" "Completely," Anthony agreed. "I don't think you should do it. Call him back now and tell him so." "I can't," she sighed, gesturing for the telephone. "It's a stupid idea; I hate it, but I have to try it. I need to prove to Anita that I'm willing to try to live like her. If she recognises that I'm sincere then perhaps she'll listen to me. I won't pretend that I'm like her - that won't work - I just want to show her that I'm willing to try it." "You think that will succeed?" Anthony asked sceptically. "It might," she replied, without much enthusiasm or hope. "For a moment I thought I'd seen her waver - when I was talking to her - then she grew all defensive and I could see that she was hiding behind the security of being Peter's possession. I need to try again, even if it's only to convince myself that she's there because it's best for her." Anthony nodded. He keyed in the number and then handed it to her. "Yes?" she heard Michael Hamilton's eager answer. "Yes, I'll do it," she told him simply. A thousand doubts filled her mind, the questions crowding in like the water against the granite walls of the embankment against which she leant. It was a mistake, she knew. But one that had to be made. "She'll thank you for it in the end," he assured her, with the routine false sincerity which she had come to expect from him. The contrast with Peter Barron's mansion was very pronounced. Peter Barron's place probably had an extra nought or two on the end of the asking price, Pamela thought, as the car turned into a small close of modern detached houses. Even so, the neatly arranged houses around her were still way out of her league. Situated just outside a small village in the heart of Surrey, the estate was pure stockbroker belt; affluent and self-contained. The car had slowed to a crawl and Alan, her companion for the day, was peering at each house as they passed. The cars in the drives were either sleek and opulent or big and functional, and there were few houses with only the one car parked alongside. Pamela was doing her best to remain calm. Deep breaths and repeated entreaties to herself to relax were not working however. She had been given little time to prepare and it still rankled. A quick drink
 
 with Alan had been her only introduction to her erstwhile Master; Michael Hamilton had not allowed for anything more. Anthony had been there, keeping a strict eye on things; and though reluctant he had not tried to stop her from going ahead. Besides which Alan had been checked out very thoroughly. His file had even been given to him by Anthony, who wanted to make sure that nobody got any wrong ideas. In a way, dealing with Michael Hamilton and Alan had been easier than dealing with Nina. Pamela had decided that the truth would have caused too many complications. Only the story she had concocted had also caused complications - namely that Nina refused to believe it. Nina had simply refused to believe that Pamela had dropped the case, any more than she had believed that Michael Hamilton had admitted defeat. "This is it here," Alan said, steering the car onto the drive of the last house on the close. There were two other cars in the drive, parked side by side; both of them smart black sports cars, one of them a convertible with the hood down. "They're not poor, are they?" Pamela remarked, welcoming the interruption to her train of thought. She had parted with Nina on bad terms, and each time she thought about it she felt sorry. Perhaps the truth would have been better, but then there was a part of her which was angry with Nina because she hadn't been truthful either. "He's a consultant, works for the multinationals," Alan explained, "and she's in PR or something like that." "Remember what we agreed," she reminded him apprehensively, "nothing heavy. I don't care what you get up to normally, with me there are limits." Alan smiled, his long thin face lit by the warmth in his eyes. "It's all right," he said reassuringly, "I'm not the Marquis de Sade. These are just theatrics; if either of us doesn't enjoy it then we stop. If you're nervous we can agree a code word. As soon as you've had enough just repeat the word and I'll stop whatever's going on." Pamela relaxed. "No, I trust you," she said, smiling back. "Good, that's how I like it," he said firmly. "Now, are we ready?" "As ready as I'll ever be." Their hosts were at the door before Pamela and Alan were even out of the car. She was in her late thirties: trim, dark-haired but with blonde highlights, a healthy tan that glowed. She was dressed casually, in a white cotton dress that flared at the waist and reached half way down her thighs. Her partner was tall; light-skinned with light coloured hair swept back. Both were smiling warmly, assessing Pamela with expert eyes that were friendly despite the predatory looks. "James! Diana!" Alan rushed forward, arm extended, a hearty smile on his lips. There followed a round of back slapping with James and a quick peck on the cheek from Diana. "And this is Pamela," Alan said, stepping back so that she could step forward. "We're so glad you could make it," Diana enthused, her voice filled with such obvious excitement that Pamela could only smile in return. The look in Diana's eyes was inviting. There was a question there and when their eyes met they both knew the answer. "Yes," James added, "we're always glad to meet new friends. After the drive from London you must both be parched." "Too right. I don't know about Pamela but I'm suffering serious dehydration here," Alan laughed.
 
 The men went inside first; James following Alan, and then Diana stood aside to let Pamela in. She followed through a hallway, then a sun-filled room and straight out into the sunshine again. The crystal blue waters of a pool sparkled before them, the still surface like a mirror reflecting the light. Beyond the pool the neatly trimmed lawn stretched out for the length of the garden, which was surrounded on all sides by high brick walls garlanded with bushes and vines. Alan made straight for the poolside bar, housed in a small brick building on the other side of the pool. "Wow, it must be great having your own pool," Pamela remarked to Diana, enchanted by the water that looked so invitingly cool. Peter Barron's home had been ornate but oddly unmoving. In contrast Pamela was more immediately impressed by the pool and the bar. She was reminded of Ginny and Chris; making love sensuously by their pool, slow and unhurried and wrapped up in each other in every way. "Yes, but it takes a summer like this one to really appreciate it," Diana said. From the outside the bar building had looked small and compact, but inside it was surprisingly roomy and the air quite cool. The bar and counter were situated at the far end, with high stools along the bar. Wicker armchairs and low-slung tables were arranged closer to the sliding glass doors, which were completely open. Alan was not waiting on ceremony; he was already behind the bar pouring himself a drink when Pamela entered. The walls were decorated with postcards and souvenirs from all over the world; the bright happy colours filling the otherwise gloomy room with their light. Most of the chairs were looking towards the pool, facing the silvery-blue surface that glinted in the sunshine. "Are we the first to arrive?" Pamela asked Diana softly. "Yes. The others will be arriving soon though, I'm sure. Now, what would you like to drink?" The shelves behind the bar were stacked high with a gallery of bottles and optics and glasses, from exotic beers to evil-looking spirits in unlabelled bottles. "Just a fruit juice for me, please," Pamela said, almost apologetically. "Nothing stronger?" James asked, waving an arm at the massed alcohol collection behind the bar. "Orange juice," Diana suggested, "and some champagne to take the taste away." Alan pointed to the green bottle resting in the ice bucket, the glass running with rivers of condensation. Pamela smiled and nodded. "That'll be lovely," she agreed. James took the bottle and popped it open without fuss, the champagne fizzing into the glasses with not a drop wasted. "To new friends," James said, raising his glass to the toast. Pamela raised her glass and then took a sip. It tasted divine, the slightly dry flavour of the champagne contrasting with the fuller, acidic flavour of the orange. For a few moments there was silence. Pamela was a stranger and still not at ease. These were people she had never met before and she knew nothing about them; nor did she know what to expect from them. The scene was so urbane, so ordinary that Pamela had trouble imagining what possible link there was between them and Peter Barron and Anita. "Who else are we expecting?" Alan asked, breaking the tense silence. "Whatever happened to surprises?" Diana asked him, sharing a sly smile with him. "Oh, it's like that is it?" Alan responded with a meaningful laugh. "How many couples, at least?"
 
 Pamela looked lost. Alan had been told very little; as far as he was concerned she was a friend of Michael Hamilton's and interested in having a good time. He knew nothing of her interest in Anita or Peter Barron, and nothing about her true feelings towards Hamilton. At their one meeting she had given the impression of wanting to indulge some of her fantasies but nothing else. Most of the talking had been done by Michael Hamilton himself, who had hinted that she was more than willing to experiment sexualiy. It had been Alan who had gone further, and had asked her what she felt about playing kinky games. He was quite open about it; not a flicker of embarrassment in his eyes. But then Pamela realised that she was posing as a sexual sophisticate, a free and independent woman with her own strong ideas of what she wanted out of life. Alan's question, simply put, had made her smile. He inspired confidence where Michael Hamilton merely inspired loathing. Yes, she had confessed, she was willing to experiment with SM, but only on her conditions. "Two other couples," Diana finally conceded. "I did tell you not to say anything," James told her, his voice losing its edge of good humour. He was speaking to Diana but his glance kept switching to Pamela. "I'm sorry, darling," Diana responded quietly, her face showing the slightest hint of red. She too kept glancing at Pamela, as if to check how she'd react to the exchange. "You'll have to remember that one for later," Alan suggested. He emerged from behind the bar with a drink in hand, and ambled over to one of the seats by the entrance. "And do you really think I'd forget it?" James asked, joining him by the entrance. Diana smiled sweetly at Pamela and then motioned for her to come over to the bar. "Look there," she said quietly, pointing to a place behind the bar. Pamela stood on tiptoes to look down into the corner, where she saw what it was that Diana was pointing at - a small strip of stiff black leather, with one side tapered into a handle and the other split into three longer strips. "Is that what you'll get later?" Pamela asked, turning from the tawse to Diana. "Me and a few others too," Diana admitted, quietly excited. Her eyes sparkled with anticipation, and still she was waiting, ready to gauge Pamela's reaction to the confession. "In front of all of us?" Pamela asked, not feigning the sudden excitement that flared inside her. Diana looked good; her long thighs were lithe and wellshaped, and the thin cotton dress hinted at the tight roundness of her backside. The idea of seeing her bent over, her backside displayed for all to see, was decidedly arousing. "Of course," Diana agreed, "you'd like that, wouldn't you?" Pamela's face was reddening when she nodded her reply. She would have liked to reach out and stroke Diana's thighs, to feel the soft flesh under her fingers. Even better she would have liked to press her fingers into Diana's pussy, to tease open the pussy lips and to steal the moist honey from within. "Good, because I'm going to love being punished in front of you," Diana admitted hotly. "And then I'm going to enjoy Alan doing the same to you." The ringing of the telephone startled them both. When Pamela looked round she realised that the two men had been watching them with growing excitement. They had been standing so close; their bodies almost touching, their eyes melting into each other in a gaze completely sexual.
 
 "The door," Diana explained with a disappointed sigh. She and James left together to greet the new arrivals and Pamela joined Alan by the doorway. "She's nice, isn't she?" Alan said, smiling. "Have you ever spanked her?" she asked, knowing what the answer was going to be. Alan laughed and put an arm around her waist. "Yes, lots of times. She loves it; which is why she likes to tease so much. Would you like to spank her too?" The question was outrageous. Pamela had not even considered the possibility, but now that it had been suggested she was intrigued. "No, of course I wouldn't," she lied. But it was a lie so patently untrue that she knew Alan didn't believe it. "How about if I spank you instead?" he asked, smiling. "For being such a terrible liar?" "Alan!" she exclaimed, half-shocked and yet the smile on her face told its own story. The idea was no longer so repulsive, if only because she now wanted to enjoy the sight of Diana being soundly spanked first. "Don't look so alarmed," he laughed, squeezing her gently around the waist. "You're in good company here. And besides, once you've both been spanked I'm sure you'll want to console each other." Voices from the other side of the pool caught their attention. For a moment Pamela's heart skipped a beat as she imagined that Peter Barron and Anita had arrived, but the voices belonged to another couple. He was short, grey-haired, smartly dressed. She was much younger, and barely covered by a single brightly coloured wrap that swathed her body. "Who are they?" Pamela whispered to Alan. The young woman had pitch-black hair and dark, sultry eyes. Her long legs were completely bared, the thin wrap flapping gently in the breeze. "Don't know them, but I suspect they're business associates or clients," Alan replied, his eyes also fixed on the younger woman. She walked with a steady swaying of the hips, like a catwalk model on manoeuvres, one foot crossing the other with every step. "She does look good," Pamela sighed, with a twinge of unaccustomed jealousy. "She'd look better leashed," Alan joked, an attractive grin on his face. "Introductions," James announced. "Victor and Sophia, our dear friends Alan and Pamela." "So glad to meet you," Victor said smoothly, taking Pamela's hand and raising it to his lips in a gesture that would have looked ridiculous coming from anyone else there. His eyes were well-defined, sharp and intelligent, and for a moment Pamela had to look away. His manner reminded her of Peter Barron, though Victor seemed the more suave of the two. It was in the eyes; both had eyes that could strip away the layers of convention and respectability and gaze dispassionately at the core of a person. "Hi," Pamela replied, disturbed by his presence. "Now, drinks everybody," Diana called from the bar, having lined up more glasses of champagne and bucks fizz. She was happy, her smile full of an excitement that was infectious. Sophia barely returned Pamela's smile of greeting. She was young, perhaps not yet twenty, and aware that her good looks attracted everybody, male and female. Her lips were rouged, glossy and
 
 scarlet, petals of a rose. Her dark eyes were frosty but intense, challenging everyone who dared to look at her. Beneath the colourful silk wrap she wore the briefest of briefs and a bikini top that cupped her breasts beautifully. She followed Victor towards the bar, keeping a single step behind him, a sullen look on her face. "How do you feel?" Alan asked, coming up behind Pamela as she watched Victor and Sophia. "Fine," she smiled, glad that he was so attentive. "What do you think of them?" "Not sure yet. She looks great but that stroppy attitude's either a come-on for later or else they're seriously into Master and Servant stuff." "What about you? Aren't you into all that?" He shrugged. "I like to play games. It makes life more interesting, but I've never gone beyond that. How about you?" "Refills you two!" James called from the bar, waving the half-empty bottle of champagne in the air. "Come on, I could do with another drink," Pamela said, taking Alan by the hand and pulling him over to the bar. Already she could see that Diana was staring greedily at Sophia; almost licking her lips with anticipation. James had noticed it too and was enjoying it, swapping an indulgent smile with Victor. "The others should be here soon," James remarked, handing Pamela a second glass of bucks fizz. Pamela tried to force a smile. It occurred to her that she did not want Anita to turn up too soon. She knew that as soon as Anita set eyes on her the game would be given away, unless Pamela had already shown herself as a submissive. "Well I hope that they're going to be happier than she is!" she declared loudly, turning round to face Sophia angrily. There was silence for a moment. A long second that seemed to stretch and stretch until it would break. Sophia stared back defiantly, her breasts pressed forwards so that her nipples were peaked against the bikini top and the silk wrap. Her lips were pursed: scarlet, glossy and invitingly sexy. Diana looked aghast, as though a hostess's nightmare were coming true. "You'll let her speak this way?" Victor asked, his clear voice cutting through the silence like a knife. It wasn't a question; it was a challenge directed at Alan. "I would blame the drink," Alan began, putting down his own drink, "but as she's only had one drink I have to assume that she simply doesn't know how to behave herself. Pamela, please apologise." "Why should I?" Pamela replied angrily. She was breathing hard and felt shaky. Her heart was pounding and the colour of her cheeks was slowly turning red. The game had started; all it had taken was one outburst, and where the others had been astounded Victor had picked up on it at once. "If she were mine she'd be disciplined," James said, adopting the cold arrogance of a Master. "No, I agree with her," Diana cried. "It looks as though you're going to have to prove that, James," Alan pointed out. "No, not me," James replied instantly. "They've insulted our guests; in which case I believe it to be common courtesy for Victor to have the choice."
 
 Pamela and Diana looked at each other and then at Victor. He seemed disinterested, weighing up the choices with cool deliberation. He snapped his fingers and Sophia was on her knees, down at his heels, her posture submissive but her eyes still blazing defiance. "Both require a dose of correction," he announced finally, sounding as though it were a great chore. "However I feel no inclination to administer it myself - it's too hot and I'd rather not engage in such petty sports. May I suggest that each punish the other?" "As you wish, Victor," Alan agreed, with the barest flicker of a smile. "But not in here," James added as an afterthought. "By the pool I think, where we can enjoy the sun." "An excellent suggestion," Victor agreed. "Right, bring the strap and the cane with you," James whispered to Diana. He took his drink and joined Alan and the others outside, by the side of the pool. "Will it hurt?" Pamela asked, shaking. She could feel the wet heat between her thighs, the latent arousal making her feel hot and excited. Her only real experience of erotic punishment had been with Nina, and despite the intensity of pleasure she had experienced she had blotted it out of her mind. Now it all came rushing back - the adrenaline, the pure sexual excitement, the bliss of being punished. "Yes, darling, it'll hurt," Diana told her, going behind the bar to retrieve the implements of correction. "But you can hurt me too . . ." "Hurry up!" Alan called from outside. Diana went first, carrying the long rattan cane and the heavy black strap which she had retrieved from their hiding place behind the bar. The men were sitting on a pair of sun loungers at the side of the pool closest to the house. Alan and James were sharing one; sitting side by side and waiting impatiently for the show to begin. Victor was sitting on the other, looking relaxed and comfortable, shielded by a parasol from the worst glare, with Sophia obediently on hands and knees beside him. "Pamela started this," Alan reminded everyone, "I think it's only fair that she go last." There were nods of agreement from the others, and even a sly smile from Sophia. Diana handed the strap and the cane over, her eyes open wide with arousal, her breath deep and uneven. She knew exactly what to do. She walked to the edge of the pool and positioned herself between the steel handles of the steps which emerged from the water. Carefully she edged over, keeping her feet parallel to the bars as her hands slid down them slowly. In moments she was completely bent over, her face staring down to the clear surface of the water, which rippled from the whispered breeze. Her short cotton dress had ridden up to reveal lithe thighs, with every muscle toned and held taut by her position. She was evenly tanned, her golden skin contrasting to the virginal white of her dress. "Lift her skirt and pull her knickers down," James directed, relishing every word. Pamela snuck a glance at Victor, who wore the air of a man perpetually bored. He seemed uninterested, his fingers toying back and forth lazily through Sophia's thick black mane. In contrast Alan's eyes were filled with wonder, his excitement so clearly sexual. Like James he was relishing every moment as it unfolded. Pamela lifted the hem of Diana's skirt and lingered for a moment, delighted by what she saw. Diana's bottom cheeks were parted slightly by a sliver of dark black material, the black band emphasising the roundness of her behind which she offered up so temptingly. Lower down the black
 
 band of her thong was pulled between the bulging lips of her sex, a hint of moisture marking a darker patch on the material. "Knickers down!" James repeated stridently. Pamela let the hem of the dress rest over Diana's waist and then brushed her hands softly over the firm buttocks to slip her fingers under the panties. She pulled gently, teasing the tiny garment away and exciting herself still more. Her eyes drank in the image of Diana's behind, the tight anal button and the pussy lips which were parted to reveal pink heaven within. If they had been alone, Pamela would have put her mouth to Diana's sex and kissed her there, her tongue eager to explore the other woman's body - but they were not alone. "Forget the cane and the strap," Victor suggested suddenly. "It's early in the day. They were impulsive perhaps. Shall we say ten strokes with the hand?" James looked perplexed by the request. "As you wish, Victor," he acceded reluctantly. "Make them good, hard slaps," Alan cautioned, though he too seemed put out by Victor's decision. Pamela inhaled deeply to prepare herself. Her natural inclination was to adore the body; to make love slowly and tenderly, not to inflict pain and punishment. When would Peter and Anita arrive? The thought distracted her for a moment, but there was too much excitement and anticipation in the air for her to be distracted for too long. She stood awkwardly, unable to decide how to position herself for best effect. From where they sat, the audience had a clear view of Diana's magnificent body, bent double, her hindquarters fully displayed. At last she raised her arm and brought it down squarely against Diana's right buttock. The sharp slab of sound filled the air, louder than her own cry of shock and Diana's exclamation of pain. Her hand tingled, fingers buzzing and red, but that was nothing compared to the distinct imprint of her hand on Diana's flesh. "Oh . . . I'm so sorry . . ." she cried, rubbing her palm softly against the punished flesh, able to feel the heat radiating from the red hand printed on golden flesh. "Stop that! Stop that, now!" James cried angrily, jumping up from his place beside Alan. "That's not the way to behave! You'll punish her hard and not touch her like that!" he fumed, his face becoming red with rage. "Has she never punished before?" Victor asked, sitting up, the look of boredom now gone. "No, this is her first time," Alan admitted, smiling. "How interesting," Victor mused, swinging his legs round to sit up properly. He was smiling at Pamela, apparently delighted by her inexperience. "Interesting or not, Victor," James snapped, "I expect a punishment to be performed properly. The number of strokes is doubled," he told Pamela, "for each of you." "Please continue, my dear," Victor suggested delightedly. "Nineteen more strokes like the first, and then you'll take yours in turn." Diana was mute, her eyes hooded, dazed. She seemed to tighten her grip, shifting to make herself more secure. Her panties were stretched between her thighs, like thin black bonds that held her in place. Pamela raised her arm again and brought it down hard, afraid now that if she did not perform well
 
 the degree of punishment would be raised again. Her hand stung, and there was another warm imprint of her fingers raised on Diana's bottom. Without waiting she issued the next stroke and then the next again; each one hard and well placed, making Diana sigh and flinch each time. Soon Pamela began to control each stroke, hitting hard without hurting her own hand. She tried hard to concentrate on what she was doing and not on the feelings of pain that Diana was experiencing. She tried not to let her own excitement grow, but her pussy was wet with her honey and her nipples seemed to harden and become more sensitive. Looking down she gazed with exhilaration and secret delight at the patterns of red and pink that marked Diana's upper thighs and firm round bottom cheeks. Such hard strokes, and yet it was possible to hear the sighs of pleasure escaping from Diana's lips. The vivid colour merged and spread across the bottom cheeks and between the thighs until Diana's sex was as red as her behind. Several times badly aimed strokes landed there, directly over Diana's pussy, making her grimace and cry out, and each time Pamela's fingers had been touched with sticky wetness. "Enough!" James declared finally. Pamela stopped; realised that she had lost count. Her arm ached and her fingers were almost numb. But her panties were wet and she could spy the oozing nectar that dappled Diana's thighs. Never had she seen anything so arousing, and she longed to get down and kiss the redness she had inflicted, to suck away the pain and to drink the juices from Diana's quim. "The phone," James cried, exasperated. He stood up and walked back towards the house, looking over his shoulder as Diana eased herself back to a standing position. Her body quivered and for a moment she was balanced precariously over the pool, as though about to fall into the inviting coolness of the water. "Are you okay?" Pamela whispered, surprised at her own excitement. She should have been confused, but instead she felt drawn to hold Diana in her arms and for the two of them to make love. There was no doubt in her mind that Diana would have reciprocated if she were able. "Now it's your turn, my dear," Victor reminded her. "Has she been spanked before?" he added, turning to Alan. "Yes," Pamela replied quickly. "But never in public. "Excellent, excellent," Victor told her, as though she were there to pander to his jaded tastes. Sophia looked at her strangely, as though she too were going to enjoy the display about to take place. James returned, looking flustered, a portable telephone in hand. He shrugged apologetically to Victor and handed the phone to Alan. "They said it was urgent," he explained, obviously annoyed. "Who is it?" Alan asked, taking the phone. "Your office," James told him. "I'm sorry everyone," Alan apologised, "I won't be a moment." While Alan retreated to the house James decided it was time to examine his wife. He made her face the pool and then lifted her skirt again, displaying her punished backside to Victor as though seeking his approval. Diana's face was as pink as her derriere, but her shame did not stop her softly crying her cries of delight as he pushed his fingers into the wetness of her sex. "Would you like to use her?" James asked Victor, offering the wetness of his fingers as the evidence of her desire. Victor smiled. "Most generous, James, and I appreciate the gesture. Later, perhaps. Now, I should
 
 think that your young lady will enjoy her revenge." Before James had a chance to respond, Alan came back from the house, a look of despondency marking his features. He was clearly upset and for a moment Pamela was certain that he was going to annouce some terrible news. He looked at her mournfully, his eyes filled with a desire so desperate that it frightened her. "I have to go back," he announced quietly. "What do you mean back?" Pamela demanded, silencing the other murmurs of disquiet. "I have no choice," he explained in the weary tones of defeat. "It's one of those times when I just have to be there. There's no choice. No bloody choice." "But this is terrible," Diana sighed, her voice still weak but able to express her disappointment. "I'm sorry everyone. If there were any way I could get out of it . . ." "Can't it wait?" Pamela asked, the consequences working their way through her brain. She felt so aroused, and the anticipation of her own chastisement was making her even more aroused. "No, it can't wait. I just hope that there's a clear road and no police cars." "What about Pamela?" James asked, turning towards her. "It's up to you," Alan told her. "You can go back with me or wait for me to pick you up when all this is over." "When will that be?" she asked, wondering about Peter and Anita. "Later tonight, tomorrow maybe," he explained pessimistically. "She has to be punished," Victor declared, as though the matter were entirely his to decide. Pamela saw the look of anger in Alan's eyes. He had finally had enough of Victor making all the decisions. "I have to stay," she said softly, turning away. She felt sorry for Alan. She liked him and wanted him to stay, but in the circumstances there was nothing else she could do. She couldn't risk going and missing her last chance to talk to Anita Duncan. "If that's what you want," Alan muttered. "I'll be back as soon as I can." Pamela watched him go and tried her best not to notice the look of triumph in Victor's eyes.
 
 Eleven Pamela closed her eyes. Alan leaving suddenly had not been part of her plan, and now that he was gone she felt less certain of herself. It had been comforting with him around, even though they hardly knew each other. There was something reassuringly normal about him, as though he bridged the gap between the excesses of Peter Barron and her own needs and desires. "There's no need to worry . . ." Diana whispered, as though divining the waves of doubt that passed through Pamela. "Thanks. Does it still hurt?"
 
 "It stings like hell," Diana said, reaching down to rub her backside softly. James returned, having seen Alan back to the car. The disturbance had annoyed him. His face was screwed up in an expression of irritation and anger. "He's gone, and it's a pity he'll miss your punishment, nothing more. Don't think that because Alan has left you'll not get what you deserve." "What time are the others getting here?" Pamela asked quietly. Her face was blushing red. The horror and the shame of her situation clear for all to see. "They'll be here later," James informed her impatiently. "We had agreed on twenty strokes," Victor re minded them all, smiling lopsidedly. His earlier expression of indifference was now only a memory. He was sitting forward in his seat, ready to feast his eyes on Pamela as she was punished. "Yes," James said, "but first I think that Diana should undress. I want to enjoy watching her perform naked." Diana complied, slipping off her thin cotton dress to reveal that she was naked apart from her lacy black bra which had matched her skimpy panties. When she turned to pick her dress up from the floor Pamela was treated to a view of Diana's spanked bottom cheeks; the red blotches all over her skin showed no sign of fading away. The dark tangle of hair between her thighs was neatly trimmed, a black triangle of hair on her bulging pubis. She made no move to remove her bra - through which her large nipples were visible - as though only her punished rear cheeks were of interest. Victor watched her with an approving smile, which in turn made James smile, as though one man desired the other's approval for everything. Diana's eyes were slightly reddened, and for the first time Pamela realised just how harsh her punishment had been. The thought made her bite her lip. She had been inexperienced and yet had caused Diana to cry; what would Diana be capable of? "Hurry up, girl! Get into position," James ordered. Pamela moved up to the edge of the pool, between the angled steel arms of the pool steps, and stared down into the water. The tiles at the very bottom were blue and white, the pattern floating on the surface like a sheen that could be broken by the light. The water rippled gently, lapping at the sides as it was touched by the barest of breezes that flowed through the gardens. She placed a foot on each side of the step and then took hold of the steel frame. Easing herself down gently, she was aware that her loose skirt was rising higher at the back, just as the front inched towards the surface of the water. It wasn't an easy position to hold. Her legs were stretched tight, her knees locking straight, her thighs pushed out. Her hands moved lower, tightly gripping the smooth metal, until they gripped the lowest point of the metal frame and were beside her ankles. The steps disappeared into the water, the rungs going down a couple of feet before they stopped completely. Diana needed no orders. She knew precisely what to do and when. She flipped over the hem of Pamela's skirt, revealing Pamela's bottom cheeks spread slightly open, with a thin strip of white lace between the bottom cheeks and pressed deliciously into her pussy. Pamela was wet and she hoped to God that it didn't show. Her clitty was throbbing and the desire inside her was dark and deep. The shame on her face seemed connected to the desire that throbbed so unfamiliarly. This isn't me, she tried to tell herself; I'm only doing this to get what I want. The panties were pulled down, down over the thighs and stretched tight from knee to knee. Diana's fingers had brushed against Pamela's sex lips, making Pamela's heart race with pure sensual excitement. She was being watched. James and Victor's eyes were eating into her, and that too seemed
 
 to add to the weird swirl of sensations inside her. She could imagine what she looked like; in her mind she saw herself and felt a wicked thrill of the forbidden. It shouldn't be like this, she told herself without completely believing it. "You may commence now," Victor declared airily. The first stroke was a white flash of pain - pure, intense and unexpected. Pamela screamed her shock, her voice filling the air like the cry of a wounded animal. Her flesh was burning, fire on her skin that rapidly began to burn deeper. Her eyes bulged and she gripped tighter, biting her lip to fight back the pain. The second stroke was just as hard but this time she had braced herself. The pain was unbearable and she bit down hard on her lower lip. Then a third stroke, superimposed on the first, hard and furious, Diana's fingers like steel against her soft flesh. A fourth stroke and then a fifth. The pain came in great waves that broke against her skin and then receded slowly, only to crash again a moment later. Pamela's body seemed to be aflame, the fire on her bottom cheeks seeping in to touch her pussy, linking sensuously with the press of her nipples against her top. She was shaking, hardly able to control her body. Again. Again. Hard spanks of a woman's hand against her flesh, making her cry and scream and moan. The pleasure was there, informing the pain, part of it and yet not part of it. Her sex was soaked, and each stroke seemed to touch her pussy lips in a way that made her tremble. Pamela's cry of orgasm was sudden and unexpected. For a moment she felt dizzy; her body tensed, shook, her thighs spasming and then she cried out. Pain that was ecstasy - her body bent over at the waist, completely displayed in its wanton glory while she accepted her punishment with exhilaration and desire. The hard smacks rained down, with no let up and no loss of tempo, over the tops of her thighs, across the rounded bottom cheeks, down hard between her pussy lips. "You may stand up, now," James ordered, his voice breaking through the stunned silence. Pamela moaned deliriously. She tried to push herself back to a standing position but failed. It felt as though she were welded into place, an object like any other. Diana came to her rescue, easing her up slowly, helping her to stand unsteadily. The world spun around crazily and the understanding slowly dawned. Pamela had shamed herself, climaxing repeatedly while being punished by Diana. "I'd like a drink now," Victor told her. "Please bring me a glass of champagne." "Strip her first," James ordered. Diana reached round and undid the catch on Pamela's skirt, letting it fall to the ground. She knelt on the ground and pulled Pamela's panties down from between the knees and made her step out of them. Next the top came off, leaving Pamela completely naked, her chest marked red with the bufferfly flush of her orgasm. "Get the drinks now," James added, "both of you." Diana took Pamela's hand and led her back to the bar, under the watchful gaze of her husband, Victor and a smiling Sophia. Once inside, and away from their prying eyes, Diana reaching down and stroked the heat from Pamela's backside. "You were gorgeous," she whispered, kissing her softly on the mouth. "This is so unreal . . ." Pamela whimpered, her eyes filled with tears. Where was Nina? Why was she so alone? The pain on her backside was excruciating, and yet every tremor of it made her feel excited. Diana's fingers reached down, snaking under the bottom cheeks and running up between the thighs, stroking between the wetness of the pussy lips and over the tight rear hole. "We'd better hurry," Diana warned her, "or we'll get even more for dawdling." They poured the
 
 drinks quickly, hardly daring to look at each other. Diana gave her an encouraging smile as they emerged from the bar and into the sunlight again. Pamela shielded her eyes as she returned to the pool side, aware suddenly of her nakedness now that she was watched. Her nipples were hard points, dark nodes of flesh centred on her firm breasts, the first jewels of perspiration sparkling like droplets of champagne on her skin. Victor and James had been deep in conversation but they fell silent, watching intently as the two punished women hurried towards them. Pamela's hand was shaking and she feared that the champagne flute would slip through her fingers and shatter in a thousand pieces against the side of the pool. She presented it to Victor, bending low to give it to him, her breasts swaying gently as she did so. Her face was burning and a voice in the back of her mind was screaming for her to stop, but she was mesmerised, trapped by Victor's eyes and the dark pleasures she was experiencing for the first time. His fingers touched her breasts as he took the glass from her, a soft glancing caress against her erect nipples that sent shivers down her spine. This is good," Victor remarked approvingly, speaking to James as though Pamela and Diana were not capable of understanding. "In Diana's case she's been well-trained," James replied, a touch of pride in his voice. "And in her case, I wonder?" Victor asked, looking directly into Pamela's confused eyes until she turned away from him. Her heart was pounding again, and with it the smarting pain on her backside throbbed anew. She straightened up, wanting to speak out, to stand up for herself, but could say nothing. Victor took one sip of his drink and then touched the cool glass to Pamela's thigh, pressing the condensation against the heat of her skin. Automatically she turned, looking silently to Diana for guidance. Victor moved the glass round, now pressing it directly against the swell of her bottom cheeks, rolling it playfully against the heat of her punishment. It felt like heaven, sucking away the heat and offering a degree of solace and relief. "I told you we'd make this an interesting visit," James laughed, deciding to repeat the gesture on Diana. She sighed and turned her back to him, parting her thighs and bending over, offering her backside to him completely and without shame. Her eyes were closed and her mouth slightly open; her tongue rimmed against her red lips as the cool glass was rubbed teasingly over her bottom cheeks. "And so it is, so it is," Victor agreed with a smile. "Bend over, girl. Bend right down . . ." Pamela obeyed, parting her long legs and then sliding her hands down them until she gripped her ankles. Her body was prone, her legs stretched tight once more. Her sex was open, the pussy lips wet and tender and visible from behind. He touched her; two fingers stroking up and down her thigh and then exploring her pussy, lingering at the mouth of her sex, nudging gently against her clit. She moaned softly, eyes half-closed with delight. In her mind she saw herself: bent over double, body shockingly exposed, her rear side still pink and red from her spanking, her pussy lips an open bloom of tender pleasure. "Clean her for me," Victor said, snapping his fingers suddenly. Sophia moved with feline deliberation, stirring as though from sleep and crawling on all fours towards Pamela. Her eyes were dark ovals that gazed with icy indifference at Pamela's hindquarters, at the lithe thighs parted fully and the inviting wetness of her quim. "If you move, Pamela," Victor warned, sharing an evil grin with James, "then I shall have no hesitation in applying the strap to you myself." For the first time Sophia smiled, and the smile sent a jolt of fear right through Pamela. She knew that Sophia was a devil, and that she would know perfectly how to use her mouth to taunt and tease.
 
 Where was Peter Barron? Where was Anita? She longed for them to appear, to see her as she was and then to break up the scene before it went much further. There was a wicked glint in Sophia's dark eyes, as though she had taken it as a personal challenge to make Pamela move and hence earn a second round of punishment. Sophia's mouth was cool, deliciously cool against Pamela's hot skin. There was no teasing build up; she pressed her mouth greedily to Pamela's aching pussy, using her tongue to trace the groove deeper and deeper between the labia. Her tongue was slick, skilled, licking deep between the walls of Pamela's sex and sucking hard at the nectar within. Her hands rose in parallel up Pamela's thighs, smooth against the soft flesh etched tight by Pamela's tortuous position. Sophia's hands stopped at the bottom cheeks, fingers pressing against the redness, and took hold carefully. She parted the bottom cheeks completely, almost painfully, stretching Pamela's pussy lips completely open, exposing even the dark rear hole to the heat of her breath. Pamela tensed. The sensations were swirling inside her: horror that she should be so exposed, and yet delighting in it; shame in her acquiescence and yet glorying in it. Sophia pressed forward again, lapping her tongue roughly from the base of Pamela's sex, across the open pussy lips and then over the anal cleft, to stop wetly at the tight rear opening. She toyed for a second, the tip of her tongue swirling round and round the tight ring, and then she closed her mouth over the parted pussy lips, sucking the whole of Pamela's sex into her mouth. She sucked hard and then sat back again, smiling at the look of fear and trepidation that filled Pamela's face. Diana tried to smile encouragingly, but she too seemed transfixed by what she saw. Pamela sighed hotly, afraid that her body would give way. Each time her clit was sucked or licked she felt herself grow weaker. The pressure was building inside her, growing to a crescendo of sensation that she could not control. Sophia was tonguing her again; this time the tip of her tongue penetrated from behind, slipping into the rear hole and tickling her there. Pamela could feel the tightness in her thighs and in her belly, waves of bliss that passed through her from Sophia's mouth. Victor reached out lazily and stroked Sophia's long black hair, patting her gently as she carried out his bidding. Sophia was wedged under Pamela, her mouth glued to Pamela's sex and sucking feverishly. Pamela's sighs and moans were loud, uncontrolled. By sheer force of will she remained in position, her fingers clawing into her flesh as she fought in vain to keep control. Pamela fell forward as she cried out, hands free at last as Sophia's lips had closed hard around her sex bud. Sophia had pressed a finger deep into Pamela's wet rear hole at the moment of climax, the intensity and sensation had been too much, a feeling of violation allied with a thousand tendrils of pleasure snaking through her body. Her sex had rained honey directly into Sophia's mouth, which sucked down every drop with unequalled relish. Diana had been there to catch Pamela, stopping her from falling flat on her face. For a moment Pamela was lost, and then she held onto Diana, a limp figure drained of energy and drenched in perspiration. She had climaxed powerfully, her body still buzzing and tingling with the glow of orgasm. Sophia had won and she had lost, but in losing she had experienced the pure bliss of an orgasm more intense than any she had had before. Victor was smiling patiently, his prize pet by his feet once more, a satisfied smile on her face. James looked astounded, as though he had never witnessed anything so intense before. Diana kissed Pamela on the shoulder, her hot lips brushing against the heat of Pamela's body. "She is very good," James remarked approvingly, looking at Sophia - smiling contentedly, eyes narrowed with pleasure as Victor brushed his hand through her long straight hair. Victor laughed. "Good but expensive," he said, "but worth every penny. When I want her to be dominant she's the cruellest bitch that ever walked the earth. When I want her to be submissive she's the perfect slave, and she'll do anything I ask of her. Honestly, James, you would not believe what this
 
 girl would do for me." "Such as?" James prompted, sitting up eagerly to hear more. "Later," Victor told him, enjoying the disappointment he caused. "First I think that Pamela's going to understand what it is to be really punished." "But it's her first time," Diana whispered to herself, horrified. She turned to James but he looked purposefully away. "No," Victor replied, "it's her second time as I understand it. You were her first." "But she's not ready . . ." Diana insisted protectively. Pamela turned and looked at Victor, her mind grasping at the detail. She had shown herself to be a submissive. She had proved the point she wanted to prove, except that Anita was not there to see it. She had no need to carry on, her body was marked and there were witnesses to her punishment. "I don't have to do this," she said, her voice a croaking whisper that was barely audible. "But you do, my dear," Victor told her sweetly," you do. I think that it's time we went inside, the three of us." "Why?" Diana asked, looking directly at her husband for an answer. "Because Victor's our guest. If he wants to play with Pamela then that's their decision." "What about your other guests?" Pamela asked. "They'll be here later," James assured her. "We'll wait for them inside," Victor told her. He took her by the hand and pulled her away from Diana. Sophia had already picked up the strap and the cane and was holding them tightly, a dark smile on the lips that had made Pamela squirm with pleasure. "James?" Diana cried, realising that she no longer had any say in the game. "Go inside, Pamela. Sophia will show you to our room," Victor ordered, "I do believe that James and I have some business to attend to." Sophia took Pamela's arm and pulled her towards the house. For a moment Pamela resisted, but then the resistance was gone and she was walking as if in a dream towards the house. Behind her she could hear voices, the words indistinct but stern as James and Victor both spoke to Diana. The bedroom was filled with light, streaming in through two sets of open windows. One side of the room was mirrored; the floor-to-ceiling bedroom furniture finished with ornate mirrored doors. It doubled the size of the room, amplifying the sense of space and freedom. Pamela watched herself crossing the room in a daze, her nakedness reflected back as a reproach. Her nipples were still hard, dark rings that jutted out on her upturned breasts. Long thighs that were smooth and brown, tanned naturally to attract the eyes. She could not bear to look any longer. As she turned she saw the red blushes at the top of her thighs and on her buttocks and she felt a stab of fear deep inside her. Sophia was silent, regarding Pamela with haughty disdain, not an ounce of warmth in her manner. She turned and crawled onto the massive bed, moving languidly up to the headboard. Pamela watched her, unable to decide what to do next. Sophia sat on the pillows at the end of the bed, knees under her chin, watching and waiting patiently.
 
 There were voices rising from below, voices that were muted but still conveying anger. Victor's voice was calm and unhurried, while James" was soft and conciliatory; the anger was Diana's. Pamela walked to the first set of windows, thrown open to the sunshine, and peered down. The pool looked even more inviting from a distance, a long rectangle of blue light that reflected the light on ripples of gold. Beyond the pool lay the neatly manicured lawn, a lush green carpet that extended to the high wall surrounding the property. From the window Pamela could see part of the house next door; different but the same. It had its own pool and garden, but the house itself came from the same architect's vision. The others were clustered by the pool, near to the steps that had served as the punishment post. Victor was holding the cane, flexing it into an arc, storing up the energy that swished powerfully when he released it. Beside him stood James, holding Diana by the shoulders and talking to her quietly. Whatever he was saying, it failed to satisfy her. She shook her head grimly, refusing to listen any longer. Victor spoke again. Pamela strained to hear what he was saying, but only the word "punishment" came through clearly. "No! James, stop this!" Diana cried, her eyes blazing with anger. James seemed at a loss. He hesitated, torn between Diana and Victor. Diana pushed his hands away and stormed back towards the bar, oblivious to the fact of her nakedness and that her body still bore the marks of her most recent punishment. James looked lost. He turned to Victor but could find nothing to say. Victor spoke again, his voice too soft for the words to carry across the pool. James listened, nodded, his face blazing red with embarrassment. At last he nodded again, exhaled heavily and turned to go towards the bar after his wife. Victor turned and looked up towards the bedroom window. He smiled, as though he had known all along that Pamela was spying on them. The cane was still in his hand, long, thin and supple. He swished it gently against his leg as he walked towards the house, ignoring Pamela completely. "Do you know the other couple?" Pamela asked Sophia, moving away from the window and back into the middle of the room. "The other couple due to join us today I mean." Sophia looked blank, her lips pouting sulkily and her eyes unmoved. Her wrap was a piece of wispy material that obscured but did not cover up. Her long legs were bare, and the dark strip of her thong pressed tight between her thighs. Pamela noted the way her bikini top bulged as she squashed her breasts against the top of her thighs, especially as her arms were locked elbow to elbow across the front of her legs, holding her in tightly. "Can you speak English?" Pamela asked her, wondering whether Sophia could even understand what was being said to her. "Can you speak even?" "What would you like her to say?" Victor asked, walking into the room. He seemed amused by Pamela's question, as though it were part of an elaborate charade from which Pamela had been excluded. "Nothing," Pamela mumbled, her eyes focusing immediately on the cane that twitched as he playfully toyed with it against his side. "This is all so new for you, isn't it, Pamela?" he said, relishing the fact. "Yes, it is," she agreed hesitantly. "But you seem to me a girl that likes the taste of cunt. Are you?"
 
 The question, so crudely phrased, made Pamela blush furiously, her face burning hotter than she had ever imagined it could. The bastard - he had no right to ask her that sort of question, or to speak so viciously. But despite the crudity and her embarrassment she felt obliged to answer, and to answer with all honesty. "Yes," she confessed softly. "Say it propertly. Say, "Yes, Victor, I like the taste of cunt." Say it. Say it now." Sophia was observing closely, her eyes fixed on Pamela as though each detail meant something to her. Pamela swallowed hard but her throat was dry. "Yes, Victor," she repeated, "I love the taste of cunt." "I asked you to say like; you tell me that you love the taste of cunt - that's so much more honest. And do you like to lick arse? Do you like to put your tongue into other women's arseholes?" "I . . . I . . ." "And do you like to be fucked in your arsehole? Do you take it that way?" Pamela shook her head furiously. "No! No, none of that, none of those things." She was shocked by him, by the obscenities that poured viciously from his mouth, crude and degrading and spoken with feeling. "Then you shall eat from Sophia's cunt for me," Victor told her, a dark, malicious smile on his face. Sophia obeyed instantly. She pulled her ankles under her backside and parted her knees, forcing her legs open completely. The dark strip of her thong was not enough to cover the bulge of her pussy lips and the dark fur around her sex. Both her toenails and fingernails were painted scarlet, her long fingernails like exotic petals that rained down on her when she touched herself. The thong came away a second later; a loose knot at the side was undone and the strip of material was pulled from her body to expose the fleshy opening to her sex. Without waiting for Pamela, Sophia began to touch herself, the fingers of one hand tracing the shape of her quim, skimming between the pussy lips with a light touch that Pamela knew must be unbearably delicious. With the fingers of her other hand she began to pinch her nipples through the thin black strip that covered her breasts. Victor tapped the end of the bed with the cane, indicating Pamela to crawl onto it. She looked at the cane, more afraid of it than anything else, instinctively knowing that the pain of her earlier chastisement would be nothing compared to the agony of the cane. Keeping her eye on it, Pamela climbed onto the bed, making sure that she faced Victor all the time. Sophia lay back, resting her body against the padded headboard, her nipples bulging against the blackness of the bikini top. Her fingers were soaked liberally with glistening pussy juice, her scarlet nails shiny as though only just glossed by the pinkness of her sex. She was sighing, half-closing her eyes with pleasure every time she teased the hard nub at the apex of her sex. Legs parted, body open, she seemed to be summoning Pamela, inviting her to feast on her body. Pamela was torn between her fear of the cane and her attraction to Sophia, unable to resist the silent call from the other woman's body. She crawled along the bed, body shaking with excitement, eyes wide and transfixed by Sophia's lewd display. The closer she got the more the fear of the cane receded and the more her pure physical attraction to the enigmatic young woman grew. Sophia's body was scented, as though her skin had been smeared with exotic oils and balms that exuded a powerfully aphrodisiac fragrance. Her skin burned; when Pamela's lips brushed against the inner thigh she felt the fire within.
 
 Flat on her belly, breasts crushed against the soft warmth of the bed, Pamela drew closer to the dark fringed mouth between Sophia's thighs. Her inner flesh seemed so pink; a thousand gradations of colour that glistened with nectar, the darker lips of her sex parted as though waiting for a kiss. Sophia's fingers lingered at the apex, moving slowly, lazily in circles that caused her to moan softly in wordless exclamations of ecstasy. From where she was, Pamela could see a thin trail of liquid honey ooze down between Sophia's thighs, tracing a line to settle between her bottom cheeks pressed flat against a pillow. Pamela kissed her softly, touching her mouth to Sophia's quim in the same way that she would have kissed Sophia on the mouth. Soft, delicate, questing; she felt the thrill of pleasure she always did when first tasting another woman's body, her tongue lapping at the wetness that seeped from Sophia's pussy lips. She tasted divine: sweet and exciting. Pamela kissed again, this time pressing her tongue deeper into Sophia's pussy. She lapped and sucked, eager to enjoy every dew drop of moisture that issued from Sophia's delicate sex. Sophia's fingers were moving faster, playing intricate patterns of pleasure in and out of her sex, on and over her clit. When Sophia arched her back and cried out Pamela sucked harder, wanting to prolong the orgasm, to amplify the waves of pleasure that seemed to hold Sophia's body rigid. Deliriously she tongued and teased, her mouth working furiously to suck the wetness away, to taste the essence of orgasm and to swallow it with excitement. She felt her own body grow hot, her hard nipples brushing ripples of excitement through her body as she squirmed flat on the bed. Her pussy was drenched with her own love juice, her clitoris hard and so sensitive she hardly dared touch herself. The fires smouldered on her behind, the embers of her spanking still red against her skin. As she writhed delightedly, feasting on Sophia's quim, her bottom was unintentionally raised high. A second wave of orgasm swept delirium through Sophia, who pinned her legs over Pamela's shoulders, so locking her into place. There was no need to resist. Pamela continued to mouth Sophia's body, her tongue tracing down now between the anal crack to chase the slivers of love juice. The hiss of the cane gave little time to react. Pamela was hardly aware of it before it sliced down hard across her backside. She screamed and tried to turn away, but Sophia held her in place, holding her down with feet and hands. The pain was white heat that blotted out everything else, pure sensation stripped of finery and down to naked pain. Another hiss of air; the sound of the air cleaved in two and then the hard reality of punishment. Pamela screamed, blind panic in her eyes, and then she was silent, Sophia's slap ringing in her ears. Her face burned, the imprint of Sophia's fingers on her flesh, and she stared uncomprehendingly into Sophia's dark, intense eyes. Sophia dipped her fingers into her pussy again, wet them thickly with her juices and then touched them to Pamela's open lips. Pamela understood. She lapped gratefully at the pussy-smeared fingers and then moved down again; her hot breath whispered against Sophia's inner thigh. She began to suck, losing herself in that pleasure even as the pain tore at her body. A hiss of air and the hard explosion of sound as the cane made impact with her behind. Her body twitched, winced, spasmed with sensation but still she sucked, her mouth working without stop. Stroke followed stroke, hard and rhythmic, stripes of red that latticed across her pert bottom cheeks. The skin was raised; she could feel each line as it fell upon her and then the pain washing and merging with the general redness that smarted all over. Her breasts were crushed against the bed, but her nipples pulsed each time the cane touched her, setting off explosions of pleasure somewhere deep and dark inside her. It was pleasure, she realised dimly, as she lifted herself higher, opening her bottom cheeks to accept the cane. Her mouth was filled with the taste of Sophia, her face smeared with pussy honey, her breath scented with it. Pamela's backside was still lifted high when the caning ceased, upper thighs and bottom cheeks crossed with red tracks that seemed distinct and yet indistinct, the red heat like a volcanic fire that burned inside her. She could feel the heat in her sex, drenched and aching to be touched. Victor's hand
 
 felt cool when he touched her, exploring every inch of her upturned backside, lingering over the streaks he had inflicted on her. She moved to open herself further, all thoughts from her mind but for the one imperative to seek pleasure. Turn over, Sophia," Victor ordered promptly. Sophia released Pamela, unhooking her long legs, and then turned over. She held onto the headboard, face and upper body flat against the wall, squatting low to offer her backside to Pamela. She reached back and pressed her finger against her rear hole, rubbing her finger back and forth slowly between her arse cheeks. Pamela watched, fascinated, as Sophia began to concentrate more and more on the anal opening, touching herself there and then moving away again. She stared as Sophia wet a finger again and then touched the moisture to her behind, wetting the tight rear mouth so that it glistened seductively. Pamela whimpered, jolting forward and then pressing back against the fingers that slipped into her wet groove. She sighed urgently, body aflame as Victor began to fuck her with two fingers, going in and out of her pussy with rough, hard strokes. She responded, wriggling her behind as he frigged her harder and harder. The pain on her punished backside was still intense, but it had ceased to be pain. Now it was nothing but pleasure, and so intense that her cries were growing more and more insistent. She climaxed suddenly, her body driven beyond endurance and still Victor fucked her with his fingers. When Pamela opened her eyes she saw that Sophia was fingering herself in her behind, her wet finger going deep into her rear hole. Pamela was spellbound, mesmerised by the sight of Sophia's middle finger going in and out of her tight arsehole. She began to kiss Sophia, kissing her backside, pressing her lips to the round bottom cheeks - light, airy kisses that were sweet and tender and filled with yearning. She moaned again as Victor continued to thrust his fingers into her pussy, filling her, forcing her pussy lips apart. It was almost too much. She could hardly cope - there was too much stimulus, too much pleasure. Sophia pressed her backside lower, opening herself more. Suddenly she was holding her arse cheeks apart, her long nails digging hard into her flesh, her rear hole stretched before Pamela's eyes. Pamela stroked her tongue across the rear opening, intent now on experiencing every pleasure no matter how extreme. She could taste Sophia's sex there, taste the pussy cream that Sophia had used to lubricate herself with. Her tongue went in, pushing against the rim of muscle and going into Sophia's body. She wanted to cry out but could not. Victor had changed target, his fingers were now exploring Pamela's anal hole, wetting her with her juices in a mirror image of Sophia. Her cries were lost. Her mouth was eagerly exploring Sophia's behind, making Sophia whisper and moan with pleasure. Pamela realised she had been wrong. She loved to eat cunt and she loved to suck another woman's arsehole. The trinity was completed without warning. This time Pamela did scream, her cry filling the room and resounding around the house. Taken without warning. She had been so lost in pleasure that she had not seen Victor undressing. She turned and saw the reflection in the mirror. Her face buried between Sophia's gorgeous bottom cheeks, on hands and knees like an animal, her backside striped red. And Victor behind her, forcing his cock into her behind. She held her breath, unable to breathe as his hard cock pressed deeper and deeper into her anal passage. Sophia turned impatiently, a wild look in her eyes. She grabbed Pamela's hair and forced her face round again, eager that Pamela continue to tongue her. Pamela obeyed, delighted by the look of urgency in Sophia's eyes and drawn once more to the ultimate pleasure of licking another woman's arsehole. At the same time she felt a thrill of pleasure; she could feel all of Victor's thick, hard cock inside her, her anal ring tight against its base. He began to fuck her - long slow strokes that seemed to slowly build in intensity - pumping waves of pleasure one on top of the other without peaking. She felt lost, dizzy, delirious . . . She climaxed repeatedly, the joy exploding in her sex, on her
 
 breasts, in her mouth, in her backside. Nothing had ever prepared her for such dark pleasures. She had not even imagined such pleasure could exist. Sophia's cry of orgasm voiced her own - it seemed to connect them all: Pamela, Sophia and Victor. She felt Victor fall across her body as he pumped spurts of hot semen into her arsehole, making her climax in turn. Pamela opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling, which seemed to fall in and out of focus. She was vaguely aware of bodies beside her, naked, wrapped in the same glow of satisfaction as she was. Her body tingled, her backside smarting still from the cane, but there was something other than that, the faint echo of her orgasms that had reached a crescendo when all three of them had climaxed together. She looked round, tried hard to concentrate. Sophia was lying across the bed, sucking softly at Victor's prick, which was hardening again and was still coated with semen. Sophia looked so content, her dark skin tinged with a pink flush of joy. Pamela tried a smile, but she felt weak and confused. Did she need to feel angry with Victor? Or was it gratitude that she felt? There were voices rising through the house, an indistinct murmur of sound from downstairs. Victor's name was called, and he called back to tell them to wait for a moment. He dressed quickly, barely glancing at Pamela, who watched him without emotion. Without saying a single word more, to her or Sophia, he turned and left, a wry smile on his face the only testament to his true feelings.
 
 Twelve The sea was just as Pamela remembered it from the day she had left the island - whipped vindictively by the blustery wind, waves pounding to the shore and throwing up spectacular plumes of white spray. The sky rolled with white cloud; unsettled patterns stretched across the horizon and infecting the sea with their anger. The summer had drifted into autumn and now Pamela stood at her window and stared out across the island again, alone in the villa at the edge of the sea. It was still hot, but humid and sticky - made all the worse because the stiff breeze made it uncomfortable to sit out on the terrace and the sea was too dangerous to risk a swim. She sighed and walked back to her bed. She felt unsettled and apathetic, unable to concentrate on any one thing for more than a few moments. For days she had moped around the house, and nothing that Ginny could do would make her snap out of it. Would things have been different if Chris were around? He was out on a fishing trip somewhere. He had been away for days and did not know that she had made a sudden and unexpected return to the island. Pamela knew that Chris's absence made no difference to her mood, but Ginny probably harboured a suspicion that Pamela was secretly pining for him. Absently she picked up the glossy magazine she had been struggling with. Each time she glanced at it her eyes glazed and she lost herself without reading a word. It had all ended so abruptly . . . Victor had dressed and gone downstairs after being called by James. Pamela had lain on the bed, shellshocked by what had happened, her body still tingling and smarting from the cane. She had watched Sophia yawn languidly, smile mysteriously, her dark eyes gazing dreamily into space. Then she had leaned across and kissed Pamela softly on the mouth, a tender, grateful kiss as if to say thanks. Then, while Pamela had watched, Sophia lay back on the bed, curled up tightly and closed her eyes. In moments she was sleeping, her breath deep and rhythmic, a lullaby that made Pamela feel sleepy too. Thoughts had been impossible; nothing would connect. Pamela could half-remember how she had felt at the time. Tired, confused, elated, shocked. Half-formed impressions struggled to turn into coherent thought but nothing would gel; the whole experience had been beyond anything she had ever imagined for herself. The pain was there, embers of sensations that smouldered and threatened to burst into flame again. She had reached down and touched herself, tracing the welts on her punished flesh as though surprised to find them there. Why had she submitted to the cane? Why had she submitted to any of it?
 
 The tepid drink brought her back to the island. What had been a cold drink was now warm and tasteless. She grimaced and put the glass back down on the floor. The magazine stared up at her accusingly, the glossy pictures dull and lifeless compared to the vivid memories that surfaced unexpectedly. She exhaled heavily, annoyed with herself for letting what had happened get to her again. The whole idea of returning to Ginny and Chris was to get away from things, to seek solace in sun and sea and to forget everything else. Ginny had gone off to the town to buy fresh fruit and vegetables for lunch. She had looked hurt when Pamela declined the invitation to join her. Going out to the town seemed so much hassle, and Pamela hadn't the energy for it, not for the long drive, nor for the hustle and bustle of the market and the drive back. The silence outside was broken only by the sound of the waves colliding with the shore - a different kind of silence that punctuated the day. Moments after Sophia had drifted off to sleep there had been more voices downstairs, this time louder and more insistent. The harsh sounds of voices raised in anger seemed to pull Pamela from the daze into which she had fallen. Things moved in dream-time, a blur of events which stretched or collapsed without reason. Pamela could remember the voices, more of them than before. There was an argument going on and then the sound of footsteps on the stairs. The door burst open and Nina was there with Anita. The two women looked at her, their faces etched with horror, mouths open with surprise. Pamela looked into Ninas eyes and saw tears there and then her own tears came flooding out. She wept, able to see herself properly again. She was naked and bruised, her body marked cruelly by the cane. What had she done? Her tears poured from her face and she struggled for words but could only utter sobs of humiliation and self-disgust. Nina swept down and took her in her arms, holding onto her tightly and rocking her back and forth, back and forth. Anita stood at the door, a look of shame marking her face, her eyes glittering like crystals with tears of anger. She turned and left, stamping down the stairs in a fury. She was shouting, arguing again, her voice filling the house and drowning out the voices that tried to soothe her. "It's alright now, darling," Nina whispered, holding Pamela and stroking the pain away. She kept kissing Pamela s hair, kissing away the tears that rolled from Pamela s eyes. "I'm here now," she whispered consolingly, "you don't have to cry any more." None of it had made sense then, and in her tears Pamela could not even think of asking what had happened. Life was disconnected and all that she could be certain of was the emotional hurt that made her weep. Gently Nina had pulled her to her feet, taken Sophia s wrap from the floor and covered Pamela with it. Then they had limped to the door, Pamela s body protesting painfully, the smarting of her bottom cheeks most of all. At the top of the stairs Nina stopped and they listened for a moment. Anita was still furious, but it sounded right for her to be so loud and strident. It was only later, much later, that Pamela realised just how strong Anita had been. The murmur of male voices around her was a disorganised chorus that was trying to calm her without apparent success. The stairs were the next ordeal that Nina helped Pamela negotiate, one at a time, nice and slow, gripping the hand rail all the while in case her legs gave out on her. The magazine slipped from Pamela's fingers and she decided that it was pointless trying to carry on with it. She stood up and walked across to the bathroom. With the sticky heat she felt uncomfortable, despite showering first thing that morning. A nice hot bath, she told herself. That would help her snap out of it. She turned the taps on and sat on the edge of the bath, watching the water gush from the taps in a roar that drowned out the sound of the sea. For a moment facts failed to register, then it dawned on her abruptly. Anita was there, at the bottom of the stairs, arguing with James, Victor and Michael Hamilton. Far from being pleased to see her, Michael Hamilton was staring emotionlessly at Anita, as though her presence was an annoyance that he would soon get over. They had been united at last, yet neither of them seemed happy with the experience, least of all Hamilton.
 
 "What is it, Anita? What have they done?" Nina demanded, directing her anger at the three men just as Anita was doing. Pamela stared at Hamilton, unable to voice the obvious question her eyes were asking. "Is she okay?" Anita asked first, looking sadly at Pamela. "She's badly shaken," Nina reported, giving Pamela a protective smile. "What's he got to say for himself?" Hamilton glared at her. "This has got nothing to do with you," he stated aggressively, a sneer curling on his lips. "This is what he wanted me for," Anita explained. "He wanted a willing submissive to help win him a business deal. He wanted to use me to get him some money, isn't that right. Michael?" "Is that true?" Victor asked, turning to Hamilton. He was quiet and calm, but below the surface it was possible to detect the faintest trace of a threat in his voice. There was silence and all attention was focused on Hamilton. He swallowed hard, looking less confident and more defensive. "This is business, right? She'll get paid for her services, no probs, so what's the big deal?" " You bastard!" Anita hissed. " Why did you have to go through all this? Why didn't you just pay for someone to play your stupid games for you? Look what you've done to us all! Look what you've done to Pamela! "No, it had to be like this. It had to be real else Victor would have known," Hamilton continued, stepping away from the group, backing himself into a corner. He was on his own, he could see that; no one else present was on his side. The colour drained from Victor's face. "I too have been a victim," he said, addressing Anita, his eyes studiously avoiding Pamela's. "My understanding of the situation was that Pamela was a willing submissive eager for initiation . . ." Diana emerged from the other room, looking gravely at her husband. "That was Alan on the phone," she told him, "he's on his way up at the moment. He was tricked. There was no great emergency back at his office. The whole thing was a set up to get him out of the way." "You bastard," Anita whispered under her breath, "why did you have to do it?" Pamela turned the taps off and stared at the water absently. The bathroom was beginning to fill with steam, adding to the humid atmosphere, but a long hot soak seemed even more attractive. She quickly slipped off her clothes and stepped into the bath, sinking back into the heat that soothed and relaxed. She lay back in the water and closed her eyes, breathing deeply, trying to will away the memories that sucked away her energies. The water rippled back and forth in tune with the steady rhythm of her breath, lapping gently against her chest, her nipples bobbing against the surface. The thin air and the heat made her feel drowsy, soothing away the unsettled feelings that haunted her. Beads of perspiration poured down her face, merging with the clear water that bathed her. She longed for sleep, wishing that it would be deep and dreamless and not like the fitful, painful sleep she endured every night. Her return to the island had been meant to make things better, to help her escape the painful memories, but instead she was forced to confront them day after day. Anita held her in the back of the car, hugging her close as Nina drove them all back to London. The first pieces of the puzzle were fitted into place on the way back. Pamela had been numb. The tears had stopped, but only because she was in shock and unable to function emotionally. The silk wrap that clothed her was scented with Sophia s body, the delicate, exotic scent that Pamela had breathed and kissed from her delectable body. The others did not realise the torment of being clothed in Sophia s perfume; they could not begin to imagine the contrary feelings it aroused. On the one hand she felt disgusted, reminded of what she had submitted to, and yet she felt desire, an afterglow of pleasure that had been too intense for words.
 
 Nina explained how she had contacted Peter Barron in order to find out what Pamela was doing. Pamela s lies had not been in the least bit believable; Nina had known that Pamela would not give up on Anita. It had not taken Peter Barron long to discover that Michael Hamilton had been arranging a party of some sort with James and Victor. The precise details were open to conjecture, but Anita could guess what it was that Hamilton would have planned. Victor was a connoisseur of dominance and submission; he enjoyed either role with his own females but when in public he revelled in the role of strict dominant. Anita had been promised to him once - and he had been keen to take up the offer that Hamilton had made - only Anita had left before arrangements could be made. From there Nina and Anita had been able to guess exactly what Hamilton had planned. Peter Barron had not been happy with Ninas plan, and Anita too had been reluctant to leave the sanctuary of the great house, but Nina had prevailed. They had driven up quickly, only to arrive too late. Both of them had been shocked to find Pamela in a state of shock, her body still marked by the excesses inflicted on her by Victor. Whilst Michael Hamilton remained unrepentant the others seemed genuinely ashamed of what had happened. Diana was appalled, and directed her anger at a hapless James, who was out of his league playing with men like Michael Hamilton and the equally powerful Victor. The deal between the latter two men was off, much to Hamilton's indignation. Victor regarded himself as a victim, but that seemed to be nothing more than injured male vanity. The only real victim had been Pamela. Had she been a victim? She had been completely tricked, of that there was no doubt, but at any moment she could have called a halt. All she had to do was say no, to refuse to play the game and then the whole charade would have fallen to pieces. She had submitted completely, without question and found pleasure in it. Pleasure. Pamela had listened as Anita told her own story, revealing at last the truth that Pamela had been seeking all along. She had been Michael Hamilton's personal assistant, an employee at first, but quickly seduced by his charm and dynamism. She had laughed bitterly at her own naivete, unable to understand how she could have been impressed by such a creep. It had been a slow process of seduction, but after a time she was his lover. It had been his suggestion that she stop work and move in with him. In retrospect she realised that that had been the first step to losing her independence. She thought she loved him, and thought that he loved her too, though at times he could be cruel or distant. She could not remember how the sex had changed, but change it did, becoming more intense and more passionate. He liked to tie her up, he liked to punish her, he liked to dress her up and show her off. She did not merely like it, she loved it, becoming more and more turned on as things became more extreme. When he first punished her in public she climaxed, driven by the shame and the pleasure at the same time. When he gave her to a friend to punish she accepted that too, unable to deny herself the thrill of pleasure as she was punished and then fucked by another man while her lover watched. Anita was emotionless as she told her story, her voice almost a monotone that displayed none of the spirit she had shown earlier when confronting Hamilton. The incident had drained her too, as though it had taken all her reserves of strength to summon up the courage to confront her former lover. As she listened, Pamela held onto Anita, the two women comforting each other on their journey back to London. She described simply how her life had changed, and how she too had changed, adapting to her strange life of sensual pleasure. Like a latter-day concubine, she longed to serve, unwilling to deny herself any pleasure and eager to experiment still further. Hamilton had encouraged her, organising expensive dinner parties where she was either beaten in front of the guests, or ordered to make love with one of the female guests, or ordered to strip and serve the guests in turn. Peter Barron was one such guest. But he was very different from the others. In a way that she could not quite understand, he seemed to know exactly what drove her, as though he could see the inner demons that urged her on. Where Hamilton s friends were content to spank her, or make love with her, or caress her in public, he was the one that pushed her ever closer to the edge. On their first meeting he had punished her simply by making her bend naked over the table, her bottom raised high for a spanking that he refused to give. He let her stay in position for most of the evening, in perpetual anticipation, her excitement growing as she imagined the things that he might possibly do to her. In the end he had done nothing, except to convince her that he understood her completely. It had been Peter Barron who had told her the truth she had begun to suspect. Far from indulging her sexual
 
 appetite, Michael Hamilton was using her to further his own career. The long line of friends and acquaintances that he introduced her to, and who took great delight in using her body, were mostly business partners or prospective clients. When she had asked him he had not denied it. Instead he had simply offered her money, as much as she wanted. That was his motivation, the thing that drove him, and he imagined that Anita was just the same. She had walked out instantly, too shocked to fight, too stunned for words. Peter Barron had taken her in, offering her a place to stay until she sorted her life out. Until then he had not punished her; they had never even made love, despite Hamilton's best efforts to arrange it. Instead he had teased her, making her want him more than anything else in the world. Now that they were alone she begged on hands and knees to be punished by him. It was what she longed for more than anything else in the world. And he had denied her there too, refusing to touch her despite her tears of pleading, despite the desperation in her voice. That was when she realised that she had found her Master, the one person in the world that saw deep inside her and knew what it was that she sought. The screech of tyres brought Pamela back to reality. She felt sleepy still, her warm body relaxed and sensual, her nipples peaking against the clear water. Her pussy was tingling and she realised that she had been gently stroking herself, her fingers lingering between her pussy lips. The memories had been less painful though just as vivid, as though for the first time she was seeing things just as they were and not as she had imagined them to be. She understood suddenly, as though the idea had emerged from nowhere, that Anita was happy with Peter Barron. She had made her choice; she had elected Peter Barron to be her Master; she had decided to submit to him of her own free will. The car door slammed. Pamela listened and heard Ginny coming into the house, humming softly as she walked from the front door to the kitchen. She had told Ginny little of what had happened, and Ginny had not pushed her to find out more. She was grateful to her for that. The last thing she had needed was a shoulder to cry on. What she needed most of all was space to think things through for herself. Anthony had understood immediately, and it had been his suggestion that Pamela return to the island for a few weeks. He had advised against Pamela going to the party with Alan, suspecting that Hamilton was working his own plans, but not once did he mention the fact after Pamela had returned home a nervous wreck. Over the next few days things began to fall into place, building a complex picture that Pamela had not even suspected existed. There were little details that emerged by accident: a glimpsed photograph in Ninas apartment revealed that her first contact on the case - the man who had given her Peter Barron's name - was in fact Nina s exhusband, harbouring a grudge because he felt Barron had taken Nina from him; or that Nina had known all along about Anita s complex relationship with Peter Barron but could not say so because it would have meant revealing her own relationship with Anita. Michael Hamilton had spoken of Anita being punished in public, and Harry Scanlon had mentioned it too, and all along it had been Nina who had punished Anita publicly on those occasions and she had taken great pleasure in doing so. The complex web of relationships formed a picture of a strange world where fantasy and reality were inextricably linked. An underworld of perverse sexual pleasure; an enclosed society where pleasure was pain and which drew people ever deeper. Nina was getting in deeper, exploring the limits of her own sexuality free from the constraints of her relationship with her husband. Anita was there, at the core, convinced that her life of submission was perfect, finding freedom and happiness in her slavery. And herself? Pamela felt confusion more than anything else, unable to reconcile the conflicting emotions that tore her apart. She was strong, independent, powerful, and yet she had experienced the most exquisite ecstasy while being erotically punished by a man she hardly knew and hardly liked . . . How could that happen? How could she make sense of that? She heard Ginny climbing the stairs and decided the time had come to stop moping around. She had been rotten company for far too long. She owed it to Ginny to liven up a bit, before the two of them became miserable with each other. She turned in the bath, the water rocking sideways and spilling over the edge onto the tiled floor. The water dripped from her body, sluicing down so that it left her skin feeling fresh and cool. Her breasts swayed, touching the surface of the water, which rippled with the waves that crashed at each end of the long bath.
 
 "I can hardly breathe in here," Ginny complained as she opened the door. She waved a hand through the air, as though fighting through a dense fog. It was hot, there was no denying that, but the glass-house atmosphere made Pamela feel warm and sexy. "I just fancied a long, hot, soak," she murmured, staring up at Ginny and smiling. She was on hands and knees in the water, her backside pressed upwards and her chest low so that the water lapped enticingly against her hard nipples. Things were clearer, had started to make sense, most of all her feelings about Anita. "And what about all this mess?" Ginny demanded, her playful smile giving the lie to her mock anger. She pointed to the puddles of water on the floor by the bath, spreading out across the room. "Sorry," Pamela said guiltily. Ginny shook her head like an old woman grumbling. "This isn't the place for long, hot baths," she mumbled. She grabbed a towel and dropped it to the floor, letting it soak up the heaviest pools of water. "Leave it, Ginny, I'll clear all this up." Ginny sighed, bent down and picked up the sodden towel. She was wearing cut down denims that revealed the full length of her thighs and outlined the pert roundness of her backside. When she stood up again she smiled, aware that Pamela's eyes had strayed all over her. She sat down on the edge of the bath and smiled, enjoying the view of Pamela's nakedness. "Ouch!" Pamela cried, surprised by the flick of the wet towel against her bottom cheeks. It had landed with a splat of sound that left a warm, rosy feeling against her skin. "Do you want more?" Ginny warned playfully. The tingly feeling on her skin was good. It touched something deep inside her, causing a sudden flood of desire that made her sigh softly. Did she want more? She pushed her backside higher, offering herself to Ginny, her rounded arse-cheeks perfectly displayed, her pussy lips damp and jewelled by the water. Ginny flicked the towel again, a little harder, aiming it precisely at Pamela's left buttock. And again on the right, and then the left and right again. Each smack was harder, leaving a red blush on her flesh and making Pamela half-close her eyes with pleasure. Ginny stopped and touched her fingers to Pamela's wet skin, rubbing her palm up over the thighs lazily and then two fingers down between the parting of her bottom cheeks. "That feels so good," Pamela murmured, her voice a hot, breathless whisper. Ginny removed her hand and then began to flick the towel again, harder than before so that the slapping sound filled the air with its rhythm. Pamela was responding, opening herself, offering her behind so that Ginny could flick the towel harder and harder. She dropped the towel into the water and pushed her fingers into Pamela's pussy, into the sticky wetness that she loved. Pamela sighed, opened herself, her sex giving her away, the velvet wetness of her quim swimming with sex honey. Her backside was scarlet where she had been spanked and now she had to be fucked: Nina, Victor, James, Diana, Peter, all of them there, waiting to punish her and then make love to her. She was theirs to do with as they wished, willingly submitting to their every whim. An object to be used, free to experience every pleasure, free to give herself completely to anyone that she desired. Free also to choose her Masters and Mistresses and to give herself to them completely without losing herself in the process, without making the extreme sacrifice that Anita had chosen to make.
 
 Pamela looked round and saw that Ginny was undressing, pulling off the tight denim cut-downs to reveal her smoothly shaven quim. Their eyes met and a stab of desire shot through Pamela. She wanted to sit on hands and knees and to suck Ginny's sweet pussy, to tongue her to orgasm while she fingered herself and enjoyed the glow from her punished arse-cheeks. She wanted to sit at Ginny's heels and kiss her feet, to use her tongue to explore Ginny's rear hole, to do anything that Ginny desired. "So you like that, do you?" Ginny whispered, losing her smile. Their eyes met for a second, an understanding formed without words. "Yes, I do like it. Sort of," Pamela admitted hesitantly. "You didn't mention it before," Ginny said, standing naked by the bath, her breasts bronzed by the sun, her nipples invitingly hard. "I didn't know, before." "Is that the reason for the gloomy faces?" Pamela smiled. "Yes, sort of. Are we talking about the same thing?" "Dry yourself and come to my room," Ginny instructed, and then turned on her heel and left abruptly. Pamela was shaking as she climbed out of the bath. She hardly dared to imagine what was going to happen next. For a moment she was certain that she and Ginny were talking about the same thing but now she was not so sure. It seemed too much to hope for. Her backside no longer tingled, and the faintest flush of pink was all that remained of the pattern produced by the flicked towels. Her belly was a whirl of excitement and desire, her nipples bulging and sensitive as she patted herself dry with a thick, heavy towel. Ginny was waiting on the bed, sitting on the edge, legs crossed over primly as though she were not naked. Her eyes shone wickedly, glancing approvingly over Pamela's naked body. "Do you like the games that go with it?" she asked promptly. "What games?" "Do you want to be told off, girl? Or do you just want to go across my knee and be spanked?" Ginny demanded. She was holding a black hairbrush in one hand, tapping it lazily against her knee. "I don't know," Pamela whispered above the pounding of her heart. It was true. Ginny did understand; they were speaking the same language. Perhaps it was not that unusual, Pamela thought. "I don't like girls who make a mess in my bathroom," Ginny declared sternly. "I think girls that do that deserve to be taught a lesson. Is that understood?" "Yes . . . Ginny." "You'll refer to me as Ma'am. Understood, young lady?" "Yes, Ma'am," Pamela repeated, certain now that Ginny was enjoying the game every bit as much as she was. "In that case I think it's time you were taught your lesson," Ginny decided. "Across my knees, girl."
 
 Pamela hurried to obey. She stretched herself across Ginny's thighs, delighting in the warmth of their naked bodies rubbing together. Her pussy was soaking, and she knew that Ginny could see that as she lifted her backside into place. Her breasts were crushed against the cool bed linen, sending spasms of sensation from her nipples to connect directly with the pleasure that pulsed in her sex. Ginny was deadly serious. Her face was stern and unyielding, her eyes cold and cruel. "Next time," Ginny began, "you'll remember not to cause floods in the bathroom." Pamela started to say something, but a hard slap across the face shocked her to silence. She could feel the imprint of Ginny's fingers on her cheek, the sharp stinging pain bringing tears to her eyes. It no longer seemed a silly game. Ginny's anger was real; the slap had been hard and uncaring and it caused Pamela to suddenly fear Ginny. She watched with widening eyes as Ginny raised her hand high in the air, held the brush tightly and then swung it down hard. The sharp smack of pain took her breath away; it was no playful slap. Ginny was punishing her for real. The back of the brush left a red oval of sharp pain on her right bottom cheek, so soft and warm, after her hot bath. Without a word, Ginny raised her arm again and swung it down, with equal vehemence, on Pamela's left buttock, matching a second oval of scarlet skin with the first. "Next time," Ginny hissed, "you'll remember." Pamela bit her lip, trying to hold back the wails of pain that she wanted to scream. The pain was intense. Ginny was spreading the rhythmic strokes down over the thighs and all across the buttocks sharp slices of sudden sensation that seemed to join up and merge into one carpet of redness on Pamela's flesh. At last, unable to hold back any longer, Pamela cried out, her face twisted with pain as Ginny made the strokes harder. Each time the back of the brush touched her, Pamela jumped and tried to move away. She was twisting and turning, her breasts brushing roughly against the bed linen, her thighs rubbing together. The pleasure flared suddenly, blooming like a flower after a desert storm. In moments Pamela's cries were of pleasure as the order of pain changed and merged with the throbbing of her clitoris and the ache of her nipples. She was turned over suddenly, pushed back on the bed, her smarting backside red against the white cotton sheets. She was staring fearfully at Ginny, who seemed cruel and wicked and more desirable than she had ever been before. The brush was still in Ginny's hand, and this she wielded to deliver short, sharp jabs of pain across Pamela's breasts. Slap after slap of the brush fell across Pamela's breasts, directly onto the nipples which were pink and erect. Each moment of contact was a blind instant of pure sensation on her nipples. She tried to move away, backing into a corner until she was pressed up against a wall. Ginny directed her strokes lower, smacking at Pamela's thighs until she parted them. Pamela struggled with herself. Her body seemed to burn all over from the marks of her punishment. Her thighs were red, parted, open for Ginny. She held her breath, afraid that Ginny would spank her directly across her sex, using the flat side of the brush with cold precision. The violation made Pamela scream and arch her back; her eyes closed as the pleasure of orgasm overcame her. The warm handle of the brush was inside her, pushed deep into her sex, the hard bristles pressing directly against her hard bud of pleasure. The long handle was going in and out, slippery with he wetness and handled expertly by Ginny, now grinning rapturously as she brought Pamela to orgasm. "Tomorrow," Ginny told her, kissing her on lips still smarting from the slap across the face, "I'll be your bad girl and you can punish me as you please."
 
 Pamela sucked eagerly at Ginny's deliciously cool mouth. Her fingers were squeezing her own nipples, red with the imprint of the brush now pushed deep into her sex. "I'll smack you hard," she managed to whisper through her kisses," and then I'll make you suck my bumhole . . ." "Mmm, sounds lovely, darling," Ginny sighed. Pamela fell sideways, opening her thighs wider so that she could be fucked harder still with the stiff plastic brush. She moved sinuously, her lips eager to kiss the pussy juices that swelled between Ginny's shaven pussy lips. Ginny swung herself round and squatted down over Pamela's face, opening her pussy lips with her fingers so that Pamela's hot tongue could enter her. Shuddering bodily, her lips pressed to Ginny's quim, Pamela climaxed again as she was frigged with the brush while Ginny used her fingers to explore Pamela's tight rear hole. The waves of orgasm made her cry out, the nexus of pleasure and pain left far behind so that only pure sensation mattered. There was a moment of timelessness and when she opened her eyes she stared up lovingly at Ginny, smiling sweetly. Pamela had understood. She had to go back; back to Nina, back to Peter Barron and Anita, back to their sexual underworld. The demons were inside her and she longed to yield to them completely. By the same author: The Institute Paradise Bay Obsession Heart Of Desire Sisterhood Of The Institute
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