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Book One—The Fifth Floor


Chapter
One


Laura Peters’ mind went into overdrive. Flicking
through a variety of possible erotic scenarios, she placed him at
the mercy of a large muscular man, begging to be skewered up the
arse on his magnificent cock. She saw him bound and gagged; a
darkly tanned figure bent over his chest, stroking him relentlessly
with a split-tailed whip. Perhaps he was writhing on a four-poster
bed, awaiting a woman’s eager tongue against his balls; a woman
who’d just spent the last hour teasing his body with silk
scarves...

Snapping her mind back to
reality, the manageress glanced at the wooden-cased grandfather
clock that stood behind the hotel bar. It was a couple of minutes
to 11.00 p.m. and the poised man at the corner table, who’d sparked
her imagination so powerfully, had been watching her for a least
half an hour.

Sitting alone on a padded
stool, her back resting against the bar, Laura could clearly
picture the thoughts running through his mind. Is she an escort
or a prostitute? A business woman travelling alone to a conference?
Does she have a partner about to join her? She knew it wouldn’t
occur to him that she was the co-runner of the Fables Country Hotel
in which he was staying.

Shaking out the long russet
hair that hung down her neck, Laura felt it smother her shoulders.
Fixing her bright green eyes on one of the ghastly paintings that
adorned the hotel lounge’s walls, she hid her smile as the guest
continued to observe her. She wondered when he would make a move.
He was, or appeared to be, exactly what she was looking for.

Without giving the stranger the
satisfaction of seeing her glance at him in return, Laura mentally
weighed up his appearance. At approximately 5’ 9”, he was only an
inch taller than her, and she guessed his age to be in the region
of 35. His short-sleeved shirt revealed his arms to be muscular
without being overworked, and as he sipped at his pint of beer she
noticed the signs of a small tattoo peek from beneath his casually
smart polo-shirt sleeve, although she was unable to see precisely
what it depicted. Reining in her thoughts from too much speculation
as to the nature and extent of his body art, Laura continued her
silent summary of his physical attributes.

The short brown hair that
framed a roughly shaved face was speckled with the first flecks of
grey. Almost square in shape, his rugged confident face held deep
brown eyes. Those eyes seemed to hold so much promise, and Laura
felt a frisson of lust trip down her spine as she speculated what
it was going to feel like when he locked them on to her own and
begged her to make him come, pleaded with her to ... the
manageress took a deep breath. She was convinced that it would
happen, and was already quietly looking forward to seeing how he
would cope with what she had in mind.

Sipping her drink, Laura
considered how he saw her, with her ankle-length khaki-green dress
gathered beneath her chest in a style reminiscent of a character
from Jane Austen. On a slimmer or shorter female it would have
looked wrong, but on her tall Rubenesque figure, the result was
simply stunning. Perfectly proportioned, she was beautifully
rounded and gorgeously curved.

Continuing to covertly watch
the stranger, Mrs Peters reflected on how at ease he seemed
compared to many of the business men and women who passed through
the doors of the hotel. His features didn’t display the slightest
trace of anxiety, and she was struck by the man’s air of
self-possession. It occurred to her that he might, from the smirk
that played around his lips, be lost in a sexual fantasy. She hoped
he was.

Suddenly he turned and stared
straight at her. Laura pulled herself away from her own lurid
fantasies; already knowing what he intended to say as he rose from
his chair and took a step in her direction. To let him speak now
would be to play by his rules, and if her theory was to be tested
then she needed to wrong-foot this man.

Just before he reached her,
Laura deliberately put down her semi-consumed drink, and left the
room without a backward glance. Ducking through the staff entrance
behind the bar, she selected a small white business card from her
bag and scribbled a note onto its back. Leaving very clear
instructions with the barman to pass the card to the guest once
he’d finished his drink, Mrs Peters headed to the hotel’s fifth
floor, confident that the lateness of the hour meant the man who
had so piqued her interest, would still be in the hotel the
following morning. Until that time, she had work to do.

***

Dressing early, in a simply cut
black trouser suit and cream silk blouse, Laura left the room that
served as her living quarters and headed to Reception to find out a
few details about the guest who’d occupied her nocturnal thoughts.
Nodding a taciturn greeting to the girl behind the desk, Laura
began to scan the hotel’s computer records. Forty three of the
hotel’s fifty regular rooms were occupied.

A cross between a businessman’s
stopover hotel, a conference base, and a haven of pampering for the
ladies of Oxfordshire, the modern “adult-only” environment of the
Fables Hotel was the perfect discreet location for Laura’s line of
work. Flicking through the spreadsheet that displayed the bookings
for the five rooms on the fifth floor, for which she was personally
responsible, Mrs Peters smiled at the satisfying clutch of bookings
that had been made for the next few weeks.

Returning to the list of
regular customers, her eyes fell on the details of the delegates
who’d attended the artists’ conference that had broken up the day
before. All but one of the members had departed, a Mr Samuel
Wheeler. The length of stay would fit. It might not be him, but
somehow Laura was sure that it was. She began to type.

***

As her work dictated a schedule
of continual late nights, the manageress of the fifth floor rarely
partook of the Fables first meal of the day, but today she was
determined to see if the creature that had subjugated himself to
her so willingly during her early morning dreams, had emerged for
breakfast.

He was in the dining room
reading The Telegraph, while munching on some crisp brown
toast. Alone. Picking up a cup of strong black coffee, Laura shoved
her shoulders back and walked purposefully over to his table.

Introducing herself as the
manageress of the hotel’s adult leisure department, she asked if he
would mind her joining him for a few moments.

A knowing look crossed the
guest’s features as he folded up his paper. His voice, as he agreed
to her company was unexpectedly husky, as if he had a 40-a-day
habit, and yet Laura noticed no faint odour of nicotine hanging
about him. With an unmistakably playful twinkle at the corner of
his dark eyes, he introduced himself as Sam.

Unspoken words hung in the air
between them as he pointed to the chair opposite. Laura ignored his
open invitation to sit down, pleased that her private assumption as
to his identity had been correct. Although, considering the calm
expression on his face, she wondered if her business card and
message had been passed on as instructed. She quickly dismissed the
doubt. The barman, Lee, wasn’t that stupid. He’d been working at
Fables for long enough to know what would happen if he didn’t do as
she requested.

Deciding to trust her initial
instincts about Mr Samuel Wheeler’s potential, Laura took the
newspaper from his grasp, and fixed his eyes with hers, ‘I left you
my card.’ It was a statement not a question.

She studied his face closely
while he acknowledged recognition of this fact. His forehead
remained un-furrowed, but his voice had a questioning lilt, ‘I
thought it might have been from you, but then I thought not. I
didn’t see you so much as glance at me last night; you were always
looking the other way.’

‘I was
watching you, watching me.’

The briefest quiver of
uncertainly flashed across Sam’s face before he regained control.
To Laura, the speed at which he recovered his composure was a
further point in his favour.

Determined to maintain the
upper-hand, Mrs Peters continued, ‘I’m good at noticing
things.’

Sam considered the woman before
him with open speculation. There was an almost stately presence
about her, an elegance that screamed control and suggested an
innate unquenchable sexuality. In other words, Sam thought as he
studied her, this woman was bloody dangerous.

The look the artist was giving
her sent a welcome shiver of erotic expectation through the
manageress’s stomach. ‘I’m Mrs Peters – Laura – I will see you this
evening. As you’ll know, if you read my card, you and I have an
appointment.’

Mr Wheeler looked as though he
was going to laugh, but then thought better of it, ‘I’m afraid I’m
about to book out. I have to go home today.’

‘That has
already been taken care of. Your stay has been extended for an
additional night.’

Again, a second’s discomfort
crossed his face before Sam said, ‘You’re a married woman.’

‘I use the
title for work only. It helps some of my married customers to
believe I am cheating too. I am not the marrying kind.’

‘I see.’
Outwardly recomposed, but inwardly less certain, Sam added, ‘I
can’t stay, I have to work.’

Laura stared into his eyes for
a fraction too long to be comfortable, ‘Do you? Are you sure?’

He shifted in his seat as Laura
continued; enjoying the powerful advantage her height gave her as
she peered down at him. ‘You were here for the artists’ conference,
and yet that is over, and you are still in residence. It occurs to
me, Mr Samuel Wheeler, that you are not really in a hurry to go
back to work; perhaps your career doesn’t make you happy?’ His
mouth dropped open as Laura went on, ‘I on the other hand, love my
work, and I can promise you that I am everything I seem and
more ...’

Departing abruptly, Laura swept
from the dining room, her head held high, her hips swaying, every
bit the queen of all she surveyed; leaving the artist sat as if
stunned, his pulse beating rapidly, the remains of a neglected
slice of toast cooling before him.

***

Restless with the knowledge
that she would have to kill several hours before she could test
drive Mr Samuel Wheeler, Laura knew she had to do something to
alleviate her body’s fast building need.

With a faint smile, she decided
that, once her morning session with a regular Fables guest was
complete, she would reward herself with a visit to the hotel’s
cramped booking office.

The Fables employed 30 members
of staff in total. Some of them knew about the specialised
facilities available on the top floor. The others, if they’d ever
thought about it, believed it to be a mixture of staff quarters and
store rooms.

Jess Sanders knew its real
function, but she hadn’t known for long.

From the moment she’d decided
she was finally sick of temping her way around the offices of
Oxford, Jess had applied for every administration post she could
find advertised. To her delight, it was only a matter of days
before she found herself the administration assistant, booking
clerk, and general office hand of the Fables County Hotel.

Laura Peters had seen the new
employee’s potential for elevation to the fifth floor immediately.
The 25-year-old, however, obviously had no idea of the talent that
lay hidden within her shapely yet petite body.

With short bobbed red hair
framing her round freckled face, habitually lowered pale green
eyes, and breasts marginally too big for the tight bra in which
she’d encased them, Jess had instantly become an itch Laura wanted
to scratch. Quite literally.

Given her position within the
hotel’s general running, Jess couldn’t be sheltered from its extra
features once her appointment had been made, and it was with deep
interest that Laura Peters observed the girls face as Mr Davies,
manager of the main hotel, calmly informed her of the type of
bookings she would be responsible for making, concerning rooms 50
to 54.

‘Ladies and
gentleman of some means will, on a private telephone number kept
separate from the ordinary business line, book the top floor rooms
for differing periods of time. Sometimes for an hour, sometimes for
a night, occasionally for a period of days. Now and again a
customer will request a booking for more than one of the rooms at a
time. I should stress that this is not a prostitution racket, nor
do we provide escorts. This is a discreet adult entertainment and
relaxation service, and everyone involved here wants to be
involved. The entertainment staff’s services are not specifically
paid for, only the rooms and meals as for the rest of the hotel. Do
you understand what I‘m saying, Miss Sanders?’

Jess had nodded as she took in
this information, high points of pink embarrassment colouring her
cheeks. Examining the new girls’ expression as she took in this
unexpected information, Laura frowned thoughtfully. Was the
mystery of exactly what lay hidden behind those five doors turning
her on? She was sure it was, whether Miss Sanders wanted it to
or not. As she perched on the edge of the black swivel chair, her
chest hadn’t been able to hide the extra little heave it gave as Mr
Davies deferred to Laura, who listed each of the extra room’s
specialities.

‘The majority
of callers here are regulars, and will ask for the room they
require simply by number. However, those new to the fifth floor
might ask, for example, if we have a torture chamber, or a study,
and so on. It is important for you to know what facilities we’re
able to offer.’

Waiting a few silent seconds
for Jess to respond, taking some mild pleasure from her discomfort,
Laura eventually accepted that no response was forthcoming, and
continued in the same matter of fact manner, ‘Room 50 contains a
dungeon and all the equipment you would expect to find within it.
Room 51 is a Victorian style study. Room 52 is a school room and
Room 53 is a hospital examination room. Fairly predictable I’m
afraid, but our guests like what they like, and who am I to argue?
Room 54 is more unusual, and the contents of the room will remain a
secret until the guest steps foot inside.’

Fixing her gaze on the clerk as
she fidgeted in her chair, Mrs Peters was convinced that Miss
Sander’s knickers were becoming damp. She also noticed that the
girl’s nipples were poking at her bra and white jumper; a condition
totally at odds with the shocked look on her face.

That was the moment Laura knew
for sure that she wanted Miss Jess Sanders on her staff. It would
take a little training, perhaps a great deal of
training ... but the mistress of the fifth floor was sure
it would be worth the effort ... natural submissives were
so hard to find.



Chapter Two

Jess was sat at her desk, a
half eaten sandwich in one hand; the fingers of her other hand
dancing over the computer keyboard. Laura watched her through the
office window for a few moments before confidently stepping into
the room, interrupting the clerk without hesitation. ‘Mr Davies
informs me he has not yet had time to complete your preliminary
tour of the hotel.’

Understanding precisely where
the manageress intended to take her, Jess spoke carefully, ‘I’ve
seen most of it, but not all.’

Without confirming the clerk’s
suspicions, Laura said, ‘I have a few moments, so if you’d like to
walk this way I’ll complete that area of your training.’ She
pointed towards the office door, ‘You are bound to be asked for
directions around the place by our guests and it doesn’t look very
professional if a member of staff gets lost herself, wouldn’t you
agree?’

‘I would, Mrs
Peters.’

Although she’d now worked at
the Fables for just over a week, Jess hadn’t looked her boss in the
eye once, a fact that sent a buzz of conviction through Mrs Peters;
her initial instincts about the girl had been correct.

‘Are you
happy here so far, Miss Sanders?’

‘Yes, Mrs
Peters. Thank you.’ Jess muttered her response, almost managing to
glance directly at her superior, but falling short at her
shoulders. Laura’s heartbeat increased in response to the girl’s
natural deference. Jess Sanders was just so perfect for what she
had in mind.

As they walked towards the
staff lift Laura attempted to improve the flow of conversation,
‘And I don’t think you have yet been introduced to all the other
members of staff?’

‘Not yet,
no.’ Again Jess spoke cautiously, and Laura knew from the
expression on her face that she was both fearful and curious about
meeting anyone who kept their business arrangements entirely to the
Fables upper storey.

‘We are one
member of staff down at the moment; one of my assistants has left
us for pastures new. I’m searching for a replacement. Master Lee
Philips, who works in the bar downstairs, helps me out as and when
required, but it’s not an ideal arrangement. He has many other
duties, and besides, the fifth floor guests frequently prefer the
female touch.’

Following the clerk into the
lift it was obvious that no small talk was going to come from her,
so Laura calmly kept up her commentary. ‘My associate, Miss Sarah,
should be on the premises by 10.00 each morning, unless she has had
a complete night session, in which case she is not expected until
2.00 p.m. As I’ve said, Master Philips comes and goes, depending on
our requirements and his bar and reception work. Miss Sarah has her
first session of the day in a few moments, if we are lucky we
should just catch the show.’

Visibly shrinking back, Jess
noticed how Mrs Peters walked a little taller now they’d reached
her domain. Her face was more set, her back straighter, and somehow
she appeared even more intimidating than before. Pushing her hands
into the deep pockets of her clinging knee-length black skirt, Jess
hid the growing sheen of perspiration on her palms, while trying to
ignore the fearful beat of her pulse.

Crossing the threshold of the
room, into which she was being firmly steered by the elbow, felt
like entering another world to Jess, or rather, another time.
Manoeuvred towards a plush red velvet chaise longue, her eyes
darting here and there, the clerk was pointedly sat down.

Trying to ignore the light but
persistent pressure of Mrs Peters cool hand against her wrist, Jess
took in the reproduction William Morris wallpaper, the heavy
dark-wood chest of drawers, the floor to ceiling bookshelves, and
the faded brown leather wing-backed armchair. Centre stage, only a
few metres from where they sat, was a huge writing desk. Its top
was inlaid with a square of leather, a portion of which was covered
with blotting paper, an accompanying ink well, pots of ink, and
nibbed pens.

Jess was reminded of a museum
she’d once visited as a child, where rooms from a variety of
different houses had been re-created from a number of historical
periods. This room had Victorian study written all over it.

The silence was beginning to
get to her as she waited, perched rather than sat, on the
unyielding seat. A faint voice of hope at the back of Jess’s head
kept telling her that all this had to be some sort of practical
joke, but one glance at Mrs Peters made her reconsider. She
couldn’t prevent her eyes from drifting towards the study door.
Whatever she had been brought here to witness surely couldn’t begin
until someone came in. Twenty seconds later, each one ticked off by
the hammer of Jess’s heart beating, the door swung back with a
confident push.

‘Ah, Miss
Sarah,’ Laura rose from her seat, a stern glare at Jess telling her
not to move. ‘I hope you don’t mind, but Fables has a new member of
staff, and I thought it would be a good idea to let her observe one
of our sessions.’

Miss Sarah, her face powdered
to an ultra-pale complexion, her curling hair pinned up in the
style of a Victorian lady, her exquisite outfit historically
accurate down to the small white buttons that fastened her stylish
black boots, curtsied at once to her superior, ‘Of course, Mrs
Peters.’

The stunningly slim woman
glanced briefly at Jess, her grey gaze only lingering long enough
to acknowledge the stranger, without taking in what she looked like
or who she might be. Miss Sarah’s indifference, dismissing the
office clerk as an unimportant factor in the room, made Jess feel
smaller and more anxious than ever.

The agonising lull continued
and Jess’s imagination ran riot as Miss Sarah sat at the desk in
preparation for her client’s arrival. Images of pock-skinned
overweight men, panting loudly as they fucked the employees of the
fifth floor against the furniture made Jess’s stomach churn, but
there was no way out. With a quiet determination that Mrs Peters
would have been surprised to know Jess possessed, she thought,
if the other members of staff here have survived this part of
the tour, then so can I.

As Mrs Peters returned to both
the chaise longue and her application of gentle restraint against
the clerk’s arm, Jess’s body stiffened. Someone was knocking on the
door. Not daring to face her employer, Jess focused on the figure
that, after being granted permission to enter, walked meekly into
the study.

If he hadn’t had his neck bent,
his face to the floor with respect for Miss Sarah, who greeted him
with a sharp ‘Good Morning’, Jess judged he would have been quite
tall. And he was young; not the sweaty, aged bank manager Jess had
conjured up in her head, but a man in his late 20s or early 30s,
with a shaven face, short spiked ginger hair, and well built limbs.
He was dressed as a servant, perhaps a stable hand. Jess was
automatically reminded of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Gulping
against her dehydrated throat, unwilling to see the sex that she
was sure was about to follow, the clerk dropped her eyes, only to
have her chin roughly jerked upwards by Mrs Peters, ‘No, child. You
will observe. You will learn.’

A patina of panic gripped Jess.
Every hair on the back of her neck stood to attention. Until that
moment it had been unreal. She hadn’t let go of the hope that at
any minute someone was going to turn around and say, ‘OK, Jess,
it’s just a joke. We play it on all the new girls. Let’s grab a
coffee.’ No one did though. No one was saying anything.

The suffocating quiet of the
room was broken by the newcomer, who apparently totally oblivious
to his audience, was pressed to his knees by Miss Sarah. His head
lowered, he was left where he was as the lady sat in the
wing-backed chair, her back straight, her chin tilted, her clear
eyes filled with disdain as she studied her supplicant.

Jess tried to turn her head
away for a second time, but again, had it sharply wrenched back to
the scene unfolding before her. She felt hot despite the general
chill of the room, and wished she could take off the thick jumper
that was so essential in her cold little bookings office.

Miss Sarah stood again, her
abrupt movement making Jess jump and Mrs Peters smile with sardonic
approval. ‘You know why I have called you here, Master Paul.’

‘Yes, my
lady.’ The words were spoken with humility, but Jess heard every
word. It was like being in a theatre watching someone dictating
well rehearsed lines.

‘I believe
I’ve had to speak to you before about your time keeping. Twice
before in fact.’

The man’s eyes remained dipped,
‘Yes, my lady.’

‘I’m afraid
that, as this is not the first time there has been cause to
reprimand you, the punishment will be more severe this time.’ Miss
Sarah didn’t sound afraid at all. Her cut-glass voice sounded
triumphant as she towered over the man, who seemed to be getting
smaller, as if he was shrinking against her tone.

With a rustle of the petticoats
hidden beneath her bust hugging dress, Miss Sarah turned from her
client and began to search through the desk drawer. Jess held her
breath; positive she knew what Miss Sarah was searching for. It
has to be a wooden ruler. Jess had read enough erotica to know
how these scenarios went. It was almost text book.

It briefly crossed her mind
that she should have been disappointed; but the hardening of her
nipples told her otherwise, as did the tell-tale twitch beneath her
skirt. Determined to keep her unbidden arousal secret, Jess
privately admonished herself for being so susceptible.

She averted her eyes from the
woman at the desk, but Jess couldn’t bring herself to turn them
from the manservant. He captivated her. So strong, so masculine.
What makes him want to come here and be controlled like this?
Why does he pay to be humiliated?

‘It’s
fascinating, isn’t it?’ Mrs Peters seemed to be reading her
mind.

Jess felt goose pimples
sprinkle her flesh as her employer continued to speak in whispers,
her warm breath tickling Jess’s ear, ‘He’s a strong young man. He
is good looking. He could dominate any girl he chose, and yet here
he is, getting his rocks off by crouching in obedience before a
powerful woman.’

Jess opened her mouth to speak,
but no words came out. She didn’t know what to say; or even if she
was permitted to speak. Instead she flicked her attention back to
Miss Sarah, who’d finished her deliberately protracted hunt through
the desk, and now held, not a ruler, but a short handled white
whip.

‘Assume the
position, Master Paul.’ Miss Sarah stood proud, the whip resting
naturally in her palm, as the young man approached the desk and
dropped his breeches.

He was about to place his chest
against the desk, when Miss Sarah interrupted him. ‘I think today,
as we have visitors, you should move to the other side of the
desk.’

Her guest looked up, his face
crimson as he allowed himself to properly register the presence of
Jess and Mrs Peters for the first time.

Master Paul said nothing as he
shuffled awkwardly forward, his clothing around his ankles, giving
Jess her first glance of his rigid cock. She released an
involuntary sigh as she saw it; tight, textured, its smooth tip
glistened with want. Jess didn’t think she’d ever seen a man so
turned on. To her surprise, she realised she would have felt
disappointed if she hadn’t been able to see his dick.

‘Magnificent
isn’t he?’ Mrs Peters appeared amused as she regarded the clerk,
the fingers around her wrist allowing her to feel every beat of
Jess’s fastening pulse, ‘I think you should pay close attention,
Miss Sanders. If the speed at which your blood is pumping is
anything to go by, you are going to enjoy this.’

Jess’s face flushed as red as
Paul’s had done. She felt as though she had been found out, even
though, until that moment, she wouldn’t have dreamed that seeing a
man so willingly humbled would have such a profound physical affect
on her. As liquid began to seep through her silk panties, Jess hung
her own head in shame, yet her wide green eyes remained raised, and
fixed upon the subject of chastisement.

Hastened into position by his
mistress, Paul’s shirt was torn from his back, his smooth torso
bent over the desk’s leather inlay, and his outstretched muscular
arms grasped either side of the desktop. Jess gasped at the sight
of his arse. It was truly gorgeous. She was so close to him, only
two metres away. She could smell his desire and almost taste the
frisson of fear that ran down his spine; prone and vulnerable, as
he anticipated the first strike.

Balling her hands into fists,
Jess’s fingernails dug into the flesh of her palms as she waited in
unexpected harmony with the man before her.

Miss Sarah, standing behind her
victim, undid the top three buttons that held her dress taut across
her chest. After allowing her lungs to inflate properly for the
first time since her bodice was fastened, she swung her right arm
high and cracked the whip down against Master Paul’s backside.

Yelping as the strike scored a
pink welt against his skin the guest held the desk harder, but he
didn’t move as Miss Sarah threw her arm back for a second time, and
then a third, building up a neat criss-cross pattern on his
rump.

Suddenly realising she’d been
holding her breath while mentally counting the strikes, Jess
exhaled in a protracted measured wave, trying to relax her hands,
painfully aware of her superior’s iron clutch around her wrist.

As the fifth and sixth strokes
slammed down, the new clerk found she was listening intently to
every sound, fascinated as Master Paul’s whimpers morphed into
muted cries and whimpers. What would that feel like? Why does he
like it? On the eighth strike Miss Sarah hesitated, her arm
poised in the air, the whip hovering menacingly, ‘Are you sorry,
Master Paul?’

‘Yes, my
lady, I’m sorry.’ He spoke through gritted teeth, his words
escaping into a pleading whimper as the crop hit again.

‘How sorry?’
Altering the angle of the weapon, the ninth stroke landed with
fearful accuracy upon the very crack of his buttocks. Jess winced,
biting back a sympathetic cry of her own, as Master Paul screamed,
‘I’m so very sorry, my lady. Very very sorry.’

‘And will it
happen again? Will you be late for your duties from now
on?’

Unconscious of her actions,
caught up in Master Paul’s punishment, Jess leant forward, her
mouth dry, her lips parted. Surely there will be one more strike
to take the number to ten?

‘You are
correct, child. There will be another hit.’

Jess started, drawing herself
back. How could I have forgotten Mrs Peters, even for a second?
And how the hell does she know what I’m thinking?

Still not brave enough to look
at her superior, Jess lowered her gaze again, ashamed of her own
curiosity. This time however, her face wasn’t yanked back up, and
she was not physically coerced into viewing the erotic tableau
being played out before her, and it was with a sense of personal
shock that Jess realised she was disappointed by this. She wanted
to see what would happen next, but she knew that she needed to be
made to watch. This was not how she’d been brought up. This was
wrong. She had always been the good girl and Jess wasn’t willing to
admit to herself that she was enjoying what she saw. Mrs Peters
knew though. Jess knew she knew, and the thought made her
shiver.

As she stared at the wooden
floor Jess could hear the sound of a dress being undone. Then Miss
Sarah’s frock hit the floor with the weighty thud of expensive
material. Not wanting to raise her head and make her interest
blatant, Jess slid her eyes up as far as she they would go. Resting
her gaze on some far from Victorian underwear, Jess swallowed as
saw the woman’s bright red suspenders and black stockings, which
ran up from the buttoned high heeled boots to a scarlet bustle. Her
eyes widened as she took in the bare peach backside, which turned
to reveal a clean-shaven mound of silken cream skin.

The temptation was too great;
Jess had to see more. Trying to ignore Mrs Peters’ satisfied
mutterings, the clerk lifted her head and was rewarded by the
vision of the most perfect pair of breasts she’d ever seen. The
only pair of breasts she had ever seen in real life beyond her own.
She shuddered at the effect they had on her body, a body that was
contradicting its wants with fear, as she sat, frozen with
uncertainty, her brain battling to accept what she had seen, what
she was seeing, the unreal position she had been put in, and the
birth of a desire she never knew she possessed.

Jess was aware that Miss Sarah
was talking to Master Paul again, but the view of the semi-naked
couple before her, and the knowledge of the experienced hand
against her clammy skin, drowned out the sound of the woman’s
words. It was only the servant’s abrupt cries turning to begs, that
made Jess gather in her confused thoughts and concentrate on what
was happening.

‘Please, Miss
Sarah, please hit me again.’ Master Paul’s voice crackled with
yearning, ‘I want my final sting. I need it, my lady’. Miss
Sarah trailed the tab of leather at the end of the whip over his
back then, lowered herself onto her haunches, her face now level
with her client’s, ‘And will you give me what I desire in
return?’

‘Oh yes, my
lady, I will.’ The sentence left Master Paul’s lips in a mad rush.
It was as if they were the words he’d been longing to say from the
moment he’d first entered Room 51.

Again Jess felt disappointed at
the staged nature of it all, but only for a split second. Miss
Sarah, nodding curtly, had returned to her previous position and
with point blank precision smacked her weapon down onto the
puckering velvet opening of his arse.

The mingled whine of pain and
animal satisfaction that rocketed from Master Paul’s mouth sent a
strange shockwave through Jess. An odd feeling of chilled heat,
which intensified sharply when Mrs Peters hand unexpectedly shot up
her skirt.

The new clerk’s breath caught
in her throat. Her brain was asking her why she didn’t move, why
she didn’t knock the invading arm away, but her body was high on
stimulation; telling her to stay as motionless as possible,
silently willing her superior’s hand to move to the patch of bare
flesh between her stocking tops and satin panties. Jess’s hands
clasped the edge of the chaise longue as Mrs Peters, her eyes fixed
critically on Miss Sarah, circled an individual digit around a tiny
portion of nylon covered thigh.

Master Paul was given
permission to stand, and as he did so Jess could see the desk top
blotting paper had been employed beyond the requirements of
historical accuracy, for the young man had spunked across it with
the last stroke of the whip.

Miss Sarah was shaking her head
at her servant’s embarrassment. ‘You have come already. I don’t
recall giving you permission.’

‘No, my lady.
Sorry, my lady.’ His eyes remained downcast, but Jess noticed that
every now and then he glanced towards his lady’s breasts; a gesture
Jess couldn’t help copying as Mrs Peters fingers moved north,
caressing the clerk’s satin covered crotch, making her want to
shift her position, not knowing if she should move further away, or
closer. Her body told her it was bliss, her brain told her it was a
woman’s hand, and she didn’t do women, and anyway, she
should not be here, in this room with these strange people. I
should be filing, taking bookings. I should not be here. Not here.
Not here.

‘I ought to
punish you again, but His Lordship will be expecting you.’ Jess
realised that the session must nearly be over as Miss Sarah
continued, ‘however, I require your services before you return to
your labours.

‘Yes, my
lady.’ The guest’s head shot up, and for the first time he stood
tall, the cock that had been temporarily flaccid, stirring with new
blood as he reached out with previously unseen confidence for his
mistress’s chest, freeing them quickly from the corset. As his
mouth made contact with the neat nipples, Jess shuddered, her
imagination jealously interpreting how good it must
feel.

‘Come with
me, Miss Sanders.’ Mrs Peters abruptly withdrew her hand and stood
up, ‘I believe you have seen enough.’

Jess’s mouth dropped open to
protest, but her words died with the combined presence of Mrs
Peters closed expression, and her own shock at how close the
voyeuristic experience had taken her to coming. One touch to her
clit, one squeeze of her damp knickers; that’s all it would have
taken. With a final glance at the servant suckling his mewling
lady’s chest, Jess was steered from the room towards the lift;
shaken both physically and mentally.

‘I believe
you have work to do.’ Mrs Peters’ voice was completely
cold.

Jess dipped her head dumbly, a
million questions shooting around her head. Why take me into a
situation where I’m bound to get turned on and then deny me
pleasure? Why take me up to the fifth floor in the first place?
What was the point? I only book the sessions, nothing more.

As the lift doors opened Jess
was ushered inside, ‘I hope you have learnt something from this
visit, Miss Sanders.’ Mrs Peters turned to walk away, but just as
the doors began to close, she added, ‘you are not to pleasure
yourself. I’ll know if you do. We have a rule here, which you’d do
well to remember. You must always ask my permission before
indulging in personal satisfaction.’

Jess stared at the retreating
back of the manageress as the lift doors closed and she plummeted
to the ground floor. Her body was desperate to come; she’d have to
sneak off to the Ladies to sort herself out or she’d never get any
work done. Mrs Peters might have told her not to, but how on earth
would she find out? Jess sure as hell wasn’t going to tell her.

***

Laura sat back in her private
bedroom and switched on her laptop. She was confident of what she
would see when she turned on the webcam link she’d got the barman
to discreetly set up in the staff toilet cubicle first thing that
morning.

Jess was already there; her
skirt crunched up around her waist, her bum perched on the edge of
the closed toilet lid, her back arched as an urgent finger slipped
hastily back and forth over her slick nub. Her lipstick free mouth
panting, her eyes shut in tight concentration, as she came with a
judder of release.

‘Not as
innocent as she’d like to think herself.’ Laura’s face broke into a
calculating smile. ‘Some people simply can’t do what they’re
told.’



Chapter Three

Sam was stood at the hotel bar,
almost exactly where he’d been the night before. Although he was
looking in the opposite direction, sipping from a tumbler of
faintly orange liquid, Laura was sure he knew she’d entered the
room.

‘Are you
going to finish that drink, or shall we just go to bed?’

Taken aback by her directness,
Sam’s eyes narrowed as he placed his barely touched drink on a
nearby table and followed the manageress out of the bar, offering
to carry the large canvas bag she held, saying, ‘My suite I
think.’

Laura raised a questioning
eyebrow, but deciding it might be interesting to give him the
illusion of being in control, even if only for a moment, she took a
step back so Sam could lead the way to the lift.

As they walked, Sam shifted the
bag from one hand to the other, ‘What the hell have you got in
here, it weighs a ton?’

Laura merely shrugged; he’d
find out soon enough.

The second they entered the
lift, she produced a small silver key from the palm of her hand,
and punched the button that would take them to the fifth floor. As
the lift began to slow towards their destination she inserted the
key into the elevator’s override facility and brought it to a
juddering halt.

‘What are you
doing?’ Her guest remained outwardly calm, but how he felt inside,
as she fixed him with a stern expression, was tantalisingly
unreadable.

Despite the fact that he was
the most attractive man she’d seen in months, and her own pulse was
thudding rather more than she would have cared to admit, her voice
remained professionally abrupt, ‘Change of plan. My place instead,
I think.’ She tilted her head to one side, appraising him as she
spoke, ‘I suggest you do exactly what I tell you.’

Laura could almost hear the
increase in Sam’s heart rate, and she allowed the merest hint of a
grin to waver briefly at the corner of her burgundy lips. Confident
that he was too far down the road of stimulation to walk out now,
and that he wouldn’t leave even if he could, she calmly ordered him
to remove all his clothes.

‘But we’re in
a lift.’

Sam had merely tilted his head
to one side as he’d spoken, but Laura knew from experience that her
actions were beginning to unsettle him, however composed he managed
to appear. Sounding like a headmistress whose patience was wearing
very thin, Laura repeated her request, ‘I asked you to remove your
clothes. I think you should, don’t you?’

With his brown eyes clouding,
his ever stiffening erection took control of his brain, and Sam
disposed of his clothes.

Not giving him the chance to
think, Laura swiftly produced a pair of heavy-duty cuffs from her
holdall, and secured a now openly stunned Sam’s wrists behind his
back. Her fingers danced briefly over the small Celtic cross tattoo
on his right arm; grinning slyly at him, a plaything to her whims,
his dick revealing how turned on he was, while his face showed
nothing but lustful confusion.

Attired in a simple but
stunning blue dress, done up at the front with nine small white
buttons, Laura could feel her generous breasts pushing up inside
the material, putting undue pressure on the top two fastenings.

Sam hovered apprehensively as
the manageress began to rummage in her bag again. He thought back
to the small business card she’d got the barman to pass on to him
the night before. He’d assumed it was just one of those silly cards
you could have made up in motorway service stations. Now the words,
Laura Peters; Mistress of the Fifth Floor; All needs catered
for ... had a darker meaning. Sam’s eyes followed her
hidden hand, his lips parting in surprise as she pulled out another
set of cuffs, this time with about 30 cms of linked chain
connecting them. Wordlessly, she locked them around his unresisting
ankles, impressed at his ability to remain silent while she made
him look like an American criminal ready to shuffle dejectedly to
gaol.

As Laura walked around her
prisoner, she observed the thick swaying cock that just yearned to
be touched, to be enveloped between her thick red lips. With more
effort than she was used to, she snapped her eyes back to Sam’s
face, and smiled. He was like a captured hawk, hovering edgily to
see what would happen next. The hunter had become the hunted.

‘You have a
hell of a hard-on there, Mr Wheeler.’ Mrs Peters spoke levelly, as
if she was doing no more than commenting on the state of the
weather, ‘It’ll have to be maintained carefully or you’ll spurt
your load before I’m ready. OK?’

It was a question, of sorts,
but Sam knew it wasn’t a question that she would accept a negative
response to, so he agreed. He shivered as Laura produced a black
cock case from her bag. Her fingers trailed lazily around his
testicles before encasing his length within the leather
harness.

When he was finally restrained
to her liking, she stood directly in front of him, her gaze
piercing. ‘Do you see these buttons, Sam?’ Laura ran a manicured
fingernail down her dress, and he nodded fervently. ‘I will undo
one each time I decide you deserve it. Yes?’

‘Yes.’ He
nodded again, without really understanding what he was agreeing to,
inwardly wincing at his uncharacteristically pitiable urge to do
everything she asked.

‘First
though, I think we need a little more room to manoeuvre. Twisting
the key back into position so that the lift was once again
operational Laura scooped up Sam’s clothes and stuffed them into
her bag. Then, taking the chain that linked his handcuffs, she
dragged him towards the opening doors.

Only able to shuffle within the
confines of his restraints, Sam found himself dragged from the safe
privacy of the lift. What if someone sees us? Anyone could walk
down this corridor at any moment. He didn’t dare complain
though; just in case the sound of his voice attracted the attention
of any nearby guests. The perspiration that had been threatening on
his forehead, broke out in earnest as his head swung from side to
side, willing each bedroom door to stay shut so that their
occupants would remain unaware of his shamefully shackled yet
roused state.

At last, after what seemed like
an eternity to Sam, they reached Laura’s quarters. She’d said
nothing as they walked, but Sam had been very aware of her frequent
glances towards his dick, for each time she peered at it, it leapt
within its bonds, making his stomach flip and his state of lust,
which he’d believed to be already at its peak, grow even more
urgent.

Sliding a key card into
position, she unlocked the door and stood back so that her visitor
could stumble into her compact suite. Dropping the holdall, Laura
led Sam into the middle of the room. She didn’t bother to hide the
elation of how his submission delighted her. The expression of
bewildered craving on his face did more for her personal arousal
than he would ever understand. How she loved taking control of
powerful men.

Let’s make it easy to start
with, shall we,’ Laura took a step forwards, ‘kneel down and tell
me who you are.’

Her voice was calm again now
and Sam was relieved to be able to obey so easily, although
kneeling was more challenging than expected within the
constrictions of his bonds. Once he’d managed to position himself
successfully he recited his full name, ‘Samuel Wheeler.’

Laura rewarded him with an
opened button, grinning wickedly as Sam’s face showed how cheated
he felt that she’d started unfastening from the bottom of her
dress, rather than instantly freeing her luscious tits. He opened
his mouth to say something; anything to try and regain some
control, some pride, but one glance at Laura’s face stopped him.
She was furious. Livid. But he had no idea why. Sam’s body quelled
and he found he was cowering before her.

Thrilled at having made him
feel so small so quickly with her fake anger, Laura spoke sharply,
‘Lie face down on the floor.’

Sam hesitated, and she barked
out ‘Do it!’

Stumbling forward onto his
face, unable to stop the involuntary shaking in his shoulders, Sam
didn’t see his tormentor take the paddle out of her bag, but became
all too aware of it, when three sharp blows hit his backside with
swift accuracy.

As she struck, the threatening
swish of the paddle echoing its continual potential for pain as it
arched through the air, Laura shouted, ‘Who are you? What are
you?’

Sam thought he’d been panicking
before, but that was nothing to what he felt now. Genuine alarm
swept through him as he struggled to understand what she meant.

Laura dropped her weapon to the
floor, and dragged Sam back to his feet. He swayed as he watched
her open a second tiny white button. His arse smarted, and the glut
of ruby splodges that broke out across his chest as he was ordered
to kneel again, showed Laura how close the artist was to climax.
Stepping as near to him as possible without making bodily contact,
the swaying fabric of the partially opened dress caressing his
face, Laura locked her eyes on to Sam’s. Stealthily she lifted the
flaps of her dress wider so he could see she wore no underwear
beneath.

Sam was so close to her sex he
could smell it. If she hadn’t ordered him to lick her clit he knew
he would have risked her anger and done it anyway. Lapping at
Laura’s delicious sticky juice, he smeared her private liquid
around his parched lips, flicking her nub with the very end of his
tongue. Sam couldn’t imagine how she remained so controlled, for
just as he was getting ready to push her on into a climax the
manageress took a step back and, without giving him any indication
if she had enjoyed his attention or not, she undid another button.
‘You will tell me who you are, and what you are, or you will not be
allowed to do that again.’

Sam stared at her in disbelief.
She was making no sense. How could the woman be so cold, how could
denying herself pleasure be a way to get at him? Somehow it was,
though, and he already missed her taste. Speaking with as much
conviction as he could muster he said, ‘My name is Sam Wheeler and
I’m an artist.’

‘And?’ She
picked the paddle back up and struck his left nipple.
Hard.

Tears sprang to his eyes as
pain shot through his flesh. He flinched as the paddle connected
with expert accuracy against his other nipple. Who the hell is
this woman?

Mrs Peters undid another
button. Sam moistened his lips, his need to see her completely
naked growing out of all proportion as his cock strained within its
case, liquid dribbling from its tip. Keeping hold of the paddle,
she told him to bend over. His hands and knees scuffed against the
rough carpet as he braced himself for Laura to ask his name again,
but was caught off guard when she asked who he worked for
instead.

‘Myself,’ Sam
said quickly. Too quickly perhaps, for the thin white paddle
cracked down on his exposed rump before the word had completely
left his lips. After four strikes, she pulled him back up,
rewarding him for withstanding the pain with another button. That
was five open now, and her strong shapely legs were on show.
Somehow the agony she was inflicting wasn’t as bad as having to
wait so long for her continued unbuttoning.

‘It’s time
for us to get serious.’ Laura rolled Sam onto his back, and, with
his hands trapped beneath him and his dick sticking up like a black
flag pole, she lifted her dress and sat astride his legs, the cock
holder rubbing against her flawless round stomach.

‘We’ll begin
again. So, who are you? And don’t give me any of that Sam Wheeler
crap. You know what I want to hear.’

‘I don’t! I
don’t know what you’re talking about.’ The pleading words were
coming automatically now, as Laura began to rock back and forth,
her wetness trickling over his trapped skin.

‘Your role in
life?’

The droplets that spotted his
brow morphed into full blown sweat as he answered her, his voice
barely a whisper, ‘an artist.’

‘No. Not
just an artist.’ Slim fingers went to the top of her dress.
Laura’s tone was smooth now, and suddenly she was back into
seducing territory. ‘If you tell me, I’ll undo this button. You’d
like me to, wouldn’t you?’

It was only a button. A single
small white disc, but it was holding back so much promise, and he
wanted to see that chest so badly. The artist blurted out, ‘I don’t
understand what you want me to say.’

A tender palm came forward to
soothe Sam’s sticky brow. Laura spoke as if reassuring a naughty
child, ‘Now now, you’re a clever man. Think a while. What are
you?’

Sam’s throat turned from simply
dry to sandpaper rough, and suddenly he understood what she wanted.
The realisation was worse than not knowing.

The tension in the room
multiplied as her dress flapped against him. As he gazed at the
manageress, she ran both hands up inside the blue material,
circling sharp fingertips around her nipples. Although unable to
see exactly what she was doing, Sam could tell how excited she was.
The tips of her breasts poked more obviously at the cotton and the
mewl that escaped her lips as she worked herself off showed him
that Laura Peters was human after all.

As she continued to rock
against Sam’s aching legs, Laura asked him again, her digits still
working on her own stimulation. ‘Tell me, I know you’ve worked it
out. Tell me, or you’ll never see just how desperate my tits are
for you right now.’

‘I
can’t ... I ...’ Sam’s pride laboured to assert
itself as Laura moved faster.

He yowled, his crushed hands
were becoming more squashed by the second, and his limbs began to
go numb beneath her weight. Yet, through all this his cock remained
taut, and not just because of its leather guardian. Sam was so
rigid for Laura he was amazed his shaft didn’t burst out of its
tiny prison all on its own.

Abruptly, the woman rose and
undid another button, properly revealing her soft, unexpectedly
fluffy, pussy and smooth stomach. Only three buttons remained now,
and Sam’s mind jumped ahead to the final result, conveniently
skipping what he might have to endure to get to that point unless
he told Mrs Peters what she wanted to hear.

She was running her blood red
fingernails around her navel as she continued to question him,
‘Let’s try again. Who do you work for?’

‘Myself.’
Laura shook her head sadly, and going to a small wooden box on her
bookshelf, produced two silver nipple clamps. Without giving Sam
time to prepare for the coming sting, she deftly clipped them onto
his chest.

He bit his lips together to try
and deflect the icy agony, while his body attempted to adjust to
its latest torture. Twirling the cruel toys back and forth, she
sent fresh shocks of pain through him. Speaking through clenched
teeth, Laura repeated, ‘Who-do-you-work-for?’

It was too much. Everything
ached. Everything hurt. He shouted into the expectant hush of the
room, ‘You.’

‘At last!’
With a relief at his capitulation greater than she’d anticipated,
Laura removed the clamps and placed her hot sensuous lips against
the scarred tissue, kissing life back into his flesh. ‘You see how
nice it can feel to tell the truth?’

Sam didn’t speak, his dick
moved within its casing; a wave or pre-come trickling down the
leather.

Laura undid another button.
Only two remained fastened now. The vital two that held back her
chest.

Manoeuvring Sam gently to his
feet, it took Laura a while to steady his footing as the artist’s
abused body swam in an ungainly fashion. ‘You should start telling
me a bit more of the truth if you ever want to come. Unless of
course,’ she stroked a finger along the length of his shaft, ‘you
want to stay encased forever.’

Sam blinked at her, not knowing
what to say, but embarrassingly aware that the last vestiges of his
resolve were crumbling.

‘When you say
that you are mine again, I’m going to take off that harness, and
then I’m going to lick your balls until you explode. After
that …’ Laura’s erratic voice lowered to a seductive whisper,
‘… I’m going to undo the rest of my buttons and you can see my
breasts, kiss them, hide your face in them, lick them again and
again until your cock is hot. Then you can impale me on it, make me
squirm, make me scream ...’

Sam barely heard what she said.
All he could see was the vision she was creating. Sinking to his
knees in defeat, knowing she’d been the victor from the second
they’d walked into the lift, he bellowed into the small room. ‘I
work for you!’

Laura’s triumphant face said it
all. Crouching before him, her stumbling fingers showed just how
much she’d been getting off on her authority over him.

With the case removed, Sam felt
a strange mixture of relief, failure and heavy eroticism flood him,
as the mistress engulfed his balls in her mouth, lapping until he
creamed the carpet with an explosion of spunk.

Keeping her promise, undoing
the remaining little white buttons, Laura slipped her dress from
her shoulders. Finally, blessedly naked, she was all Sam had
imagined. Exhausted and humble before her, he mentally worshipped
her, silently pleading to be allowed to touch her sun-enhanced
skin, bury himself between her breasts, and fuck her senseless.

Sitting on the edge of her bed,
Laura considered the man before her, ‘New territory for you I
suspect, letting a woman take the upper hand? You did want to shag
me though didn’t you?’

He sounded hoarse as he
replied, ‘it certainly was very different.’

Sam coughed as Laura’s eyes
shone with victory. Her body, though outwardly controlled, was
desperate for some attention of its own. About to make a move to
satisfy her own desires, Laura’s eyebrows rose with surprise as Sam
continued, ‘I wanted to seduce you with flowers and champagne, make
love to you slowly, lingeringly, and explore every inch of you.’ He
couldn’t say any more, he felt foolish and exposed, and his throat
rasped from the effort of speech.

‘I’m not sure
about that romantic stuff, but the champagne bit sounds good,’
Laura went to the mini-fridge in the corner of the room.

Sam watched as she grasped the
bottle, popped the cork with little fuss, and poured two brimming
glasses of bubbly. He could taste it even before Laura brought the
blissfully cold liquid to his lips.

After helping him take a few
gulps, Laura’s domineering stance relaxed a little, ‘Do you promise
to be a good boy if I undo your wrists?’

‘I promise.’
Unclipping him, Laura rubbed some life back into Sam’s cramped
muscles before passing him a drink. Knocking the entire glassful
back in one deep draft, Sam never took his eyes off her
chest.

‘More?’ Laura
passed him the bottle without waiting for a reply.

Refilling his glass, the artist
glugged back the golden juice. The second the last drop of alcohol
hit the back of his neck, something in Sam snapped. He couldn’t
wait any longer; his patience and the suppression of his natural
dominance had been stretched to the limit.

Putting down the glass and
stumbling forward in his ankle cuffs, he lunged at Laura Peters,
clasping his teeth around her left breast. She yelped with animal
delight as he nipped her skin. Holding a tit in each palm, Sam
nuzzled her luminous flesh, gorging himself on the objects of his
tortured arousal, until, with a swift half smile, Laura said, with
incredible composure, ‘you may fuck me now, slave, but only because
I want you too. Next time there will be stricter rules.’



Chapter Four

Although a night had passed
since her surreal encounter on the fifth floor, Jess still felt an
involuntary twitch between her legs each time she thought about
it.

Her efforts to put it to the
back of her mind however, were thwarted by Mrs Peters, who’d been
continually popping in and out of the reception and booking office
area that morning.

With each of her employer’s
visits, an increasing unease stole over Jess. She knew the older
woman had been watching her. The accusatory expression that crossed
her face whenever they met, instantly made Jess feel guilty for her
body’s reaction to the bizarre experience. The private knowledge
that she’d physically enjoyed the abuse of another human being,
however much they had welcomed it, was also proving tough to deal
with, and had left Jess feeling ashamed and humiliated. A
humiliation she was determined never to admit to, at least, not out
loud.

As her desk clock struck 10.00
a.m. the dominating presence of Mrs Peters loomed once again
outside the office. She was beckoning to Jess with a single
elongated finger. Rising from her seat, the clerk went to the
manageress’s side, her palms immediately clammy, her mind jumping
ahead to what see might have to endure witnessing next.

Jess said nothing as they
walked; she was too busy trying to stamp out the voice that was
shouting at the back of her head, telling her to get out of Fables
and never look back, as a simultaneous stab of erotic anticipation
ripped through her body at the thought of seeing more of the fifth
floor.

Since her enforced visit to the
study Jess had taken a couple of bookings for Fable’s private
rooms, and her imagination had built up a picture of each of the so
far unseen locations with frequent and detailed repetition. Jess
had told no one what had happened in the Victorian study. There was
no one to tell. She worked alone in her little office, and the
reception staff, who came and went after every few hours, had
little opportunity to chat or exchange more than a smile of
greeting between customers and phone calls. Nor was there anyone at
home in Jess’s poky flat near Oxford’s busy railway station. There
hadn’t been anyone special in Jess’s life for a long time, and even
when there had been, it had always been strictly straight sex,
nothing kinky, nothing unusual, nothing rough, and certainly
nothing involving women. She’d never even considered it.

The quiet hum of the lift was
almost unbearable as they began their ascent to the fifth floor.
Jess, who could normally happily ignore such silences, started to
burble about how good business had been this week, but the verbal
outpouring froze on her lips when Mrs Peters nailed her with a cold
stare, and for the remainder of the mercifully short trip she
mutely fiddled with the folds of her pleated skirt.

Only a few steps down the
corridor from the lift, they reached a solid wooden door adorned
with the number 52. Mrs Peters addressed Jess, ‘Room 52 is a rather
different place to the Victorian study, Miss Sanders, but I’m sure
you’ll enjoy it just as much. More perhaps.’

Pushing the door open, Jess,
painfully conscious of her heightened state of anxiety, was ushered
inside. Quickly, she surveyed her surroundings. A school room. Not
copied from some ancient dusty Victorian or Edwardian school house,
but a modern classroom with plastic topped stainless-steel legged
tables and chairs, and a computerised white board, rather than a
blackboard.

As Jess hesitated next to a
shelf unit holding pencils, pens, rulers and associated school
equipment, she risked her first proper glance of the day at her
boss. She was looking straight at her.

‘Sit down.’
Mrs Peters pulled out a small grey plastic seat, and Jess obeyed,
glad to be able to hide the nervous shake that had started in her
legs.

Once seated, Jess’s knees bent
up on the infant-sized furniture, Mrs Peters returned to the
classroom door, and, without waiting for anyone else to enter,
bolted it. Jess immediately stood up in alarm. Her mouth opened to
protest, but once again the expression on her superior’s face
dissolved the words before they’d left her throat.

In two swift strides the
manageress stood over her. Jess tried to slide the seat back a bit,
but Mrs Peters had chosen where to place her well, and the clerk
found herself trapped between her boss and a large art table. Mrs
Peters’ flint jade eyes flashed, ‘I think it best you stay where
you are for a moment.’

Jess stared back at her for a
split second, lowering her gaze in embarrassment at the effect the
taller woman’s proximity was having on her pulse rate. She stared
at her employer’s black kitten-heeled shoes, the hem of her black
suit trousers, the flash of naked ankle; anything to avoid seeing
the calculating expression on Mrs Peters’ face.

While Jess was focusing her
attention elsewhere, Mrs Peters produced a short silk rope from her
jacket pocket. Before the clerk knew what was happening, her arms
had been wrenched behind her back. She gasped in surprise as the
tether was pulled taut and deftly looped through the gap in the
back of the chair.

Her face devoid of emotion, Mrs
Peters gave the bindings a quick tug to make sure they were secure
and then retreated to the other side of the room, and, without a
backward glance, opened the door to a walk-in cupboard, and stepped
inside.

What the hell was she
doing? Jess wriggled against the bonds. No one had ever tied
her up before. She felt trapped, frightened, and yet, she could
already feel the treacherous awakening of her body. Every second of
the wait felt like a lifetime as Jess speculated on what might
happen next
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