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 Prologue

‘In about five hours.’

‘That sounds perfect. Though I have to admit, I’d long since
given up on you honouring your promise.’ The man’s voice resonated
disbelief down the phone.

Without
betraying his annoyance that his word had been questioned, David
Proctor replied smoothly, ‘I always keep my word, but as I promised
you the best, then you’ve had to wait until I found the best. There
are many who are merely good. This girl is excellent.’

Proctor
could hear the breathing of the man on the end of the line quicken
in anticipation.

‘Then I will prepare myself.’

His
mobile still clasped to his ear, David flicked the harnessed
breasts of his lover absentmindedly before saying, ‘And you know
what to do when it is time for her to depart again?’

‘Don’t worry, Proctor! I have the instructions you sent.
Transportation can easily be arranged for the time of her
departure.’

‘Then I’ll leave you to your forthcoming pleasures. I look
forward to your report.’

Hanging
up the call, David bent to his submissive, kissing the sides of her
gagged mouth as he stared into her hopeful eyes. With a salacious
smile he pressed another number into his phone pad. ‘One more call,
my darling, and then it will be your turn.’

A small
mew of frustration escaped from her lips as, for his fifth phone
conversation in succession, David walked away from her.

Proctor
needed 100 per cent of his concentration for this final
call.


***

‘I’d be careful if I were you, young man, or you’ll build the
abilities of this woman up to the point where my expectations will
be so great, she can only disappoint.’

‘Miss Sanders will not disappoint.’

‘If you say so, David.’ Ms Webster snorted out a derisive
laugh. ‘Then I’d better get ready for her arrival. Does she know
what is expected of her?’

‘Beyond being given your address, she will be told nothing.’
David paused as if considering giving the older woman additional
information.

He
decided against it.


 Chapter
One

Miss
Jess Sanders fingered the cream envelope she clutched in her left
hand. The paper was damp, its previously crisp edges tattered and
limp from where she’d been gripping it so tightly.

Her
right hand came to her throat. Gingerly, Jess touched the black
leather collar that spanned her neck.

Every
part of her ached.

Sitting
in the rear of a very comfortable, chauffeur-driven BMW, Jess
couldn’t even face glancing out of the window. The journey from the
North East of Scotland to wherever it was she was being taken in
England seemed to be taking forever.

Only a
few hours earlier, Jess had been working at The Retreat, providing
submissive services at a business launch party, where 150 delegates
from the Fairtasia adult comic production company had explored
every inch of her body.


Reclining against the leather seat, she closed her eyes. She
could still feel the imprint of each hand, tongue, breast and cock
that had come her way. Her stomach churned with nerves, anger,
fatigue, and her body’s treacherous and constant need for more
sex.


***

Seven
months ago, Jess had no idea she was a born submissive.

Six
months ago, after becoming bored with a succession of temping jobs,
she’d applied for the position of booking clerk at the Fables Hotel
in Oxford, landed the post, and her life had changed beyond all
recognition. From being a single girl, with a lacklustre sex life
and no partner, Jess had become the resident submissive on Fables
Hotel fifth floor. A place which, under the iron management of Mrs
Laura Peters, provided special services for adults who wished for
their ultimate sexual fantasies to come true without fear of
judgement, and in perfect safety.


Initially Jess had been horrified at how well, and how
quickly, she’d adapted to this new subservient lifestyle. A
lifestyle Mrs Peters had spotted she was suited to long before Jess
herself had any idea. But just as she’d settled into her new life
and work regime at the hotel, Jess had found herself
uprooted.

One of
Fables’ most demanding clients, Mr David Proctor, had persuaded Mrs
Peters to lend him Jess, along with her dominatrix Miss Sarah, to
help him and his manageress, Dr Ewen, set up his own Fables-style
establishment in a remote part of Scotland – The
Retreat.

Jess and
Miss Sarah had been told they were being lent to Proctor to teach
his staff the art of submissive behaviour. The reality of the
situation, however, hadn’t been quite so
straightforward.


***

Running
her little finger along the outer edge of the collar for a second
time, Jess fought back the constant reflex to choke. It was so
tight. There was no way it could be cut free without damaging her
skin.

David
Proctor had forced Jess into his collar, declaring her his property
unless she proved herself worthy of release. He was the only one
with a key to the little silver padlock that held the tight band
together at the front of her neck. Even if she did manage to prise
the leather free somehow, as the car left the never-ending A9 that
tracks the east side of Scotland and joined the motorway, Jess
could hear Proctor’s warning words echo in her ears when she’d
threatened to call Mrs Peters …

“If you call her, that collar is never coming off. There is
only one key and I have it. And before you think it can be cut off,
it can’t be done. Not without hurting you. Anyway, if you did get
it cut off, you’d have failed, and part of you would always remain
mine. I can’t see Mrs Peters liking that very much; can
you?”

Jess
hated that he was right. Her boss wouldn’t have liked it all. She
tried to tell herself that Mrs Peters would come to her rescue –
but she physically and mentally shrank back from wondering what the
cost of making such a request of the Fables’ mistress would
be.


Unbidden, her mind slipped from thoughts of her boss to Miss
Sarah. She tried to ignore the increase in her pulse rate, and the
automatic swell of her breasts that the image of the tall, slim,
demanding dominatrix always caused. For a split second, while
they’d been together at The Retreat, Jess had begun to hope Miss
Sarah cared for her beyond the requirements of work.

Jess
knew, although she would never have been foolish enough to say so
out loud, that she had formed a strong emotional attachment to the
woman who dominated her body day after day in the pursuit of other
people’s pleasure. Sometimes she trusted that her personal feelings
towards her mistress were genuine but, on other occasions, logical
thought took over. Jess told herself, for the umpteenth time, as
she looked out in the night, that she’d probably adopted some sort
of warped Stockholm Syndrome feeling to Miss Sarah; like a victim
falling for her kidnapper.

It had
been Miss Sarah who Mrs Peters had ordered to train Jess when she’d
first joined the team at Fables. A training which had included a
vigorously kinky, and highly effective, exercise routine that gave
Jess immense stamina; teaching her how to remain motionless for
prolonged periods of time, and how to delay an orgasm for as long
as humanly possible.

At
first, Jess had been terrified of Miss Sarah. She’d suspected the
dominatrix resented her arrival, especially when Mrs Peters began
to refer to Jess as her “perfect submissive.” This was a title Jess
now understood had been designed precisely to provoke her, and
force her to work even harder for fear of not living up to her
requirements. It had nothing to do with Mrs Peters thinking Jess
was good at her job –although Jess hoped she did.

But she sent you away … Jess shook her
head sharply. Mrs Peters couldn’t have known Proctor had planned to
keep her. She couldn’t possibly have been in on this from the
start. Her boss had been conned by Proctor. They’d all been conned.

Trying to force away the paranoia that threatened to take hold
as she sat, a prisoner in the back of an ostentatiously posh car,
Jess attempted to reassure herself by recalling how many times Mrs
Peters had stressed prior to their departure from Fables that she
and Miss Sarah would be returning.

Only
moments before they’d been taken away to Scotland, Jess had taken
part in a mock-up of a most unusual version of Pin the Tail on the
Donkey. It had been a rehearsal for a very adult birthday party
that was to take place in just over a week’s time. The mere memory
of what she’d gone through during the rehearsal made Jess’s pussy
clench with desire. She longed to get back to Fables in time for
the clients’ party – as Mrs Peters had promised she
would.

Staring through the car window now, Jess searched her memories
of her days at The Retreat for further reassurance that Mrs Peters
had not betrayed her. On two separate occasions while they’d been
in their bedroom in the castle, Miss Sarah had warned Jess to
believe nothing Proctor said. She’d told Jess that he would probably tell her
Mrs Peters no longer wanted her at Fables; and that he
would be lying.

That was
exactly what had happened. But was it a lie? Jess couldn’t help
letting doubt creep in as the night sky began to give way to the
first glimmer of dawn. Why had Miss Sarah been allowed to go home
and not her? Proctor had a submissive of his own. A girl called
Alisha, who was more than willing to fulfil his every whim. He
didn’t need Jess at all. This was pure spite.

Although
the girls from Fables had helped secure The Retreat a prize client
in the robust shape of Mr Kane Shyland, manager of Fairtasia,
Proctor hadn’t got the seat on the Fairtasia board that he’d
coveted. His fury had been volcanic.

Proctor
had wanted to take his displeasure out on someone. A scapegoat.
Someone who he could use to get his revenge on those who’d
humiliated him. And Jess was that someone.

She
ought to sleep. She’d been up for hours, and the sexual excesses of
the past two days had, even by her standards, been demanding on her
curvaceous frame. Brushing a lock of red hair from her eyes, the
submissive rocked her head against the seatback and tried to think
more clearly.

What
would Miss Sarah do in this situation? Jess knew the answer to
that. She’d accept her current position, examine all the evidence
to hand, and then prepare herself in whatever way she could for the
immediate future. In this case, that meant searching Proctor’s
letter for possible clues. Then she would rest, and preferably
sleep …

 


Dear Miss Sanders,

I must congratulate you. If you are reading this letter, it
means that you’ve successfully negotiated your way out of working
at The Retreat on a full-time basis. However, as the collar you
wear so prettily proves, you have not totally escaped my
employment, and until you have completed the tasks detailed below,
you will be considered my property.

In order to be returned exclusively to the service of Mrs
Peters at the Fables Hotel, you will have to fulfil the following
listed tasks at a number of different locations.

Someone will be ready to greet you at each port of call. The
driver who is currently escorting you away from The Retreat knows
the location of your first stop, but has no further information
about your coming challenges.

On the completion of each assignment, you will receive
details of how to reach your next destination.

Only when you reach the final location – if you have
satisfied each and every person you encounter along the way – will
the collar be removed, and your return to Fables
arranged.

The stops ahead of you will occur at the following types of
establishment:

1. Office

2. Flat

3. House

4. Apartment

5. Club

I am sure you’ll enjoy this new adventure, Miss Sanders.
Remember, however, that if my friends and clients don’t benefit
from your visit, then the collar is not coming off, and you will
return to my service at The Retreat, and not to Mrs Peters at
Fables.

Regards,

David

Jess
read the letter again. Why had Proctor written down so little about
her destinations? What, or who, was waiting for her at each
location that was so challenging he believed additional information
would be unwise? Or perhaps, she thought as her eyes finally closed
in exhausted sleep, he just wants to freak me out even more
…


***

Laura
Peters slammed down the study phone so hard her desk rocked against
the floor. Striding across the room to where her naked lover was
benefitting from the oral delights being provided by Miss Sarah,
Mrs Peters unhooked her own dress, and let it fall to the ground.
Her Rubenesque curves revealed to Sam Wheeler’s forever hungry
gaze, she barked, ‘Kneel!’

Sam’s
sense of loss as Miss Sarah’s lips were removed from his solid
erection was diminished as he dropped to the floor, the scent of
his partner’s sex intoxicating, yet frustratingly out of his
reach.

Dragging
her hands through his short-cropped hair, Mrs Peters tugged Sam’s
head nearer her crotch. ‘Lick.’

Drawing
solace from the normality of ordering her man to pleasure her,
Laura, her tone perfectly under control, the anger bubbling in her
chest no longer apparent, turned to Miss Sarah. ‘It seems that Miss
Sanders is being taught a lesson.’

Not in the least phased by the tormenting vision of her
mistress being serviced by her artist lover’s agile tongue, Miss
Sarah’s peppermint eyes narrowed with suspicion. ‘If I may ask, Mrs
Peters, in what way is Miss Sanders learning what particular lesson?’

‘It appears that our submissive has been sent on a journey.
While on that journey, she will be set tasks to complete to the
satisfaction of those she meets along the way. Only then, providing
all the appointed judges en route are happy with her performance,
will Proctor release her from her role on The Retreat’s staff, and
return her to my employment.’

‘And the specific lesson she is learning?’ Miss Sarah, as
serene as ever on the outside, felt her throat dry in on itself.
She suspected she already knew the answer to her query.

‘That under no circumstances does David Proctor lose.
Under no circumstances can he be trusted. Not ever.’ Laura avoided
looking down at Sam as he raised his eyes while he worked the tip
of his tongue around the edges of her nub. He may well have had his
mouth full, and thus be unable to he speak, but his thoughts were
not easy to ignore. They resounded with the unspoken words, “I told
you so”.

Tension
rebounded off the walls.

It had
only been a few hours since Miss Sarah had, without warning,
returned from The Retreat. Alone. There could be no doubt David
Proctor had tricked them.

As
unspoken questions continued to fill the room, Sam broke away from
his mistress unbidden. Her liquid glistened across his chin.
‘Forgive me, madam, but you have to admit you made a mistake in
trusting Proctor.’ Sam, his cockhead shining as it stuck out before
him, knew he would regret speaking out of turn, but recklessly kept
talking anyway. ‘You trusted him, Laura. You trusted him with Miss
Sarah and Miss Sanders. Fables’ two most valuable assets. You sent
them hundreds of miles away, knowing Proctor could go back on his
promise to return them at any moment, and …’

‘Enough!’ Laura’s voice clipped with finality. ‘I did no such
thing.’

Miss
Sarah swallowed slowly. She’d never heard Mrs Peters take
responsibility for a mistake. Come to think of it, she’d never
known her to make a mistake at all – well, not one that she hadn’t
instantly turned to her advantage. Was she going to do so
now?

Glaring at Sam, hiding the quivering of her body, that was
already missing the withdrawal of his skilled attentions, Laura
took a crisp, calming breath. ‘Trusting Proctor was
not the error I made.’ In
the face of her lover doubting her so openly, Laura felt the
confidence in her judgement which, she privately acknowledged, had
been temporarily rattled by the telephone conservation she’d just
had, return with a vengeance as Sam gave her cause to punish him.
‘I do not remember giving you permission to speak. Get back to
work, Mr Wheeler!’

Not wanting to wait for answers until after Mrs Peters had
finished chastising her lover, Miss Sarah jumped into the
conversation before the inevitable punishment got started. ‘May I
ask, madam, is Miss Sanders safe? What was your mistake?’

Mrs
Peters closed her eyes, partly to think, partly to take pleasure in
the skilled tongue that had resumed lapping at her pussy, diluting
her anger with every lick. Cool common sense returning, she spoke
more sympathetically. ‘Miss Sanders is safe if she does what she is
told.’

‘Then she is indeed safe,’ Miss Sarah said with abrupt
finality. ‘Miss Sanders is very good at doing what she is
told.’

Laura
opened her eyes again, and allowed the spark of a smile to run
towards her dominatrix. ‘You are right, of course. Miss Sanders has
proven her skills many times. You trained her well.’

Once
more, an uneasy silence filled the room. Miss Sarah’s other
question hung in the air as only the sound of Sam’s fervent
attention to Laura’s clit filled the gap. It was only after Sam had
brought her to the point of no return that, almost hidden by the
muted sounds of her expertly controlled orgasm, Mrs Peters said,
‘My mistake was Elena Ewen. She was the one I shouldn’t have
trusted. She convinced me she’d changed from the devious player she
was when we first met many years ago. It appears this is not the
case.’

‘You knew her at university, didn’t you, madam?’ For the first
time since she’d met Mrs Peters, Miss Sarah saw her manageress look
stunned.

‘How did you …?’

‘I overheard Dr Ewen and Proctor talking. I heard a lot of
things.’

Wrapping
her fist around Sam Wheeler’s solid cock, Laura gathered her
composure as quickly as she’d lost it. ‘I think, Miss Sarah, that
as soon as I have relived Mr Wheeler here, we will have a little
chat about exactly what happened during your time at The
Retreat.’


 Chapter
Two

It was
the silence that woke Jess. The cessation of the sound of tyres
rolling against tarmac; the cutting of the limo’s purring, gentle
engine.

Sitting bolt upright, her pulse cartwheeling through her
veins, Jess stared out of the window, trying to gauge where in
England she might be through her sleep-stained eyes. The answer was
surprisingly easy to discover, for the vast square, smoked glass
office block that rose up in front of the parked car had the
slogan Proctor International –
Berwick-upon-Tweed proudly emblazoned in
unmissable polished steel, over the main doors.

Jess
wondered why it was so quiet. A glance at her watch answered that.
It was only seven o’clock in the morning.

The car
door opened. Her silent driver gestured for Jess to get out, placed
her small holdall of belongings in her hand, pointed to the
entrance to the building, and, without a word, got back into the
car and drove off.

Subduing
the urge to panic, Jess forced herself to breathe properly while
she considered her options. She was standing in some sort of
business park, which meant there had to be a main road nearby. She
could head towards it, and try and hitch a lift back to Fables in
Oxford. She could find a police station, explain she was stranded
without cash, and ask to make a phone call. As various plans for
escape circled around her head, Jess continued to watch the smoked
glass doors.

Not for
the first time, the submissive wished that her body hadn’t become
so desperate for constant corporeal gratification. Jess could not
dislodge the notion that whatever Proctor had organised, it would
be something she’d ultimately enjoy, though she had no doubt there
would be a great deal of discomfort and frustration along the
way.

Her
blood pounded as though she’d run a mile, and she silently cursed
Proctor for explaining so little in his letter. With her pussy
slick and her nipples pert beneath her bra, Jess walked up to the
main entrance and peered through a window into the reception area.
There was no one in sight.

She’d
expected to see at least a security guard. Jess couldn’t imagine
that David would be so cavalier as to have one of his main business
premises unmanned, even overnight.

Assuming
there was little point in trying the doors, but pushing at them
anyway, Jess was surprised when they gave way to the pressure, and
she found herself standing in a large, state of the art lobby. It
screamed of the success and wealth that was typical of Mr Proctor’s
“look at me, I’m successful” attitude.

Dropping
her bag to the stone-tiled floor, Jess could almost hear her heart
hammering in her chest as she stood alone in the eerily quiet.
Waiting in the middle of the floor, she rotated so that she could
take in a 360-degree view of the welcoming hub to the north-eastern
arm of Proctor’s marketing empire.

Her ears
strained, but she could hear nothing. Yet Jess was convinced she
was not alone. Hairs prickled at the back of her neck as the
sensation of being watched by person or persons unknown grew within
her.

Walking
towards the reception desk, Jess had the strangest feeling that
someone was about to jump out from behind it.

No one
did, though.

Not
knowing where to go, and not wanting to set off any sort of
internal alarm system by going through either of the two doors
separating the reception from the main offices, Jess sank down into
an expensive, but well-worn leather chair that was obviously the
province of the main receptionist, and waited. At least, she
thought wryly, waiting is something I’ve learnt to become very good
at.

‘I hadn’t expected the collar.’

Jess
jumped as a gravelly male voice echoed through the open space. She
twisted her head from side to side, but couldn’t see anyone. The
sound could have come from the left, but the reception’s acoustics
were disorientating.

‘Hello?’ Jess felt a patina of perspiration bloom up the back
of her neck.

The
voice rebounded around the room for a second time. ‘Tell me why
you’re wearing it.’


Swallowing carefully, Jess clenched her knees and addressed
the empty air.

‘Mr David Proctor placed it there. He is punishing me for
something I didn’t do, and I don’t understand. He says he’ll take
it off if I perform well for you and four other people on a list
he’s given me.’

‘You don’t sound convinced he’ll keep his word.’


Cautiously, Jess said, ‘I have a mistress of my own. I can’t
see her being pleased that David has put his mark on me, especially
as he has a submissive who actually wants this collar.’

The man
gave a derisive snort. ‘That sounds like Proctor all right. Always
a scheme. Always a back-up plan for security. He never does anyone
a favour unless it benefits him in some way.’

Jess
frowned. This unseen man seemed to be airing his thoughts rather
than talking to her. And she could not see how her being here could
benefit Proctor. He wasn’t even there to check up on her, and even
if she did whatever the people she was to meet wanted, there was
nothing to make them tell him the truth when he enquired about her
performance. They could easily lie and keep her shackled in David’s
service, rather than help secure her release.

As if
reading her mind, the man said, ‘If Proctor has offered you the
chance to escape, it will be because he has no choice in the
matter. But while he’s about it, I have no doubt he’ll get you to
pay off every debt he can.’

No
choice? Jess supposed he meant Proctor didn’t want to incur the
wrath of Mrs Peters more than he had already. Miss Sarah must be
back at Fables by now – if that was where she had really been sent.
Mrs Peters would be furious. At least, Jess hoped she was furious.
But to pay off Proctor’s debts? That idea was unappealing - but
rang horribly true.

‘Please, sir, may I ask; what debt does David owe
you?’

‘You may ask, but I don’t think I’ll answer. David may not want
you to know, and he is not a man I intend to annoy. I might not be
a chairman of the board, but I like my work, and Mr Proctor has
always had cause to trust my digression. I do not intend to
jeopardise that trust.’


Footsteps rang across the floor, making Jess think her unseen
companion must be wearing steel-capped boots; safety shoes,
perhaps? This didn’t ring true with the image that had been forming
in her head of a smart-suited businessman, slightly overweight and
advancing in years. A financier, maybe, who’d helped David escape
from some economically uncomfortable issue, and now expected
payback.

The
force of the man’s smile reached Jess before the shock of his
mouth-wateringly fit physique, and his evidently menial position
within the company, had computed within her brain.

Striding
across the reception as if he owned it, he held up his hand to
indicate that Jess should remain seated, his eyes laughing at her
surprised expression.

‘You were expecting a businessman, not a humble security
guard.’

He
didn’t sound at all humble. He did, however, look incredibly
handsome. Standing in his black and grey uniform, with his shirt
sleeves rolled up to the elbows, showing the hint of a tattoo on
each biceps, his rang with confidence. His military-styled, cropped
hair was free from the peaked hat that he held in his right hand,
and his eyes shone a brilliant shade of caramel.

In three
more steps, he stood behind the chair in which Jess sat, and his
calloused workman’s hands stroked her hair. ‘David knows me well.
I’ve always had a thing about redheads.’

Jess
said nothing. Her chest felt tight. Her pussy was damp with
anticipation. She had no idea what was expected of her here, but
knew it would have everything to do with the fact she was a
submissive, and nothing to do with her personal
feelings.


Swivelling the chair so that Jess was looking him directly in
the chest, the security guard cupped her chin gently but firmly,
and tilted her face upward. There was a prolonged minute of quiet
as he studied her face closely. His eyes took in every centimetre
of her cheekbones, every line, every blemish, until his scrutiny
settled on Jess’s sea-green eyes, and stayed there.

‘And your name is?’

Jess
blinked. Proctor hadn’t even told this man her name. Had he told
him anything about her at all? ‘Jess Sanders, sir.’

‘Thank you for the “sir”, Jess, but you can call me
Shaun.’

‘Thank you, Shaun.’ As she spoke, Jess became increasingly
conscious of the feel of the man’s cool fingers. The lightness of
touch was a surprise from such big hands, and each time he stroked
a section of her hair, a trickle of electricity worked its way from
her scalp to her belly. ‘May I ask another question?’

‘As long as it isn’t about the favour I did for David, then you
can.’

‘Has David told you where I am from and, more importantly,
where I am going next?’

The
digits of Shaun’s right hand were joined by those of his left, as
he placed his cap on the desk, and began to massage Jess’s head as
if she was having an expensive beauty treatment.

A sigh
escaped her lips.

‘Relaxing?’

‘Very. Thank you.’

Shock
shot through her frame, and immediately her body tensed. What the
hell was she doing? She knew how dangerous it would be to relax and
allow herself to feel comfortable at any stage in Proctor’s series
of tasks, let alone before she knew what this particular challenge
was to be.

‘And yet your shoulders have just knotted, and you are
preventing yourself from letting go?’

Jess
didn’t know how to respond. She felt more out of her depth than if
she’d been tied to the desk and beaten with the bunch of flowers so
tastefully arranged in the vase to her left-hand side.

‘I am not Proctor. Nor am I Mrs Peters. Yes, I have been
informed of your past, and I know where you are to visit next –
although not your destination after that. I do not expect you to
say “please, sir”, or beg, or hold back from answering
questions.’

Jess had
been prepared for hell, and what she was getting was a head massage
and the information that she was this man’s equal. The situation
didn’t ring true. She couldn’t imagine for a minute David would
send her somewhere that wouldn’t test her to the limit.

Taking
his fingers slowly from her teased-out hair, Shaun held out a hand.
‘Come with me please, Miss Jess Sanders, we have little time, and
looking at you, I can see how foolish I would be to waste
it.’

Jess
stood. She tried not to feel unsettled by his flattery as she
reached down for her holdall.

‘Here, let me do that for you.’

Having
passed Shaun her meagre belongings, Jess followed where he led. The
palm wrapped around her hand was more comforting than she was used
to. She realised with a jolt that the simple act of him holding her
hand was freaking her out further.

She knew
her self-control drew its strength from her apprehension, from
wondering if she’d be able to take what was being dished out to her
if it was done with consideration; but it was still disconcerting.
What the hell’s happened to me since I joined Fables, she wondered.
Why can’t I just enjoy something as normal as holding hands with a
person who is about to fuck me?

Jess’s
pointless self-analysis got no further as they entered a storeroom,
and the familiar frisson of fear, accompanied by a sense of relief
she didn’t want to think about, hit her just as Shaun dropped her
hand like a stone.


Everything about the security guard altered in an instant. As
he threw her holdall roughly into a corner, Jess felt as if she was
looking at a different person – a mirror image, a dangerous
reflection of the man she’d been with on the other side of the
threshold.

‘You didn’t honestly think David would send you to someone
without an unusual fantasy to fulfil, did you?’

The
kindness in Shaun’s eyes had been replaced by something flint-like.
Jess was reminded of a gangster film she’d seen years ago, where
the bad guys had been so lovely, so caring – right up until the
moment they decided to blow your head off with a sawn-off
shotgun.

She
could easily imagine this man as a gangster. He was fit; he walked
with a swagger, oozing charm and confidence. He was almost a
walking cliché. Why hadn’t she seen that before? She’d been so
relieved not to be faced with an obese, sweaty accountant that she
hadn’t seen what was right before her. Too much charm. Too much
“nice”.

The room
was dark compared to the light, airy feel of the reception area and
corridors she’d just walked through. There was no massive picture
window like those adorning the rest of the building: only one tiny
square of glass placed high up in the centre of the back wall. It
reminded Jess of a prison cell.


Everything in the room was grey. The shelves on either side
were made from grey aluminium, and were filled with grey plastic
storage boxes, piled high. There was a slim, rectangular, metallic
table at the back of the room beneath the window. It too was grey
and, apart from a couple of pots of pens and a few notebooks, there
was nothing on it at all.

Shaun
shut and locked the door before moving in front of Jess, half
leaning, half sitting on the table. ‘I see you’ve spotted the items
I have in mind for us to play with together.’

Jess
nodded, but felt it was no longer appropriate to speak without
invitation, as she avoided looking at what was lined up along the
edge of the middle shelf to her right.

‘David tells me you are an expert at taking these. I know,
however, he is a man prone to exaggeration.’ As Shaun spoke, he
tapped the edge of the shelf next to the three precisely lined up
dildos.

Focusing
all her attention on an image of Miss Sarah’s face, drawing courage
from the memory of everything her mistress had put her through –
all the sexual excess she had forced her to endure, and that she
had survived – Jess refrained from commenting. She did, however,
allow her eyes to roam from the first, standard-sized dildo, along
the short row, until she had taken in each of the three sex toys.
They were so neatly aligned; it was like looking at three soldiers
on military display.

Coloured
as grey as the room, each phallus grew in length and girth as they
progressed. The first and second were daunting enough, especially
as dildo number two was twice as thick as the first. However, it
was the sight of the solid black nodules protruding from the third
toy that sent Jess’s pulse racing.

Smiling
again, Shaun followed her eye-line. ‘They call that last one The
Cactus.’ He pulled himself upright and held out a hand, which Jess
reluctantly took. ‘I wonder if Proctor is right. I wonder if you
can take it?’

‘I …’ Jess said nothing else, for Shaun’s hand had swung up and
was now firmly smothering her mouth.

‘I do hope you can. Proctor owes me big, and if you are the
payment, then you’d better deliver.’

Pointing
to the table, he continued, ‘You are going to sit on there until
I’m ready. You will not speak. I have no wish to gag you, but I
will if you make too much noise. The other staff will begin to
arrive at eight o’clock. I do not want them to know you are
here.’

Jess,
unable to believe the sweat-scented hand that had been removed from
her lips was the same one that had so gently soothed her hair in
reception, did as she was told. Watching Shaun move, she saw how
naïve she’d been. Of course Proctor would be able to tell if she’d
performed to specification or not.

The
security guard had lifted one of the grey crates from the shelf,
produced a laptop, and began setting up a webcam. He turned to Jess
as he worked.

‘Tell me, Miss Sanders, would you prefer to get fucked to
Wagner or Beethoven?’


 Chapter
Three

The
storeroom had felt warm when Jess first walked through the door.
Now, despite the fact her outer garments had been removed, and she
wore only her underwear, the temperature felt tropical.

She
perched on a grey metal chair opposite the table, upon which the
webcam was in full operation. Jess’s back and thighs were sticky
against the smooth surface. Her hands were cupping her breasts as
per Shaun’s instructions, and her legs were clasped firmly
together.

‘You look delightful, Miss Sanders.’

Jess
didn’t reply. She couldn’t. An accidental moan of pleasure as
Shaun’s fingers had brushed her nipples through her bra when he’d
stripped off her jacket, jumper, and blouse, had given him the
excuse she knew he’d been hoping for to gag her. A length of grey
material was wrapped tightly around her head and between her lips.
The sound of Jess breathing through her nose rippled across its
taut surface.

Picking
his hat off the table, Shaun plonked it on Jess’s head. ‘Pretty as
a picture.’ He crouched in front of her so that his back view was
also visible during the recording.

Jess
knew the camera was on, but she wasn’t sure if it was transmitting
to David live, or if the film would be completed and sent later –
and perhaps doctored if Shaun so desired.

‘Do you understand what is going to happen?’

Jess
nodded. Her hands felt clammy as her nipples pushed back against
her palms with an eagerness for attention that was equal to the
nervous speculation swimming in her belly. She wished he hadn’t
told her what was coming. Wished she hadn’t already seen the line
of phalluses she was going to face. But Jess knew that was the
point. That he had shown them to her, and told her in infinite
detail how he was doing to ease each one in turn into her; how he
was going to take his time to stretch her most intimate passage to
its fullest, precisely so she would freak out.

Shaun
had told Jess he was confident this would be no problem for her, as
in the course of her employment she must have accommodated a number
of different-sized men and objects. The security guard described
how, while he worked, he wanted to watch her eyes, wanted to see
the expressions they produced. He believed the eyes actually were
the pathway to the soul, and they alone would tell him how well she
was coping.

As Shaun
had spelled out his intentions, a sense of alarm had risen in her
gut. Jess was used to strange requests being made of her supple
body. Thanks to the intense training she’d undergone at the hands
of Miss Sarah, she was secure within the bounds of her extreme
stamina, but this man worried her. He was so relaxed; so physically
unmoved by her situation. There was no obvious bulge in his uniform
trousers, no discernible quickening of his pulse, no flush of red
to his face or chest. He merely appraised her with a comfortable,
analytical ruthlessness, as if he was a research scientist on a
strict deadline.

The last
thing Shaun had told Jess before she’d been made to sit in the
chair was how he was going to perform his every move in time to the
music that now filled the room. Although it was definitely on, the
volume was at that frustrating level of quiet you couldn’t ignore.
She could feel the sound more than hear it clearly. Its muted
melody resounded through Jess, its beat copying that of her
pulse.

Knowing
next to nothing about classical music, when Shaun had asked for her
musical preference, Jess had answered, ‘Wagner.’ It had been a shot
in the dark, and now she suspected she’d chosen unwisely. The force
of the low operatic stanzas echoed in her ribs, telling her with
frightening clarity that the speed at which Shaun would act would
be more erratic and thrusting than if she’d picked Beethoven’s less
dramatic lilt.

‘How do your tits feel?’

Shaun’s
voice was raw with an expectation that his body wasn’t
showing.

Jess
stared straight at him, trying to communicate with her eyes as he’d
demanded, not sure how she could control the responses of her
pupils.

‘You’ll have to try harder than that.’ Shaun placed his hands
over hers and pushed, sending a mixture of pleasure and anguish
through her chest that caused Jess’s eyes to flash back at him.
‘That’s better.’

Taking
his hands away, his gaze unblinking and steady on Jess’s face,
Shaun said, ‘Interesting. Your body positively gasped with loss
when my hands came away. It appears David has not been misleading
me. You really do respond better when pain is applied alongside the
fun, don’t you?’

The
groan building in her throat escaped through her nose in a
strangled snort. She braced herself for a slap of correction, but
it didn’t come. Shaun didn’t seem interested in anything other than
the responses of her eyes. The muscles of Jess’s channel
contracted. She knew full well her eyes would betray her if her
body began to struggle with the task ahead, and there was nothing
she could do about it.

‘You must be as confident as I am that the first of the three
dildos will pose no problem for you.’

Jess
blinked.

‘I see in your eyes that you are.’ He tapped the top of the
peaked hat she still wore. ‘You have dazzling eyes, Miss Sanders.
Did you know that they have at least four different shades of green
within them?’


Automatically, Jess shook her head in response, but again
Shaun ignored the gesture.

‘Emerald around the pupil, then a ring of jade, followed by a
mix of jade with flecks of what can only be described as sea green,
followed by a hint of the lightest peppermint.’


Peppermint. Miss Sarah had peppermint eyes. Jess felt her
body react to the vision of her mistress, and the juice that had
been gathering in anticipation of the intrusion to come began to
shine across the top of her legs as she pictured the dominatrix’s
tongue at her nub.

‘I see you appreciate that information. Perhaps no one has ever
scanned your eyes properly before. Not even your lover.’

Jess
knew she must have reacted again, and was relieved to see that is
was positively, for Shaun was beaming with satisfaction. ‘I’m
pleased I am the first person to tell you of your ocular emerald
rainbow.’

Beneath
the tacky texture of the dampening gag, a tiny circle of the air
she’d been gushing into the very centre of its surface felt hot
between her lips. Her eyes were becoming heavy and tired with the
effort of not deviating her gaze from Shaun’s face, and her breasts
were swelling with the desire to receive more than the unmoving
stimulation of her own palms.

‘You may be wondering –’ Shaun passed his hands over Jess’s
body ‘– where this fantasy of mine came from? And I can also see
from your contemplative expression that you are considering the
fact that it is just possible I am not a security guard, after
all?’

He spoke
the statements as questions, questions Jess hadn’t actually been
considering until he brought them up.

‘Perhaps
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