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​Dinner with Tess

Tess was aware she was being watched.

As she danced, she became increasingly self-conscious under the scrutiny of the unknown man’s piercingly clear blue eyes.

Signalling through the deafening noise of the club’s heaving dance floor, Tess managed to communicate to her friend Claire that she wanted to sit down. Tess was sure that if she stopped dancing, the man would find someone else on whom to focus his unnerving attention.

She was wrong. He continued to observe her, unblinking, as having purchased some much-needed refreshment, Tess and Claire leant against the stainless steel rail that surrounded the club and surveyed the throng cavorting before them.

‘Do you see that guy over there?’ Tess asked Claire as discreetly as the musical din would allow. ‘No, don’t let him see you look! He’s been watching me for ages.’

‘Lucky you!’ Claire ignored the worried edge to her friend’s voice and grinned approvingly towards the tall, thick set, casually handsome man, with penetrating blue eyes. ‘He’s gorgeous.’

‘A bit daunting, though, don’t you think?’

‘Daunting? Oh, Tess, honestly, live a little.’ Claire, who hadn’t a cautious bone in her body, stared directly at the stranger. ‘If he’s interested in you, go for it, have a fling. It looks as if he’d give you a good time.’

‘Claire! Really! He’s way out of my league.’

‘Don’t be such a mouse! You’re a good-looking lass, smashing red hair, cute little body. Relax a bit, will you?’

Tess risked a glance in the stranger’s direction. She felt her pulse quicken anxiously as he noticed her furtive look, and with slow purposeful movements, approached. When he told her his name was Jon, and that he was going to buy her a drink, Tess’s mouth hadn’t been able to find the words to say anything, so he’d simply gone and fetched one anyway.

From that moment, she had been ensnared, hypnotised by Jon’s strength, his quiet authority, and the promise of an undiscovered lust, which seemed to reflect back at her from his deep shining eyes.

Tess had spent the early part of the morning in the kitchen. This was to be the first time Jon introduced her to his friends, and Tess had suggested she cook for them. A roast chicken perhaps? Something warm and welcoming to greet them on their return from the photography club meeting they were attending.

Jon had smiled his sexy smile and agreed that a trussed-up bird sounded exactly like something they’d all appreciate. Tess had been thrilled when he congratulated her idea by fucking her unceremoniously against the kitchen door.

She’d never met anyone like him before. Jon seemed consumed by lust, and, even though it had been almost a month since they’d met, Tess still found it hard to believe she was the centre of his attention. As he was obviously a dominant man, she had been quickly awarded the role of submissive; and to her surprise, and perhaps aided by her natural reticence, had discovered that she rather liked being told how to behave, what to wear, and what to say.

Jon’s laughing voice echoed through the hallway and into the kitchen as Tess went to greet his friends.

‘Here she is!’ Jon’s arm swept around his girlfriend. ‘Tess, meet Jack and Ed, my friends from the club.’

‘Hello.’ She spoke clearly, trying to cover her shyness. As she shook their hands, Tess couldn’t help feeling uncomfortable by the way they looked at her. It was as if they were assessing her in some way, and she suddenly felt very aware of the shortness of her denim skirt and the thinness of her white cotton blouse.

‘Most lovely.’ Jack nodded approvingly at Jon.

‘She’ll do well.’ Ed’s eyes x-rayed Tess as he spoke.

A private shiver shot up Tess’s spine. Do well for what?

Jon ushered the new arrivals into the living room, whilst Tess gratefully fled to the safety of the vast kitchen. She was so preoccupied with the image of Ed’s hungry expression that when Jon quietly came in and touched her shoulder, she jumped in surprise.

‘Meeting good?’ Tess asked as she checked the progress of the vegetables.

‘Excellent. We’ve organised a photography competition.’ Jon ran a hand under his lover’s skirt and stroked a finger between her naked legs. ‘Good girl, you remembered the “no underwear” rule.’

Tess looked towards the door in alarm. ‘Jon, don’t. Someone might come in.’

‘So?’

‘So, I don’t want them to see.’

‘Why not?’

‘Jon!’ Tess’s face coloured, but her flesh responded instantly as his expert finger rubbed against her clit.

‘Bend over.’ Jon patted one of the kitchen stools.

‘What?’

‘Do as you’re told.’ Jon’s face darkened, and his voice took on the dangerously soft tone Tess had quickly leant not to disobey. ‘I don’t want to raise my voice and attract attention, do I?’

Tess shook slightly as she bent over the stool’s padded seat, aware that despite her fear of discovery, her treacherous body was getting turned on by the situation.

Jon flipped up her skirt and began to smooth Tess’s tight arse with his palms. Grabbing a wooden spoon from the worktop, he tapped it against her backside, softly at first, then harder.

‘Jon, stop it,’ Tess hissed at him, as she squirmed against the stool, her attempts to rise prevented by Jon’s other hand pressing firmly into the small of her back. ‘Jon, please!’

‘Come off it, Tess, you know you like it really.’

‘But Jon, our guests, what would they think?’

‘They’d think,’ Ed spoke from the doorway, a knowing smile across his weathered face, ‘that Jon is a very lucky man.’

Tess froze, her heart thudding against the stool. She knew in an instant that Jon had planned this, probably in collusion with his friends. Her face flushed, and goose-pimples of uncertainty shot across her flesh.

Jon was speaking to Ed, but the sound of their voices seemed to be coming from very far away. Tess felt sick and excited at the same time. Confusion ran around her brain. Her chest was tight with erotic expectation, but this didn’t square with the humiliation that Jon, the man who claimed to care for her, was causing.

Ed came closer. Jon passed him the spoon. ‘Perhaps you’d get her warmed up for me whilst I see if Jack is ready to proceed.’

What the hell did ‘proceed’ mean? Tess gulped back a cry as Ed hit the rounded spoon against her rump, his large sweaty hand replacing Jon’s cool skin. She didn’t have time to think; all her efforts went into not letting tears stream down her face as Ed continued his work with enthusiasm.

‘Nicely tenderised?’ A new voice cut through Tess’s concentration.

‘Yes, thanks, Jack.’ Ed paused in his work and slid a hand across Tess’s reddened arse. She flinched at his touch.

‘Enough, I think.’ Jon pulled Tess upright. She hung onto him as the blood drained from her head back to her body. She wanted to say, ‘How could you? What are you doing?’ But a look at Jon’s face – at all their faces – prevented her.

‘Serve up the dinner; just three plates.’ Obeying his order, Tess, her rear still smarting from the recent assault, slopped the dinner onto the plates, without even registering that she was only serving food for three rather than four.

‘Good girl. Come here. Now, as quickly as you can, we would like you to take off your clothes.’

A new wave of panic rose in Tess’s gullet. ‘But I, Jon...’ 

Her lover looked at her levelly; she felt as if he could see straight into her soul. ‘If you don’t strip now, then I will ask you to leave, and we will be finished. I’ll not stop you going if that is your wish.’

Tess looked at the floor, desperate to escape the hungry expression on his face as he continued, deadly serious: ‘But what a shame it would be. You are such a sexual creature, Tess, with so much delicious submission to offer me. To offer us.’

The six eyes never left her. To them she was already undressed. They’d seen her arse – and, as Jon forbade her to wear a bra, the outline of her chest, with its hard ripe nipples, was no secret. Her whole being screamed at her to leave, to walk out, to go. Yet something kept her from running across to the door. The burn across her backside had spread to between her legs, and her tits ached for some attention of their own. If she stayed, Tess was sure they’d get it.

Before she had time to question her own actions, without looking at the men, Tess yanked off her blouse and shed her skirt, trying to ignore the scarlet blush that bloomed across her delicate features.

Ed and Jack let out their collectively held breath as they admired her smooth pale skin. Her shoulder-length red hair framed her small face, and her rounded chest pointed at them invitingly.

‘Well done.’ Jon took hold of her waist and kissed her greedily. ‘I knew you wouldn’t let me down.’ He gestured towards Jack. ‘If you’re ready, Jack, we’ll prepare our feast.’

The kitchen clock ticked above her. Tess couldn’t actually see it, but knew from its quarterly strikes that they had left her like this for almost an hour now. She ached all over. Her muscles felt tight. The thick rope that held her – she’d been bound at the wrists and ankles, crouched, like a bird to be roasted – bit into her skin. Her jaw clicked as she tried to adjust the position of the apple that silenced her as efficiently as any ball gag. With a stick of celery wedged between her pussy lips, Tess was stuffed and hog-tied.

She desperately wanted them to return, but at the same time, she didn’t.

Surely they had finished their meal by now. The delicious smell of her own cooking had taunted Tess’s empty stomach at first, but that aroma had long since dissipated. What the hell were they doing in there?

Tess shuddered as she heard the door between the dining room and hall close. They must be on their way. She bit harder into the apple, listening. Slowly their footsteps became louder, and finally, the three men appeared.

Her sigh of longing stifled by her gag, Tess could hardly believe her eyes. Each man stood before her: naked, confident, erect, and already sheathed. Her mind seethed with images of what they might have been doing to each other to get so rigid. Tess felt a rush of jealousy as Jon tenderly caressed the cocks of the two men that stood either side of him, realising that they were as much his slaves as she was.

‘A delicious meal, my love.’ Jon fixed his eyes into hers, whilst his hands remained busy. ‘Although the bird wasn’t as beautifully stuffed as you are.’

Tess’s eyes filmed over with threatening tears as he continued, ‘Ed, the camera, if you please.’

Although obviously reluctant to leave his master’s hand, Ed did as he was told.

‘You don’t mind if I take a few photographs, do you?’ Jon smiled his most charming smile. Tess watched, helpless, as dribble dripped over the apple’s shiny red skin, whilst he began to flash pictures of her restrained body from every possible angle.

Ed returned to his position next to Jon and was rewarded with a small kiss on the very tip of his dick, an action which sent visible shivers across his body.

‘Time to feast on our second meal of
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