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The Ninety Days of Genevieve

'You're stopping, James?' Zaid sounded disappointed.

'Miss Loften isn't quite sure about this treatment,'
Sinclair said. 'And this isn't the time to teach her how
to appreciate it.' Genevieve felt her body returning to
its original horizontal position and then her hands and
feet were united. 'I know what you want to see, Zaid.
Trust me.'

'I want to see this beautiful woman begging for an
orgasm,' Zaid said softly. 'The most exciting sight in
the world. English women are usually so cool and selfpossessed,
I love to see them lose control. Show me
this, James. Show me now.'
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1

Genevieve Loften turned and opened the Venetian blinds again,
flooding the room with light. James Sinclair leaned back in his
chair, watching her. His steady gaze made her feel uncomfortable.
She had heard he could be difficult and this session proved
once again that the rumours were true.

She thought again how unlike a conventional businessman
he looked. A dark tan, dark hair, and a body like a sleek athlete
under that immaculate tailored suit. She actually found him
attractive but she had no intention of letting him know it. She
was not going to stroke his ego. He looked far too self-assured
as it was.

It was their third meeting. And this time they were alone.
She had worked hard to impress him, to convince him that
Barringtons had innovative ideas and could provide the advertising
he needed to expand his markets abroad. He had just
watched a recording of one of their most successful television
campaigns. She had already shown him an impressive portfolio
of past assignments, with sales figures to match, but nothing
she had suggested or offered seemed to interest him. All she
had received for her efforts had been that darkly ambiguous
look, a slight lifting of one eyebrow, and no feedback whatsoever.
With an inner sigh of regret she pushed the portfolio to
one side. She did not like failures.

'If there's anything else I can show you, Mr Sinclair?' she
offered. She was surprised to see him smile slowly.

'Maybe there is.' He paused, holding her eye as he stretched
out his long legs. He relaxed visibly, but he still had the selfpossessed
air of a man in control. 'Come out from behind your
nice protective businesswoman's desk,' he said, 'and stand in
front of me.'

The sound of London's traffic, muted by the double glazing,
filtered up from the street below. Genevieve stared at Sinclair,
wondering for a moment if she had heard him correctly. Until
that moment he had never shown the slightest interest in her.
If anything she had felt his attitude was hostile. Now there
was something in his eyes that disturbed her. Amusement?
Triumph? She was not sure. And there was something arrogantly
confident about the way he had shifted his position
from formal to relaxed. It changed the relationship between
them. They were no longer two business people looking for a
point of contact. They were a man and a woman, aware that
something was about to spark between them.

Although she felt unsure of herself, she decided to play
along. She smiled and walked round the desk, stopping in front
of him. 'Well,' she said, with forced brightness, 'here I am. Now
perhaps you'll tell me the purpose of this little charade?'

'Turn round,' he said. 'Slowly.'

'Really, Mr Sinclair,' she began. 'I don't see the point of . . .'

'Just do it,' he said.

Genevieve shrugged, and turned. She was suddenly glad
that her elegant suit was loosely rather than suggestively
tailored, and that her skirt ended discreetly just below the
knee. You can look as much as you like, Mr Sinclair, she thought,
you won't see much.

But when she turned to face him again her opinion changed.
His dark gaze travelled lazily over her body, touching her
breasts, moving down her thighs, outlined by the neat seams
of the pencil-slim skirt. He admired her legs, glossy in pale-grey
stockings, and her narrow ankles neat above her black,
medium-heeled shoes. Far from protecting her, she felt that
her expensive clothes were being seductively stripped away,
and that she was being explored by an invisible hand. It was
like being assessed in a slave market. By the time he shifted
his eyes back to her face, her cheeks were flushed pink.

He stared at her for a moment, then grinned slowly. 'I have
a proposition for you,' he said. 'But it might not be quite the
kind of business deal you were expecting.'

'I'm sure Barringtons will be able to meet any of your
requirements,' she said.

'Barringtons might,' he agreed. 'But will you?'

'It amounts to the same thing, doesn't it?' she parried.

'Don't play innocent, Miss Loften,' he drawled. 'You're an
adult woman, not a teenage virgin. I think you know what I'm
suggesting.'

Genevieve had been propositioned before, although never
as unexpectedly and blatantly as this. For a moment she was
angry. Did he think she was some kind of commodity up for
sale? Then the little voice of ambition reminded her of exactly
what this arrogant man could be offering: Sinclair Associates
were high profile and expanding. The agency selected to handle
their advertising would become an international name.

Barringtons needs this account, she told herself, and they'll
be very grateful to whoever gets it for them. If James Sinclair
wants sex in exchange for his signature, then I'll give it to him.
It's not as if he's old and fat, after all. 'Of course I know what
you're suggesting,' she said briskly. 'I give you sex, and you
give Barringtons your account.'

He laughed. 'You make it sound too simple, Miss Loften. I'm
not about to exchange an important signature for a few quick
thrills.' His voice altered, there was a harder edge to it now. 'I
can get that cheaper elsewhere. I want more. Much more. You
and I will have to meet and discuss the details.'

She shivered suddenly. This was not quite what she expected.
What kind of details were there to discuss? She'd perform in
bed for him and try to make it good. She would probably enjoy
it. Maybe he would want something a little unusual? Well, if
she had to, she would oblige. Anything to close that deal.

She did wonder briefly: why? Sinclair Associates did not
really need Barringtons. It was really the other way around.
Another thought nagged her: whyme? She knew James Sinclair
was rich, well connected and powerful. He had the kind of
dangerous good looks that most women would have found
highly desirable. He could have had any of the money or
publicity-hungry beauties who frequented the smarter London
clubs. Women more obviously glamorous than she was. Women
who would have been delighted to be seen with him, and to
go home and perform for him, probably far more expertly than
she could.

She was not a virgin, but she did not consider herself particularly
sexually experienced. Her first affair had been a fumbling,
youthful disaster, followed by a couple of brief flings and one
longer relationship that had ended because she was always
cancelling dates due to pressure of work.

Sinclair stood up. He was a head taller than she was, and
she was taller than average. With his glossy black hair, beautifully
cut but worn slightly longer than convention dictated,
and his natural tan, he had an exotic look. She could imagine
him as a pirate, and a ruthless one at that. She remembered
the stories she had heard about his business tactics. Perhaps
pirate really was an accurate description. She had a brief vision
of him dressed in tight trousers, knee-high boots, and a white
shirt slashed to the waist, but immediately banished the
picture from her mind, determined not to romanticise him.
She was quite sure he had no romantic intentions towards
her.

He was used to power, used to getting his own way, used to
being in control. Well, she thought, so am I. You want to play
games, Mr Sinclair? I'll play them with you. I might even enjoy
them. But it's going to be strictly business. You can have your
night of fun. Or several nights, if you insist. And I'll have
your signature on a contract. And that will be that.

'Look,' she said, in her best no-nonsense voice, 'I've said I
agree. There's nothing to discuss.'

He was still staring at her like a slave master at an auction.
She backed towards her desk. Suddenly, knowing it was a pointless
gesture, she touched the buttons of her jacket. The way he
was looking at her made her feel as if they were undone. She
saw his mouth twist into a smile and realised that he knew
the effect he was having on her.

'I've said I accept your offer,' she said, hoping to distract him.
'There's nothing to discuss except when you want to meet me.
And as this is rather – unorthodox, I hope I can rely on your
discretion.'

'Don't worry,' he said. 'I don't boast about my conquests.'

'This will be a business deal,' she said, icily. 'Not a
conquest.'

He looked at her for a long moment, then grinned lazily. 'Of
course,' he agreed. 'Strictly business.' He paused. His tone
changed. 'Undo your jacket.'

Once again she was not sure that she had heard him
correctly. 'My jacket?' she repeated. 'What for?'

'Before I arrange our private discussion I'd like a quick look
at what I might be getting.' His voice was soft but there was
steel behind it. 'I want the jacket unbuttoned. Now.'

She was tempted to refuse. But a glance at his face told her
that this might not be wise. Hurriedly, hoping this would
satisfy him, she obeyed him. Under the short jacket she was
wearing a plain, white silk blouse with a mandarin collar. She
knew that he could not see much through the opaque cloth.
Maybe a hint of her bra – a rather nice white lace one, she
remembered.

'And your blouse,' he said.

This time her fingers froze. 'My blouse?' Her voice was
unsteady. 'Certainly not!'

Sinclair's smile turned into a crooked grin. 'Don't play the
affronted virgin with me, Miss Loften. Unbutton the blouse, or
I'll do it for you.'

Her fingers touched the silk covered buttons. 'Someone
might come in,' she protested.

'They might,' he agreed, unpeturbed. 'So hurry up.'

She pulled at the tiny round buttons. They had never been
easy to undo and now her hands were shaking. The blouse fell
open. She was tempted to hold the edges together but before
she could do so Sinclair moved forward and caught her wrists,
forcing her arms apart. His eyes moved from her face, down
her neck to her breasts. 'Not bad,' he said.

He moved quickly and confidently, taking her completely
by surprise, pushing her back until she felt the edge of her
desk dig into her thighs. His hands were inside her blouse and
under her arms before she could protest. He found the catch
of her bra and unhooked it. In another second the bra was up
round her neck and she was pushed back against the desk with
her breasts exposed.

Her mind froze with the horror of being found like this.
Although she knew any of her colleagues would knock before
entering her office, they would not necessarily wait before
entering. The knock was a token politeness. Would she even
hear their footsteps on the carpeted floor?

His knees pressed against hers but he seemed to be deliberately
avoiding any other contact. She did not know if he was
aroused or not. She was leaning backwards, both arms braced
behind her, taking her weight, knowing that in this position
she could not prevent his mouth or his hands from travelling
anywhere they liked.

He bent over her and touched her left nipple with his lips,
brushing it gently then flicking it with his tongue. Within
seconds it had tensed and hardened. Taking it in his mouth
he began to suck insistently, each tugging movement making
her tremble with a shock of pleasure. He seemed to know just
how fast and hard she wanted the action. Then his hand closed
over her other nipple and he teased it lightly, nipping and
pinching, massaging her breast with a circular movement of
his palm.

She felt a moan of encouragement rising in her throat and
stifled it. She could not believe that she was actually enjoying
this. The knowledge that they might be discovered at any
moment simply made it more exciting. 'Please,' she managed
to gasp, unsure of how far she would let him go. Or how far
he would take her. 'Someone might come in.'

He looked up. 'Afraid they'll see you behaving like a whore?'
He cupped his hands under her breasts, pushing them upwards,
his thumbs rubbing faster. 'They might enjoy the view,' he
drawled. 'I bet quite a few of your colleagues wouldn't mind
giving your nipples a servicing. Perhaps we ought to call them
in. Five minutes each.' His fingers still played with her, lazily.
'I have a feeling you just might like that.'

Normally the idea would have repelled her but something
about the tone of his voice made it sound strangely exciting.
Not with her business associates, though. But with strangers?
Young men that she did not know and who did not know her,
and with Sinclair watching, enjoying it? What would she feel
like then? She shivered slightly and her tongue moistened her
lips. He was still leaning over her but not touching her now.

'The thought of that turns you on, doesn't it?' he murmured.
'You really aren't as strait-laced as you look. I didn't think you
would be, but I wanted to be sure. Maybe you really would be
interested in doing a deal with me.'

'I've already said I would.' She tried to keep her voice steady,
determined to try and regain control. 'A business deal.'

'But of course,' he agreed sardonically. His hand caressed
her briefly. 'We barter. You give me what I want, and I give you
a signature. The oldest kind of deal in the world.'

'You won't regret it,' she said.

Once again his eyes gave her a quick sexually charged
assessment. 'I'm sure I won't,' he agreed.

They both heard the footsteps in the corridor. Unhurriedly,
Sinclair backed away. Genevieve managed to pull her blouse
together and hastily button her jacket. George Fullerton,
middle-aged but still elegant and always with a flower in his
button hole, looked round the door and smiled. 'I'm going for
lunch. Perhaps you'd like to join me?'

Acutely aware of her blouse and bra bunched up under the
now smooth lines of her jacket, Genevieve managed to smile
coolly at Sinclair. 'We have a very good executive canteen, Mr
Sinclair.'

'Thank you,' Sinclair said. 'But I have another appointment.'

George Fullerton glanced very briefly round the office, but
Genevieve knew he had already noted the television and the
portfolios. 'Has Genevieve shown you anything that excited
you?'

She saw a smile touch James Sinclair's tanned face. His hand
brushed an imaginary speck from his immaculate jacket and
she felt a sudden sexual tremor as she remembered what that
hand had been doing to her only moments before.

'As a matter of fact,' he said, 'she has. But I'll need to see
more before I make a decision.'

'I'm sure Genevieve will oblige you,' Fullerton smiled.

'I'm sure she will,' Sinclair murmured.

'Still playing funny games with little balls?'

The voice intruded on Genevieve's daydream. She was sitting
at a table in the sports centre bar, pleasantly relaxed after a
shower, remembering the confident touch of James Sinclair's
hands on her body. The idea of sex without strings, and a nice
business bonus at the end of it, was beginning to attract her.
So was the idea of finding out whether James Sinclair looked
as sexy without his clothes on as he did in his elegantly tailored
suit. She wished she had reacted less positively to his advances
and not allowed him to have his own way so easily. She should
have made a few moves of her own. Wasn't she entitled to
know what she was getting too?

She looked up and saw David Carshaw standing opposite
her, a can of Diet Pepsi in one hand and a bulging sports bag
in the other. 'It beats chasing a few plastic feathers round a
court,' she said.

'There's a bit more to badminton than that.' David sat down.
'And it's a damn sight quieter than squash. Are you still in the
league? I didn't see your name on the lists.'

'I don't play in the league any more,' she said. 'I had to keep
cancelling matches at the last minute. It didn't make me very
popular.'

'The problems of being a career woman.' David grinned. 'I'm
glad I'm just a humble bank employee.'

Far from humble, Genevieve thought. She had not seen David
for some time and wondered why he had suddenly decided to
talk to her now. She watched him finish his Pepsi, gurgling the
last drops through a straw, then drop the empty can in his
bag.

'Recycling,' he explained. 'The money goes to charity.'
Without a pause he added, 'I hear you're flirting with James
Sinclair.'

The question took Genevieve completely by surprise. She
knew gossip travelled fast in the City and David was in the
position to hear it, but for a horrified moment she thought
Sinclair's sexual suggestions were now public knowledge.

'Or rather, Barringtons are,' David corrected. 'Don't you think
your ambitious little agency might be getting out of its
depth?'

She shrugged, composed now. 'We can swim,' she said. 'And
every bit as fast as Mr Sinclair.'

'I wonder?' David stared at her levelly. 'Sinclair's one of those
men who would never be content with his first million. In fact
he obviously hasn't been content with it. He always wants
more. Frankly I can't understand why he's even bothered with
Barringtons. There are plenty of top-line agencies who would
kiss his – er – feet for the chance of handling his account.'

'Perhaps he heard how irresistible I am?' Genevieve said
sweetly.

David laughed. 'Well, you're gorgeous, of course,' he said
diplomatically. 'But actually I'm not sure you're Sinclair's
type.'

'Really?' She was interested. 'And what exactly is his type?'

'Models,' David guessed. 'Leggy blondes with silicone
implants. Or society types. You know the kind of thing.'

'He likes variety, you mean?'

'He likes women as accessories,' David said. 'Status symbols.
I can't really see him going for anyone with brains. Too much
competition. They might answer back.'

'He didn't strike me as that kind of man,' Genevieve said.

'That's because you don't know him.' David leaned forward.
'I expect he's played the perfect gentleman with you, but I'll
tell you for nothing Sinclair's known to be a bit of a bastard
with women. There was this daughter of a politician . . .' He
broke off. 'No, I shouldn't spread gossip. It was all hearsay.
Probably a load of lies.'

'Oh, stop acting like a schoolgirl, David,' Genevieve said
crossly. 'You know you're going to tell me anyway.'

'Well.' David settled into his chair. 'She was very stuck on
him until he started asking her to do some very peculiar
things.'

'Like what?'

'How should I know? Kinky stuff. Anyway, she refused.'

'Very moral of her,' Genevieve said dryly. 'I don't believe a
word of it.'

'She threatened to sell her story to the newspapers.'

'Don't they all? I still don't believe it. What's the punchline?'

'Rumour has it that Sinclair paid her more than the
papers.'

'And you believe that?'

David shrugged. 'He's got the money to do it.' He paused,
then grinned. 'Personally, I think it's far more likely that he
told her to publish and be damned. And since her daddy was
a politician she thought better of it. But that isn't to say I didn't
believe the stories of what they got up to. Sinclair likes playing
power games. With women especially. Just thought I'd warn
you.'

'Where business is concerned I'm not a woman, just a negotiator.'

'For your sake,' David said, 'I hope James Sinclair thinks the
same way.'

Genevieve thought about David's words for the rest of the week.
Was Sinclair courting Barringtons for reasons of his own? And
if he was, what were they? The more she thought about it, the
harder she found it to come up with any. And what was his
real interest in her? If David was correct in his description of
Sinclair's sexual preferences she was certainly not his type.
She was gaining a reputation for efficiency at her job but she
certainly could not be considered a status symbol. And she had
no intention of pretending to be stupid either, just to humour
him. Furthermore, she realised, she had made no arrangements
to meet him. George Fullerton had stayed with her while
Sinclair went down in the lift on his own. She doubted if he
would contact her at work, but it would be easy for him to find
out her mobile number. Would he do it?

But her phone did not ring, and she began to wonder if she
really had been a fool to take him seriously. Sex for a signature?
It was like something out of a film. Perhaps David had been
right. He was just playing power games? Perhaps it was his
idea of a joke. If it was, did she care? She had to admit that she
did. Not, she told herself quickly, that she was particularly
looking forward to obliging him in bed. She could take that or
leave it. It was strictly a career move. She needed a break. She
wanted to prove that she could win clients.

Barringtons currently had an exciting creative division, but
they would not keep their inventive young designers and
writers if they did not expand. Sinclair's account would be
the first step. And if Barringtons succeeded, Genevieve knew
she would succeed with them. Sinclair could give her that. She
stared at her phone and willed him to call her, to suggest a
meeting. Anything.

The phone stayed silent.

Genevieve had just run a bath and the perfumed water was
gently warming her. She lifted one leg and stretched it,
smoothing the creamy foam that clung to her skin. Why did
the gleam of water always make your body look sexy? Was
that why so many men liked giving women an oil
massage?

The phone rang. She reached for it, unhurriedly, trying to
guess who it might be. At this time of night it was probably
her brother, Philip. He knew she worked long hours and usually
phoned late – at least when he thought about it. He hadn't
rung her for ages. She prepared to tell him off.

'Miss Loften?' She recognised the voice immediately, with
its combination of authority and attractive depth.

'Mr Sinclair?' She hoped she sounded neutral. She had no
intention of letting him know how relieved she was to hear
from him at last. 'I thought you'd forgotten our deal.'

'I don't forget anything,' he said. 'I had a few arrangements
to make. Now listen. Go to 43 Harmond Street tomorrow and
collect a box. You wear what's inside it under an outfit of your
own choice when we meet for our discussion. Just the items
in the box. Nothing else. Understand?'

So he's into sexy underwear, she thought. But he sounded
as if he was giving orders to his secretary and she wasn't sure
she liked it. With her free hand she smoothed the creamy foam
over her breasts so that her nipples were just visible then
submerged herself in the warmth of the perfumed water again.
She thought: If you were here now, Mr Sinclair, I'd make you
change your tone.

She decided to make some kind of protest against being
dictated to, if only to see how he would react. 'Wait a minute,'
she said. 'I'm not sure I'll have the time go anywhere tomorrow.
I've got two meetings and . . .'

'Make time,' he said abruptly.

'And if I can't?' she returned, coolly.

'The deal's off,' he said.

'Now listen,' she began.

'No,' he interrupted. 'You listen. This isn't the office. This is
just the two of us, and I'm the one who calls the shots. If you
don't think you're going to like it, back out now.' His voice
softened slightly, and she imagined his mouth with that
slightly sardonic smile. 'Try it my way,' he cajoled. 'You know
you're curious.'

She was. She was curious about the kind of garments he
would expect her to wear. Frilly knickers? The perennial male
favourite, a suspender belt and seamed stockings? Open crotch
panties? A peep-hole bra?

She stifled a sudden giggle. Surely not. He was so elegant
and controlled, she couldn't imagine him being turned on by
such schoolboy props. But then you never knew. She slithered
further into the bath. The foam came up to her chin. She felt
relaxed, hugged by the scented water. 'Well, all right,' she
agreed, hoping she sounded as if she was granting him a
favour. 'As long as I can go in the evening.'

'You can go anytime,' he said. 'And the day after tomorrow
you'll meet me at the Garnet at eight.' There was a pause. 'And
like I said, lady, you wear what you like on top, but underneath
it's my choice.'

She knew the Garnet to be an exclusive and expensive
restaurant. If she had to wear black stockings and open crotch
panties to please him it would be a fair exchange for what
would certainly be a marvellous meal.

After her bath, wrapped in a silky kimono, she checked out
her London A to Z. The road name he had given her was in a
residential suburb, and not a particularly classy one. It made
his instructions all the more intriguing. There were plenty of
kinky shops in London ranging from the smart to the downright
tacky. What was so special about 43 Harmond Street?

Genevieve was still thinking about Sinclair's instructions while
having lunch the following day. In the summer she often took
a break from her colleagues and bought herself a couple of
rolls in a small pub that most local office workers had not yet
discovered. She had no objection to talking shop, but sometimes
she just wanted to eat in peace.

She was still trying to decide what she would find at 43
Harmond Street (her favourite choice being a middle-aged
housewife sewing naughty knickers for bingo money) when
someone thrust an A4 portfolio under her nose and said: 'Take
a look at these!'

Almost choking on her roll Genevieve turned round angrily.
She recognised the voice and knew exactly who she was going
to see: Ricky Croft, his hair straggling over his collar, and his
face unshaven. He wore a battered Levi jacket and jeans. She
could not remember seeing him in anything else. His enemies
(and his friends) reckoned he slept in them.

'Go on.' He sat down opposite her and pushed the portfolio
towards her. 'Look.'

'No,' she said.

'You've never seen anything like this before,' he said.

'Ricky –' Genevieve put down her roll, '– there is no job for
you at Barringtons.'

'Oh, I know that,' he agreed. 'I'm not pretty enough, am I? I
don't fit the image. Tell me, what are well-dressed graphic
designers wearing these days?'

'You know we don't give a sod what you wear,' Genevieve
said crossly. 'You're simply unreliable. You haven't learned what
the word deadline means.'

'I'm an artist,' Ricky said. 'Artists don't work to a timetable.'

'They don't work for Barringtons either,' she said. 'We
employ professionals. And I don't want to see any more lovely
logos for non-existent firms.'

Ricky was undeterred. 'Just look,' he said, tapping the portfolio.
'These are reductions. The originals are much bigger.'

Despite herself Genevieve reached for the portfolio and
opened it. She knew Ricky Croft's work. She had once given
him a freelance assignment. He had turned in some brilliant
ideas – six weeks too late.

The first clear plastic envelope contained a pencil drawing.
Detailed objective drawing was one of Ricky's specialities, but
it wasn't the skill of the almost photographic rendering that
surprised Genevieve. It was the subject matter.

A soldier in eighteenth-century military uniform tumbled
with a young woman on a four poster. The two of them had
clearly been romping together; the girl's full breasts were
exposed, and her frilly skirts were bunched up round her waist.
She wore dark stockings gartered at her thighs. The man was
kneeling between her plump but shapely legs, holding her
ankles apart. His jacket and undershirt were undone. Although
his own erection was visibly bulging through the tight material
of his trousers, he was obviously intent on oral sex rather than
penetration.

Ricky had drawn the woman's erect nipples and open sex
in loving detail. Her expression was one of slight shock coupled
with erotic curiosity. It implied that she had never experienced
this kind of foreplay before. The man's face showed only anticipation.
His half smile, and the tip of his tongue just showing
between his lips, gave the impression that he knew exactly
what he was going to do, and he would make sure his partner
enjoyed it to the full.

Genevieve found the picture curiously arousing, all the more
so because it hinted at what was about to happen rather than
displaying it. It allowed an observer to use his or her imagination.
A man could imagine tasting the woman's swollen pussy,
imagine her writhing in delight as he forced her into willing
submission. A woman could imagine the sensation of an expert
tongue exciting her into a frenzy, withholding the ultimate
release as long as possible, until she begged him for it. Genevieve
briefly superimposed Sinclair's face on that of the soldier. Then,
furious with herself, quickly turned the page.

The next picture showed the same couple, but this time the
man's head was deep between the woman's thighs. His hands
were under her buttocks, lifting her. The woman's head was
thrown back, her expression clearly orgasmic. She was fondling
her own nipples.

'Nice, eh?' Ricky was watching her. 'Like I said, the originals
are much bigger.'

Genevieve gave him what she hoped was a disdainful glance.
She felt that she ought to slam the portfolio shut, and tell Ricky
in no uncertain terms that she was not interested in dirty
pictures. But it would not have been true. She wanted to see
more. She turned another page.

The characters had changed. The man was now definitely
an officer and it gave her a slight – and delicious – jolt of
pleasure to realise that this time it required very little imagination
to believe that this was Sinclair. In fact she could almost
have been persuaded to believe that Ricky had used Sinclair
– if not as an outright model – at least as a representative type.
Tall and slim, with dark hair and Sinclair's angular good looks,
the officer wore a uniform that was probably historically
inaccurate, but looked enough like a traditional hussar to give
him an aura of macho authority: tight trousers, knee-high boots
and a short braided jacket, buttoned to a high-stand collar. The
woman looked more aristocratic this time, slightly contemptuous
in fact, with elaborately styled hair held in place by a
band with a sweeping feather pinned to it, and a high-waisted,
low-necked dress that emphasised her swelling breasts but
covered everything else.

There was nothing erotic happening in the picture, but it
was clear that these two people knew things were about to
change. The woman stared up at the officer as if daring him
to touch her, and the man's stance and expression showed
clearly he accepted her challenge and was planning to do
exactly that – and more. Once again Genevieve was forced to
admire Ricky's skill. Not only had he depicted his characters
with photographic accuracy, he had conveyed their thoughts
too. Or, it suddenly occurred to her, was she just reading into
the drawing what she hoped to see? She noticed the picture
had a caption. It said: 'Military Manoeuvres'.

'It's a set,' Ricky said. 'A sort of picture strip for adults. A bit
like the Rake's Progress. You know?'

'With an accent on the strip?' Genevieve raised her
eyebrows.

'You get the idea,' Ricky said. He watched her. 'Well, don't
just sit there. The pages won't turn themselves.'

She felt that this was the time to say: I'm simply not interested
in this sort of thing. If the man had looked less like
Sinclair she probably would have done. But the likeness
intrigued her. She almost felt a sense of power. It was as if she
was peeping through a keyhole, watching him. She turned the
page.

In the second picture the officer had removed the woman's
dress, leaving her stripped except for stockings, gartered at
her thighs, and shoes with tiny heels and large bows. She also
still wore her jewellery: a choker round her neck and earrings.
Her hair was pinned up but the headband and feather had
disappeared.

The officer – who had removed his jacket but nothing else
– was pressing her back against the wall, his mouth exciting
one erect nipple and his fingers teasing the other. The woman
had her hands on his shoulders, presumably as a gesture of
protest, but although her lips were parted she was clearly not
calling for help. Judging from her expression, Genevieve
thought a moan of pleasure would be more likely. The picture
reminded her of her recent experience with Sinclair. She felt
her body begin to tingle, and turned the page quickly.

In the next picture the officer had removed his shirt, and
the woman was on the four poster – although it was obvious
that the two of them were not preparing for a quick session
of orthodox love-making. The woman's hands were already
tied to the bed posts and the man was in the process of
completing her restraint, holding and tying one ankle. He had
positioned her so that her thighs were wide apart. Ricky had
drawn her swelling clitoris – and all the other parts of her body
– in loving detail. It was apparent from the officer's bulging
trousers that he was also aroused.

The woman showed no apprehension about being tied, and
certainly no inclination to struggle. If anything she looked
excited. Genevieve was shocked to realise that because it was
associated with sexual playacting the idea of being held
captive in this way did not fill her with either anger or disgust.
She tried to imagine what it would be like to be spread-eagled
on a bed with a man tying your hands and feet. She stared
at the picture of the officer, with his bare chest and flat
stomach. His expression as he looked at his willing captive
again reminded her of Sinclair. He was smiling slightly. In
anticipation, Genevieve thought.

By the fourth picture the action had heated up. The officer's
head was between the woman's legs, his hands flat against her
inner thighs, forcing them to stay apart while he pleasured
her with his tongue It looked to Genevieve as if she had already
had her first orgasm. Her head was thrown back and her mouth
open as if she was screaming. Her arms were stretched against
their bonds, her nipples erect. Her whole body seemed to
shaking with sensation. The officer was glancing up at her
even as he used his tongue on her, obviously pleased with the
result of his actions. Looking at the drawing, Genevieve could
almost imagine the warm friction of that tongue lightly
caressing her, moving faster as her lover felt her body
responding. She imagined his fingers digging into her flesh,
holding her firmly as her writhing grew more frantic and the
sensations became almost too intense to bear. Genevieve's own
body began to respond. She glanced up to see Ricky watching
her closely. Assuming what she hoped was a disinterested
expression, she turned the next page.

Now the officer had shed all of his clothes. He straddled the
woman's body. His buttocks were taut and muscular. His cock
was half in her willing mouth. His hands were under her head
and he lifted her slightly towards him, encouraging her to give
him the kind of pleasure he had just given her. Although she
was still tied, and obviously could not refuse, her expression
clearly showed that she was equally delighted to be doing
so.

Genevieve had only performed oral sex on one boyfriend. It
had not been a very loving experience. Jeff, she remembered,
had seemed irritable at her suggestion and tense while she
was performing – with more enthusiasm than expertise, she
remembered. After his orgasm he had rolled away from her
and refused to talk. It was only later that she found out he
considered such activities unnatural and had only agreed in
order to please her. Since she had only done it to please him
(having read in a magazine article that most men considered
it the ultimate compliment), she had been both angry and
upset at his reaction. They parted very soon afterwards,
following a heated argument during which Jeff had brought
up the oral sex incident again and described it 'animal behaviour'.
If nothing else it had at least taught Genevieve that not
all men were as liberated as she had been led to believe.

What would Jeff have thought of the sixth picture, she
wondered. Now the woman had been turned over and upended
and the man was entering her from the rear. The woman's
head was turned sideways, and again it was clear that she was
quite happy with the treatment she was receiving. The man
had his arms around her and was caressing her nipples as he
thrust into her. Again Ricky's skill had invested the picture
with a sense of movement. You could, Genevieve thought,
almost hear the bed creak, the mattress springs protest, the
legs rattle against the floor. Almost hear the two participants
breathing faster and more raggedly as their climax
approached.

Genevieve had to admit that if the drawings were intended
to be arousing they had succeeded admirably. She had never
been particularly affected by pictures before – but then she
hadn't seen many, and certainly none as expertly drawn as
Ricky's. She did not buy women's soft porn magazines, but
she had seen those bought by friends. The mainstream ones,
with their carefully posed models covered by strategically
placed towels, she found irritatingly coy, and those exposed
but limp penises were distinctly unexciting. She knew it was
the result of censorship, but it was, in her view, defeating the
object.

'He'd be interested, wouldn't he?' Ricky's voice intruded on
her thoughts. She gazed at him blankly. 'James Sinclair,' Ricky
said. 'Your new client.'

'My God,' Genevieve said. 'Gossip does travel fast.'

Ricky leaned towards her. 'He'd buy something like this. He'd
love these.'

'If you really think so,' Genevieve said, 'take him some
samples.'

Ricky laughed. 'Can't you just see me getting into his
building, let alone his office? I wouldn't even get past those
Gestapo security men he's got on the doors. He's got to come
to me, and he won't unless he knows where to come and what
I'm offering.'

'Write him a letter,' Genevieve said. 'Put them up on your
website.'

Ricky's expression changed. 'You're not going to help me,
are you?'

'Of course not,' she said. 'Mr Sinclair is a prospective client.
Do you really think I'm going to use a business meeting to try
and sell him dirty pictures?'

'They're not dirty pictures,' Ricky objected. 'This is erotica.
There's a difference.'

'Call it what you like, the answer's no. And you're an idiot
if you ever believed it could have been yes.'

'I'm not asking you to act as a saleswoman,' Ricky said. 'Just
bring it up in conversation. Sinclair's known to be a womaniser,
and he's kinky too. I heard this story –'

'Not the one about politician's daughter?' Genevieve interrupted.
'I've heard it.'

'Look,' Ricky said, 'Sinclair sounds like the kind of man who'd
be interested in my work. Surely you could find an opportunity
to tell him you know someone who can supply some unusual
pictures? You don't have to say any more than that. He'll
understand.'

'Act as an agent for you, you mean?' Genevieve shook her
head. 'Ricky Croft, it's about time you grew up.'

'I need the money,' he said.

'Start behaving like a professional; meet your deadlines and
you'll make a fortune.'

'And die of boredom?' Ricky stood up. 'No thanks.'

'It's possible to be creative and commercial, you know,' she
said.

'I've never noticed it,' he answered. 'And certainly not in
advertising.'

He left her to finish her roll in peace. And to start thinking
again. James Sinclair certainly seemed to have a varied reputation,
and his message to her indicated that he wanted more
than a few quick press-ups in bed. But was the reputation true,
or just gossip? She had a feeling that her visit to 43 Harmond
Street would be the first step in supplying an answer. She got
up, and became aware that Ricky's pictures had aroused her
more than she had realised. She felt distinctly uncomfortable
as she walked back to work.

It looked like a very ordinary house. A neat front garden,
flower-patterned net curtains. Genevieve knocked on the
dark-red front door. An elderly lady opened it.

'I'm Miss Jones,' said Genevieve, following instructions. 'I've
come to collect some – er – things.'

'Go straight in, dear,' the old lady nodded. 'Georgie's in her
workroom now.'

Wondering if Georgie would turn out to be another old
lady, Genevieve went through the door and found herself in
a room that indicated whatever clothes you bought here
they would certainly not include anything either lacy or
frilled.

There was leather everywhere. The tangy scent of it perfumed
the air. Hides were stacked on the floor. Boots with impossible
heels stood against the wall. Whips and harnesses hung on
hooks. Faceless tailor's dummies were masked and gagged with
demonstration items. There were long gloves, heavy belts and
bras so studded with metal they looked like armour. A workbench
was piled high with work in progress. Genevieve stared
round in amazement.

Georgie was a bubbly blonde who looked hardly out of
her teens. She wore an eco-friendly T-shirt and combats. 'It's
a terrible mess, I'm afraid,' she apologised cheerfully. 'My
girlfriend says she can never understand how I find anything.
I've got your stuff all boxed up.'

Genevieve inspected the nearest dummy. It was dressed in
a close-fitting female bodysuit made of lustrous black leather.
The head was completely covered by a tight cap with holes
only for the nose and mouth. Chrome zips, all obviously very
carefully positioned, circled the thighs, the breasts, the midriff,
the arms, and curved up between the buttocks. The legs ended
in high-heeled, front-laced boots.

'Nice, isn't it?' Georgie said proudly. 'One of my specials.
Imagine standing there in some kind of restraint harness, not
knowing which zip's going to be undone, or which bit of you
is going to be used or played with next. But what's really good
is that it's a dozen outfits in one. If you fancy a different game
you can take the whole suit apart and use bits of it. The leggings
can be thigh boots, the sleeves are gloves. There's a bra and a
corset, whatever. I always thought anyone would look good in
just the hood and long boots and maybe a wide belt. Actually
I saw a painting a bit like that once in a proper art gallery, this
woman standing there in this shiny leather gear, and there
were all these serious people looking at it and saying how
symbolic it was.' She giggled. 'I just thought it was a turn-on,
and I bet that's why the artist painted it, really.'

Genevieve stared at the bodysuit. A turn-on? Yes, she had to
admit that it was. The leather made it seem faintly aggressive
but the obvious sexual positioning of the zips implied submission.
She imagined the chrome teeth opening slowly. She
imagined the cool touch of air on the exposed skin. And then
the tips of fingers, or the tip of a tongue, exploring.

Yes, definitely a turn-on for a certain type of person. Her
type? What would it feel like to be sheathed in that bodyhugging
leather? She turned round. A dummy behind her was
wearing a complex corset, laced down the back and covered
with straps, buckles and studs. She thought it looked incredibly
uncomfortable. 'Do a lot of people buy these things?' she
asked.

'Gosh, yes.' Georgie nodded. 'And a lot more probably would
if they could afford them. I don't come cheap, but I use the
best leather and none of my straps pull off at the wrong
moment, unlike some of the stuff you can buy. When you're
laced up in one of my restraints you stay laced up until your
master or mistress releases you.'

Genevieve stared at the corset, trying to visualise where
various straps would go, how they would feel when they
were pulled tight. The more she stared the easier it was to
imagine this blatantly sexual garment on a real body, or to
be more precise, on her body.

She had never really understood the erotic appeal of leather
clothing before, or perhaps it would be more honest to say that
she had never thought about it. But she began to think about
it now, surrounded by this cornucopia of fetishist designs. She
imagined the leather corset encasing her, the straps digging
and constraining, and realised that she found the idea exciting.
She reached out and touched the leather. It was smooth and
sensual.

Georgie watched her. 'Nice, isn't it? Almost as nice as
stroking a cat. Yours is the same quality. The best.'

'Mine?' Genevieve was startled back to the present.

'Your corset,' Georgie said. 'The one your fella ordered.'

'You've made me a corset?' Genevieve felt her face flush. Her
eyes returned to the model on the dummy. She felt as if James
Sinclair had read her mind.

'You bet.' Georgie nodded. 'Rush job and guess the measurements
time, but it'll fit. Your fella gave me a rough guide to
your size and I made it adjustable. You'll feel great in it.
Promise.'

Genevieve felt her cheeks growing hot with embarrassment
at the thought of it. It was one thing imagining
yourself in one of these unambiguously provocative outfits,
or maybe even wearing one for a long-time partner you knew
and trusted. But Sinclair was virtually a stranger. 'But my –
friend expects me to wear it when I go out with him,' she
said.

'Well, why not?' Georgie shrugged. 'Where are you going?
To a club?'

'To a restaurant.'

'But I bet he'll take you to a club afterwards,' Georgie said.
'He'll probably want to show you off. I would if I'd paid all that
for your gear.'

'Show me off?' Genevieve repeated. Good God, was that what
he was planning? She was horrified. And yet deep down in her
mind a little tremor of excitement began.

Georgie looked at her in amusement. 'You're really new to
all this, aren't you?'

'New to what?'

'Bondage. SM. Master and slave.'

'Well, yes,' Genevieve admitted.

'You'll love it,' Georgie enthused. 'My girlfriend takes me to
The Cupboard. I have to wear a collar and chain and this really
short skirt, and boots of course. The Cupboard's for lesbians so
it probably wouldn't be your scene, but I've had more spankings
there than I've had hot dinners. There's this marvellous
dyke, really strong, she bends me over and really goes to town.
My girlfriend loves to watch.'

'And you don't mind?' Genevieve asked in amazement.

'Of course I don't mind.' Georgie looked surprised. 'It turns
me on. If I minded, my girlfriend wouldn't let anyone do it.'

'I wouldn't let anyone do that to me,' Genevieve said, with
conviction. 'In public or anywhere else.'

Georgie looked at her and then laughed. 'You'd be surprised
what you'd do', she said, 'with the right partner.'

Knowing what to expect didn't make the sight of the corset
any less startling when she unpacked it. Black leather, dullsheened,
with so many straps and buckles she wondered if she
would be able to do them all up correctly. The box also
contained a pair of seamed black stockings and some ridiculously
high-heeled shoes. She searched for panties and could
not find any. Obviously an oversight, she thought, and put on
a pair of her favourite black silk bikini briefs.

It did not take her as long to lace herself into the corset as
she expected. It was beautifully made and the straps seemed
to find their correct position automatically. She soon discovered
that they were intended to display and emphasis various parts
of her anatomy. They plunged between her legs, scooped under
her buttocks, and circled her thighs like narrow garters. They
drew black lines round her breasts and she realised that if she
tightened them they would pull her into a provocative jutting
shape. She deliberately did not tighten them too much. It looked
sexy but it was also uncomfortable.

One of the straps seemed to be designed to go straight across
her breasts and was fitted with two little expanding rings that
she could not see any use for. She could not detach them so
she left them alone. The stockings polished her legs with a
glossy lustre and the shoes fitted perfectly. How had he known
her size?

She looked at herself in the mirror and saw a woman with
her face and a stranger's body. A leather queen in fetishist gear.
She thought about the fetish clubs. She was aware there were
women who would let others see them dressed like this, but
she wasn't one of them. Or was she?

She posed, at first self-consciously and then with increasing
lack of inhibition. Her figure, she decided, was fine: good
breasts, long legs, neat waist. She had nothing to be ashamed
of and plenty to display. Would she really do it? The idea was
suddenly exciting.

She covered the corset with a dark blouse and a loosely
tailored suit made of silk, not wanting anything too tight or
the buckles and studs would show through. She twisted her
straight blonde hair into a loose knot and applied the minimum
of make-up. Outwardly she looked almost prim. Only the shoes
and stockings had a sexy look.

But when she walked she was constantly aware of Georgie's
leather tailoring. The straps pulled and the studs pressed,
reminding her all the time of exactly what she would look like
if anyone removed her clothes. And James Sinclair was going
to remove them at some point in the evening. That was one
thing she could be absolutely certain of.

A taxi called for her promptly and took her to the Garnet. He
was waiting, elegant in black. He smiled and surprised her by
putting his hand behind her back and drawing her close for a
chaste kiss on the cheek. She smelled the faint and expensive
tang of his aftershave. His hand moved down her spine and
she realised that his apparently friendly gesture had an ulterior
motive. He was feeling for proof that she had obeyed his orders.
'Good,' he said, his fingers lightly tracing a line of hidden studs.
'You're obedient. But I always thought you would be.'

The muted sounds of the restaurant murmured round them.
A middle-aged couple sat discussing the wine list. A waiter
hovered discreetly. The subdued lighting gave the interior a
sense of peaceful intimacy.

He took her arm and led her to a table. She had a horrible
feeling the leather was creaking, that everyone knew exactly
what she was wearing under her primly tailored suit. He held
her chair for her, the perfect gentleman.

'No problems dressing?' he wondered mildly.

'I overcame them,' she said.

'A good fit?'

'Tight,' she said.

'It's supposed to be tight,' he said pleasantly, smiling. He
leaned across and took her hand, pressing her fingers. 'Like
this.' He squeezed briefly and let her go. 'It's a restraint corset.
A mild one, but you're supposed to know you're wearing it.
There are better versions. Much better. Think about that.' He
beckoned to the waiter. 'Did you fit the rings?' he asked her.

'Rings?' she repeated blankly. The waiter hesitated near their
table.

'The nipple rings,' he said.

She felt her face growing pink. Surely the waiter could hear
their conversation? 'I don't understand you,' she faltered.

He ordered for both of them and the waiter moved silently
away. He leaned forward. She reflected that they must have
looked like a couple of lovers. 'There should have been a strap
with rings on them to cross your breasts,' he said. 'The rings
were to fit round your nipples, nice and tight.'

'Oh,' she said, blushing. 'I didn't realise that was what they
were for.'

He surprised her by laughing. 'You are an innocent, aren't
you? I'm going to enjoy teaching you!'

This simple comment made her skin prickle with sudden
excitement. She was already beginning to realise that her erotic
education had been sadly lacking in variety. She would enjoy
learning with him as her tutor but she did not intend to give
him the satisfaction of knowing that he had already virtually
won her over.

'I haven't agreed to anything yet,' she said sharply.

He gave her a wry look. 'Haven't you?' he asked softly. 'I'm
not going to argue. Enjoy the meal.'

She did enjoy it. He discussed plays, films and music, entertaining
her with anecdotes, intriguing her with his ideas. She
sat stiffly because of the corset and wriggled occasionally as
the metal studs on the leather garter bands dug into her thighs.
He said nothing but she knew he noticed her movements and
she was sure they amused him.

'Now,' he said pleasantly, when they finished their coffee
and liqueurs, 'go to the ladies.' He indicated the door on the
other side of the room with a tilt of his head.

'But I don't want to,' she said in surprise.

'What you want doesn't matter.' He smiled and reached
across the table to hold her hand. 'Get this straight. If we make
a deal you do as you're told. Walk over there. Go in. Stay a few
minutes and walk back.' His strong fingers held hers. 'Don't
hurry. Just walk.'

'I couldn't hurry if I wanted to in these damned shoes,' she
said tightly.

He laughed. 'I like them. They make you walk like a tart.
And that's what you are, aren't you? You're with me because
you expect me to pay you. With a signature and not money,
but the principle's the same. I've bought you, and tonight I'm
going to get my money's worth. Starting now. So walk.'

She swayed over to the door past the small tables and the
respectable dining couples. There was a large gilt-framed
mirror in the ladies. She looked at herself. A fashionable woman
in a silk suit, her hair neat, her face discreetly made-up. And
wearing a leather bondage corset under her conventional outer
clothes, the restraining straps digging into her flesh, reminding
her of the other image of herself she had watched earlier on,
posing. A tart, was she? In a way she had to admit that he was
right. They were negotiating a contract, but he was controlling
the terms. She walked back to the table aware that his eyes
were on her all the time. He stood up.

'Right,' he said. 'I think it's time for me to inspect the goods
I paid so much money for.'

Sinclair lived in a tall Georgian house in one of the more exclusive
London squares. She found it difficult to manage the high
steps to the front door. He did not offer to help her, but watched
her as she tottered uncomfortably. Inside her heels clicked on
the marble-tiled floor in the hall.

He opened a door and she found herself in a room that was
both masculine and elegant. There were oil portraits on the
walls, large leather-covered chairs, a polished wooden floor
and discreet lighting from red-shaded lamps. He walked over
to one of the chairs, turned it so that it faced her and sat
down.

'Get your clothes off,' he said.

'I thought we were going to discuss your terms,' she
began.

'We are,' he agreed. 'But not with a desk between us. You're
not at work now. Just do as you're told. I want to see if Georgie's
work is still up to her usual standard.'

Genevieve stripped slowly and was pleased to see him shift
position as she peeled off her blouse. Maybe he was getting
an erection already? She hoped so. The sooner he was hard the
sooner he would take her to bed and she could remove the
now increasingly uncomfortable corset.

She left her skirt until last. When she finally let it fall to
the floor she saw his expression change from the relaxed look
of a man enjoying a performance to obvious annoyance. He
stood up, came towards her and hooked a finger in the front
of her silk panties. 'Did I tell you to wear these?' he asked
coldly.

'You didn't include any,' she began. 'So I thought –'

'Let's get one thing clear right now,' he interrupted. 'If we
come to an agreement we do things my way. If I don't give you
panties it means you don't wear panties. Understand?'

She nodded, speechless. He went to a drawer and took out
a pair of scissors. He pulled the panties away from her body
and cut them. Her favourite underwear ended up in pieces on
the floor.

'That's better,' he approved, inspecting her. 'You're a natural
blonde. I thought you would be. Turn round.' She did so. 'Spread
your legs. Bend over slowly, then straighten up.' She heard the
leather creak as she moved. 'You've got a nice, sexy ass,' he told
her pleasantly. 'But I guessed that too.'

'I don't see how,' she said, still with her back to him.

'I always let you walk in front of me,' he said. 'The perfect
gentleman. Didn't you notice? Then I used my imagination to
decide how your bottom would look if I stripped you. And how
big your nipples were. And how fast it would take to get them
erect. Little daydreams like that help keep me awake at boring
shareholders' meetings. Don't feel too flattered. I do it quite
often with women that I meet.' She prepared to face him again.
He said sharply: 'Stay as you are.' She stood still. 'Now,' he said,
'walk over to that door, and take your time.'

When she reached the door she realised that it was drilled
with inch-wide holes.

'Turn round,' he said. 'Back up.'

He went to a cupboard and took out some wooden pegs and
narrow leather straps. He positioned her exactly how he
wanted her, flat against the door, legs apart, arms stretched
above her head, her body forming an X. He pushed the pegs
into the holes nearest her hands and feet and bound her wrists
and ankles with the straps.

'That's fine,' he said. 'Every house should have a door like this.
You know, Miss Loften, it was worth buying you dinner just to
see your legs nicely apart like a high-class whore waiting for
action.' He stood in front of her. 'Although a real whore would
have known how to prepare herself.' His hands took her breasts
and his thumbs stroked her nipples lightly. She knew he was
watching her face for signs of enjoyment. It was difficult not to
oblige him, especially as her body was betraying her anyway
and she felt her flesh peaking into two hard buds. He took the
strap with the rings on it and clipped one ring over her aroused
nipple, tightening it until she gave a yelp of protest.

'Next time perhaps you'll do it yourself,' he said.

Her other nipple was treated the same way. He pulled on
the strap that connected the rings forcing her breasts together
and giving her a deep cleavage. The pressure and the tugging
made her realise how arousing it was to be manhandled in
this way. The sensations became even more intense when he
began to tighten the other straps so that both breasts were pulled
upwards, and then he adjusted the front lacing of the corset,
nipping her waist in by at least two inches, so that she
gasped.

He backed away from her and gave her a slow once-over.
Even the passage of his eyes aroused her. He turned, went over
to a chair and pushed it until it came to rest a few feet away
from her. Sitting down, he put one leg over the arm and lounged
back. A quick glance proved to her that he had enjoyed
restraining her with the pegs, the straps and the rings as much
as she had enjoyed being his victim.

'I don't think we've got much to discuss,' he said. 'I always
knew that under that cool and efficient exterior there was a
highly sexed woman just waiting to be liberated, and your
behaviour so far has proved that I'm right.'

She wasn't going to give in that easily. 'Don't jump to conclusions,'
she objected. 'I want that business contract. That's why
I'm cooperating. And I'd hardly describe this,' she tugged at
her bound wrists, 'as liberating.'

'Wouldn't you?' he said softly. 'Lots of women would. Right
now you haven't got to think. You haven't got to make decisions.
You're free just to be yourself.'

'This isn't being myself,' she protested quickly.

'Isn't it?' He smiled. 'Are you sure? Do you know yourself
that well?' He paused. 'Here's the deal: for ninety days you'll
obey my orders. When I want you I'll call you, and you'll play
the games I choose, no arguments. When you're with me I'll
let you know who you're going to be. A lady, a whore, a slave,
the choice is mine. I will promise that whatever I arrange for
you, I'll protect you from being recognised by anyone who
might know you. If you really object to anything I suggest you
can back out, you've got that option, but if you do the deal's
off. Agreed?'

'Yes,' she said.

'Don't you mean "yes please"?' he asked her softly.

Ninety days? Three months? She had been expecting all this
to be over in a couple of weeks. Did the idea of being his sexual
slave whenever he decided to exercise his power over her excite
her or appal her? She was not sure. 'I'll do whatever you want,'
she said quickly. 'But just remember this is strictly a business
deal.'

He stood up and walked towards her. She would never have
believed that she could find being forced into this kind of
erotically humiliating position exciting. Normally she hated
being uncomfortable. Now her swelling clitoris was aching for
attention. He put one finger on her and stroked gently. The
sensation was so intense that she writhed against her restraints
and groaned.

'You'll do whatever I want, will you?' His mouth moved over
her neck and his tongue found her ear, lazily tracing patterns,
probing. 'Let's see if you mean that. I want you to make me
come, but not too quickly. Think you can manage that?'

He took the strap that joined her nipples and tugged. The
rings that circled her sensitive flesh caused her tremors of
erotic pain. Her body quivered and shook. All she wanted now
was relief, either manual or from penetration. She moaned and
thrust her hips forward.

'Answer me,' he said.

'Yes,' she groaned. 'Yes.'

She almost said please, her need for relief was so great.
Swiftly he moved back, unzipped his trousers and lifted out
his cock and balls. His erection was impressive but she did not
have much time to admire it before he entered her smoothly,
his hands behind her now, cupping her bottom, lifting her
towards him. Her wrists and ankles pulled against their
restraints. Her nipples, aroused from the embrace of the rings,
rubbed against his coat, causing her extra delight.

'I've been looking forward to this,' he murmured.

He plunged into her, slowly at first and she matched his
rhythm, clenching her internal muscles, squeezing, relaxing,
pulling him deeper, but letting him withdraw far back enough
to graze her clit with each thrust. She wanted to make it last
too, not only to please him but for her own pleasure. But as
his hips moved faster a glance at his face showed her that he
was no longer in control. And neither was she. All that mattered
now was release from the mounting sexual tension that
gripped her. He climaxed just before she did, a hoarse groan
of pleasure deep in his throat matching her own intense cry
of relief.

She relaxed limply against the door and watched as he tidied
himself up. Even returning to its unexcited size, his penis was
impressive and she noticed that he was circumcised. He
removed the pegs and straps that secured her. For a moment
she remained standing against the door, then she took an
unsteady step forward. She felt his hand on her arm.

'Sit down,' he said.

She collapsed into one of the armchairs. The leather felt
warm and sensual against her skin. He poured her a glass of
wine and one for himself, clinked his glass against hers, smiled,
and said, 'Here's to the next three months.'

The following day a small parcel arrived by special courier. It
contained three pairs of silk bikini briefs, lace-trimmed, beautifully
handmade. A simple message card read: BUT NEXT TIME,
OBEY ORDERS.
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