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The Black Lily
by Elizabeth Coldwell

I wanted what she had between her legs. Wanted it so badly it made me ache. I stared at her picture and imagined how it would feel to touch it, caress it, possess it.

It was the most jaw-dropping chastity belt I had ever seen. Created by Londons hottest young artist, Jasper Spence, to be the centrepiece of his provocative new exhibition at Hoxtons White Space gallery, it was adorned with flawless diamonds, rubies and sapphires which spelled out the words LOOK BUT DONT TOUCH. Reports in the press claimed it was worth close to a million pounds, and had already been purchased by a very well-known female pop singer for her own private collection, the suggestion being she was actually going to wear it for the benefit of her new toy-boy husband.

Once I turned my attention away from the chastity belt to the woman who was wearing it, I had to admit she was pretty stunning, too. Long, ash-blonde hair framed a high cheek-boned face, and her legs were slender without having the knock-kneed skinniness which marred the beauty of so many catwalk models. Her hands were crossed across her chest, hiding what I was sure would be a small but deliciously perky pair of breasts, and her expression was coy yet knowing.

I licked my finger and ran my red-painted nail over her photograph, tracing from her glossed lips down over her naked body to Spences magnificent creation. In my mind, I freed her from the device before spreading those long legs wide so I could closely examine her pussy, a jewel as exquisite as any of those which adorned the belt.

Reading the text which accompanied the photograph, I learned the grand opening of Spences exhibition was two days away. I didnt have an invitation, but that wasnt a problem. There were ways of bypassing security on the door of any event. Gaining access to the chastity belt would be another matter entirely: such a valuable work of art would no doubt be guarded by a state-of-the-art alarm system. But I knew I had the tricks in my armoury to defeat it. No self-respecting jewel thief would attempt anything less.

I went to pour myself a glass of champagne before continuing my perusal of the magazine. Maybe I would open that nice box of white chocolate truffles to which I had treated myself as well. After all, a girl deserved to have the nicest things in life  using whatever means necessary.

I had never intended to steal for a living. My original plan had involved marrying a man very much older than me, who was not in the best of health, and making sure he changed his will in my favour before he died. It didnt matter that I didnt actually find men sexually attractive  if he was old enough and ill enough, I doubted I would be spending any time between the sheets with him.

At a party where I had been attempting to snare my ailing millionaire, I had instead found myself in the company of Miles, who I soon learned was a highly accomplished thief, casing the joint in the guise of a vague business acquaintance of the host. Miles had seen in me a soul as devious and acquisitive as himself, and by the end of the evening I had literally become his partner in crime. We forged a great team, and as he had as little interest in women as I did in men, there was no possibility of a romantic liaison between us, which would ruin our beautiful, crooked friendship.

When Miles was killed in tragic circumstances  falling to his death while attempting to escape over the roof of a 16th century Hertfordshire manor house he had just burgled  I was devastated, but I vowed to carry on where he had left off.

I soon became known in the press as the Black Lily, after one of my victims described my very distinctive tattoo to the police. You dont need to know exactly how she came to see that tattoo, given its so high up the inside of my thigh it practically nestles against my pussy, but I came out of that heist with an enhanced reputation as well as a memorable nickname.

Much as I loved the thrill of creeping into a womans bedroom and relieving her of her most prized possessions, though, I was beginning to wonder whether the time was right to retire from the profession. After all, I was almost thirty, and I was beginning to hanker after a life of leisure. Lifting that million-pound chastity belt would be the perfect way to go out on a high, and would cement the Black Lilys place in criminal folklore forever.

I popped a truffle into my mouth, relishing its sweet stickiness on my tongue, and slipped a finger between my legs as I began to fantasise about the beautiful model in her very expensive, very desirable restraint. A restraint which, if I had my way, would very soon be mine.

The rush-hour traffic was still heavy as the taxi dropped me off outside the White Space gallery. We had dawdled through the city, but I had taken the time to check my make-up was immaculate and rehearse my back story. I had to make sure everyone at the opening believed I was a legitimately invited guest and patron of the arts.

I handed the taxi driver a generous tip and joined the small queue of people at the gallery door. A blonde, harassed-looking woman looked up from her clipboard and asked, Name?

Lilia Orlova, I told her, with a tone which indicated she should know exactly who I was. Ive always had a facility with accents, and even if I say it myself, my haughty Russian vowels were spot on.

She ran a finger down the list of names and shook her head. I dont see you here.

I find that hard to believe, when Nadine assured me I would be on the list. Nadine was Jasper Spences PA. I had never actually spoken to the woman  indeed, for all I knew, she was the blonde with the clipboard  but I had taken her details from Spences official website. I removed the dark glasses I wore and fixed her with a pained expression. And after Jasper praised me for being so generous in my patronage of his exhibition in Geneva

A confused look crossed the womans face, and I knew I had her. I didnt appear to be an official guest, but what reason did she have not to believe I actually was some ultra-wealthy Russian arriviste, spending my millions on art?

I can only apologise, Ms Orlova, its obviously an oversight on our part. Please, go inside and help yourself to champagne.

The sweetest words in the English language. I flashed her a smile of thanks and made my way into the gallerys crowded interior.

People stood in clusters of two or three before Spences artworks, avidly discussing the meaning and symbolism of each piece. Privately, I had always thought the man an overrated hack, ever since he had first burst on to the scene with an exhibit of empty gift-wrapped boxes he called Thanks For Nothing. This new show, titled State Of The Nation, was no more significant or meaningful, despite the claims Spence made for it in the glossy catalogue which had been handed to me as I entered. Was stuffing a guinea pig and calling it Cleethorpes really art? Was constructing a human hand out of drawing pins  even if those pins were made of white gold  really a statement on the nature of modern life? And, more importantly, where was the chastity belt?

I circled the room twice, but though I clocked the lurking presence of a couple of discreetly dark-suited security personnel, I searched in vain for the object of my desires. I had expected it to be in the most prominent position possible, given that it was the focal point of the exhibition, but it was nowhere to be seen. Had I worked so hard to blag my way in here to receive nothing more than a glass of indifferent fizz and crushing disappointment in return?

I was just on the point of leaving when I heard a voice announce into a microphone, Ladies and gentleman, if I could have your attention, please.

I turned to see Jasper Spence, dressed in a mustard tweed suit and with his trademark thick-rimmed glasses and bare feet, standing on a low dais in front of drawn white curtains at one end of the room. I couldnt be sure, but he appeared to be holding one end of something which disappeared through the gap in the curtains.

Thank you all for coming tonight, he said. I hope I have given you enough time to absorb and reflect upon the impact of each of my statement artworks.

A white-clad waiter walked past, bearing a silver tray of canaps. I liberated a filo-wrapped lobster parcel from the tray and munched it as Spence droned on. Finally, he came to the point of his speech.

You may have seen a particularly eye-catching piece both in the press and in the official catalogue, which you should all have a copy of. So the belt was in the catalogue? I hadnt seen it, but then I had skimmed the first couple of pages, decided I recognised bullshit when I saw it, and stuffed it into my oversized Herms bag. So you may now be wondering where that piece actually is. Wonder no longer. Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you Chaste And Caught.

The curtains parted slightly and a woman emerged from behind them. I recognised her at once. She was the model who had worn the belt in the magazine photo. But now I realised the belt itself was only part of her outfit.

Not that she had on much beside it  merely a pair of four-inch scarlet heels, which were locked together with a heart-shaped padlock. Her hands were cuffed behind her back, so she could do nothing to conceal her tiny teacup breasts, crowned with the most delectable rose-red nipples. To emphasise the punning nature of his artworks title, Spence had attached a collar and lead around the models neck, which was what he had been holding on to when he had first appeared in the room.

The girl kept her eyes downcast throughout proceedings, as Spence had doubtless instructed her to. Standing there, she was any dominants wet dream: beautifully obedient, and available only to the one who owned the keys to her various shackles. I was sure several of the men around me were having to adjust trousers which had suddenly become far too tight in the crotch. As for me, if I had been wearing any panties, they would have been getting damper by the moment.

Yet I couldnt help cursing Spence for the way he had chosen to display his creation. It rendered it almost impossible to steal. However, I was nothing if not resourceful. If only I could persuade the artist to leave his model unattended, I would have my chance.

While I was pondering the best way of creating a distraction, fate intervened on my behalf. A woman, walking slowly backwards to gain a better perspective of one of Spences installations, slipped on a caviar pinwheel which had fallen from one of the trays of canaps. She fought to keep her balance, failed, and landed heavily against the pedestal which bore the drawing-pin hand. To the horror of the assembled guests, the presentation case went crashing to the floor, shattering on impact and sending shards of glass and white gold drawing pins in all directions.

Jasper Spence seemed to register everything which had happened in slow motion. Finally, he exclaimed, Everyone, step away from the glass, please. Quickly, he knotted the end of the models lead around the microphone stand, telling her to remain where she was until he returned. Then he rushed over to check the state of his precious artwork.

I couldnt believe it. In the confusion, he had left his model completely unattended. Presumably, he was trusting the two security guards to keep an eye on her but they were more concerned about the immediate welfare of the dazed-looking woman who still sprawled on the floor. I could see one of them asking her whether she could put any weight on her ankle, and reaching for his phone to call an ambulance when it quickly became apparent that she couldnt.

Taking one quick glance to make sure no one was watching me, I slipped quietly to the models side, and unfastened Spences amateurish attempt at a half-hitch. Smiling, I took hold of the lead

What are you doing? the girl asked, alarmed. Who are you?

An art lover, I told her. I put a finger to my lips, motioning her to silence, then led her behind the curtain  not the easiest task, given she was so effectively hobbled by the fastening of her fuck-me shoes. I found myself in a space about six foot by six, with a door in the far wall labelled PRIVATE. I suspected that was where the model had changed into her outfit. Not a great deal of room, admittedly, but enough for what I had in mind.

If Id had advance warning of how Spence intended to display the chastity belt, I would have brought my trusty lock picks. As it was, I would just have to improvise. I plucked out one of the pins, which held my dark hair in place, and straightened it. Working quickly, I sprung the padlock on her shoes, then turned my attention to the chastity belt.

You really shouldnt be doing this, you know, the girl said, as I located the lock at the back of the belts waist piece.

Whats your name? I asked her, digging around in the lock with my makeshift pick.

Jocelyn, she replied.

OK, Jocelyn, I probably shouldnt be doing this, but if we only ever did the things we were supposed to do, the world would be a very boring place, wouldnt it? The lock turned at the third attempt and the belt sprung open. I almost danced on the spot with glee. Now, Jocelyn, be a good girl and step out of this for me.

Using the words good girl clearly triggered something deep within Jocelyns psyche, as she stopped questioning me and simply did as I told her. For a moment, I held the belt up to the light, admiring the ingenious way it had been designed to allow the wearer to perform toilet functions while denying any possibility of penetration and sexual satisfaction. The craftsmanship was exquisite, and I suspected Spence had commissioned someone to make the belt for him before adding his own gaudy, bejewelled touches.

That was the moment when I should have put the belt in my bag and made a hasty exit through the back door. My instincts were telling me to get out of there before Spence realised the model was not where he had left her. But the longer I looked at Jocelyn, still with the collar around her neck and her wrists cuffed behind her, the more I felt the urge to flee being replaced by the urge to fuck.

Do you know who I am, Jocelyn? I asked.

The girl shook her head.

They call me the Black Lily. And do you want to know why?

When she nodded shyly, I raised my tight-fitting skirt, very slowly. I allowed her to take in the sight of my stocking-clad legs and the creamy flesh above them. Then, lifting the skirt just a little higher, I showed her the tattoo which had earned me my soubriquet.

Its beautiful, she breathed. I wasnt sure whether she was referring to the tattoo or to my pussy, which she could glimpse just below the hem of my skirt.

Show me how much you like it, I ordered. Get down on your knees and kiss it.

Without a murmur, Jocelyn obeyed. I shivered as I felt her cool, lightly glossed lips press against the skin of my inner thigh then, without being instructed, move higher. She licked at the juices which had trickled down from my pussy, before easing apart my freshly waxed lips with her fingers so she could give my clit the attention it so badly needed.

My knees almost buckled as I felt her tongue sweep along the length of my cleft. She clearly loved the taste of a womans sex, moaning and making little whimpers of appreciation as she lapped up my nectar.

Thats it, I said. Just like that. You love worshipping your mistress, dont you?

Her fervent, Mmmm, of reply sent the most delightful vibrations thrilling through my entire cunt. I wound a fistful of her hair around my hand and guided her face more deeply between my legs so she could feast on my clit. As she feathered her tongue over the sensitive bud, I tweaked my nipple with my free hand, the sensations joining with the ones Jocelyn was creating to set my body alight with pleasure.

On the other side of the curtain, I could vaguely hear raised voices and the sound of people blundering about, still trying to restore order to the chaos one unfortunate little stumble had created. It seemed like another world away from the calm, steady pressure of my gorgeous submissives tongue on my clit.

Jocelyns slender fingers gripped my bare arse cheeks hard, sensing she would need to hold me steady as my orgasm rushed to meet me. When her tongue flickered rapidly as a lizards over my bud, I could no longer hold back. Much as I wanted to scream the place down, I knew I couldnt run the risk of alerting anyone to our antics, so I bit down hard on the fleshy pad of my thumb as my pleasure spiked and spiked again. The feeling was so pure, so all-consuming I wished it would never end.

When, all too soon, the spasms faded away, I sagged against Jocelyn for a moment. Then, quickly recovering myself, I stroked her hair, encouraging her to look up at me. She waited, eyes shining with reverence, knowing she would receive her pleasure only if I chose to bestow it. What a good girl you are, I told her softly.

Then I quietly let myself out through the door marked PRIVATE, taking my treasure with me.

I have no idea what Jasper Spence thought when he pulled aside the curtain to find his million-pound chastity belt lying discarded on the floor and his almost-naked model vanished. I still wonder whether I shouldnt have taken the belt with me  after all, it would have allowed me to live very comfortably indeed without ever having to lift another finger. Then I look at the face of my sweet, submissive Jocelyn as she crouches at my feet, anxious to serve her mistress in whichever way is required, and I know I stole away that night with something more precious than diamonds.
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