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      Chapter One


      

      ‘I suppose you’re used to this.’


      

      ‘Used to what?’


      

      ‘Used to women throwing themselves at you.’


      

      ‘Is that what you did?’


      

      ‘You know it is.’


      

      ‘I thought we came to a mutual understanding that this would be a good idea. Have you changed your mind?’


      

      ‘No …’ It was just that now she was in his bedroom, sitting on the edge of his bed, she wondered how many other women had

         come to the same mutual understanding. She didn’t voice that thought however.

     


      

      John Sewell was dark, his naturally olive-coloured skin bronzed by the sun, his face craggy and strong-boned, his cheeks rather

         gaunt, his nose straight and symmetrical, his chin solid and square. His thick wavy black hair fell constantly, like a comma,

         over his forehead, occasionally brushing his bushy eyebrows. His eyes, the darkest feature of all, were what most women saw

         first: great pools of liquid mahogany, a bottomless pit of emotion, of knowledge and feeling where a woman could drown, go

         down forever, lost in the intensity of their unblinking gaze.

     


      

      He was tall and strong, moving with the relaxed ease of someone whose physical strength was effortless.


      

      

      Without the slightest embarrassment, despite the fact that she was still fully dressed, he unbuttoned his shirt and pulled

         it out of his trousers. His broad chest was covered in a thick mat of black hair, his arms shaped by hard, well-defined muscles.

         His belly was flat with deep hollows on either side carved by the tightness of his abdominal muscles. The muscles of his chest

         were so well defined that it looked like a hardened leather cuirass worn by a Roman centurion in some Hollywood epic.

     


      

      As soon as he had stripped off his shirt he unzipped his faded blue jeans and pulled them down together with his white cotton

         boxer shorts. He had already kicked off his shoes and wasn’t wearing any socks. His long legs were as powerful as his torso,

         hard fibrous tissue. His cock was slightly aroused, thrusting out of his curly black pubic hairs, its circumcised tip notably

         smoother than the rest of its length. His balls were large, the sac of his scrotum comparatively hairless.

     


      

      He walked over to the bed and stood in front of her, still showing no embarrassment that he was naked and she was fully clothed.

         He touched his cheek with the back of his hand then ran a finger over her lips as though touching some precious piece of porcelain.

     


      

      ‘And now you,’ he said with a note of challenge in his voice.


      

      As she stood up he stripped the counterpane off the bed, propped the pillows against the wall and arranged himself against

         them, his feet up and his ankles crossed. His dark brown eyes were watching her intently and he was smiling. She couldn’t tell whether it was a smug smile.

     


      

      Nadine was wearing her working clothes: a tight-fitting black skirt and a simple white silk blouse. She unbuttoned the blouse

         at the front and unzipped the skirt at the side. It was too tight to fall to the floor of its own accord. She had to wriggle

         out of it. She held her emotions in check trying to keep her mind in neutral. She didn’t do this kind of thing. As far as

         she could remember, even bearing in mind that memory was a notoriously unreliable guide in such matters, she had never gone

         to bed with a man only hours after she’d met him.

     


      

      She stepped out of the skirt and picked it up from the floor acutely aware of his eyes following every movement of her body.

         She folded the skirt over a small armchair, turning her back on him, conscious of the fact that he would be able to see her

         bottom and of the way the white teddy she was wearing dug deeply into the cleft between her buttocks as it dipped between

         her legs. She thanked some god somewhere that she was wearing decent lingerie, as she stripped her blouse over her shoulders

         and hung it, too, over the chair.

     


      

      She had a good body. She was proud of it. She worked on it, exercised regularly and watched her diet with great care. She

         didn’t mind him looking at her with those dark hooded eyes, shaded by the depth of his brow. She wanted him to look.

     


      

      ‘Is this what you usually do?’ she asked for no reason she could think of. She suddenly realised she did not want to hear

         the answer.

     


      

      

      ‘This what?’


      

      ‘Watch.’


      

      ‘You’re a beautiful woman.’ He said it as if she were an inanimate object and for some reason she found that exciting. As

         his eyes roamed her body, confirming what he said, it was as if she could feel them brushing her flesh. She could not suppress

         a shudder.

     


      

      Very deliberately she peeled the thin white shoulder straps of the teddy down over her arms. It had lacy cups that clung to

         her breasts but gave them little support. They did not need it. They were firm and very round, jutting out firmly from her

         chest. As the lace fell away her breasts were exposed. She looked down at them. Her nipples were hard, corrugated; her areolae,

         circles of tan brown, were prickled with tiny extrusions like pimples, born of her excitement. However she tried to control

         it, her body betrayed her.

     


      

      She pulled the teddy down. Down over her slim, waspish waist, down over the flare of her hips, down until its crotch was inverted,

         clinging to the plane of her sex as though reluctant to break the intimate contact with her body. With a tug she freed it

         and the silky white material floated to her feet.

     


      

      Her tights were translucent and grey, shiny and unladdered. They did not hide the sparsely haired triangle of her sex. The

         fine blond hairs – he could have guessed she’d be a natural blonde – were so neat they looked as though they had been combed

         to a point – a point that led to the junction of her thighs, like an arrow on the map of her body. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the tights.

     


      

      ‘No,’ he said.


      

      ‘No?’


      

      ‘I like them. Leave them on.’


      

      ‘Isn’t that a little impractical?’ she asked.


      

      ‘Do it.’ He did not say ‘please’.


      

      She sat on the edge of the bed again and ran her fingers through her short blond hair, feeling it spring back into place.

         Her display had swollen his penis. It stood up straight, projecting from the top of his thighs at right angles. It was big,

         broad and long, the bulb of its glans like a giant acorn atop a shaft that was veined and coarse.

     


      

      As she looked she saw it throb, engorging more. She felt her sex throb too. She was barely in control now. She had succeeded

         in keeping her mind blank, in pushing reason and good sense aside, but she could no longer control her excitement. She wanted

         this man and she wanted him now. She wanted to feel his hard, muscled body embracing her, wanted those strong arms wrapped

         around her, crushing her. She wanted that big throbbing cock filling her to the limit.

     


      

      She turned and ran her hand up his thighs to brush his balls. She wanted to take the initiative. His cock pulsed at the touch.

         She slid her hand down his thigh, caressing it with the lightest of touches. Another twitch from his cock.

     


      

      ‘Do you want me to suck it?’ she asked, her voice betraying her passion, wavering and unmodulated.


      

      ‘Yes,’ he said simply. There was no ‘if you don’t mind’ or ‘I’d really love that’.


      

      She knelt up on the bed, the nylon rasping against her legs. Perhaps that’s why he hadn’t wanted her to take the tights off, perhaps he had no intention of fucking her. Maybe

         he was just going to lay there and expect her to take him in her mouth.

     


      

      Fluid had escaped at the tip of his urethra, oozing out until it was the shape of a perfect tear, viscous and sticky. Nadine

         touched it with the very tip of her tongue, pulling back so the string of liquid was spun out, like a spider’s web, connecting

         her lips and his cock. The string finally broke. She dipped again and repeated the process. This time when the connection

         snapped she plunged her head down on to his hard erect shaft, right the way down until his cock was buried inside her mouth.

         She closed her lips around its base and felt the curls of his pubic hair against her chin.

     


      

      Her body churned. His cock was big and hot and hard, hard like a bone, harder than she remembered any man before. She sucked

         on it, sucking without moving her mouth, feeling her sex throb as she imagined – not consciously but reflexively – how it

         would feel pressed deep inside her. Reflexively too she flexed her thighs, squeezing her labia together as she did when she

         was alone, in the prelude to masturbation. She could feel the sap of her body spreading out from her loins.

     


      

      She slid her lips to the top of his penis and began a rhythmic motion. He moaned slightly. She did not allow his cock to come

         all the way out, just to the gate of her lips where her tongue flicked at the tiny slit of his urethra. Then she plunged down

         again, all the way, so that his glans nudged right up to the back of her throat. Then she pushed harder, controlling her gagging reflex as she had learned to do with other lovers, and

         felt his cock jam hard against the ribbed wall of her windpipe. At the same time she fingered his balls, jiggling them against

         her chin as though her fingers were practising their dexterity.

     


      

      ‘No,’ he said suddenly his hands gripping her head and pulling her mouth away.


      

      ‘I don’t mind.’


      

      ‘That’s not what I want. I want you. I need to fuck you.’ The word ‘fuck’ sounded different on his lips. It sounded as if

         it were something she had never done before.

     


      

      He was pulling her down on to her back while he rose to his knees. As soon as she was settled he leant forward and kissed

         her lightly on the lips, his mouth just brushing hers, moving from one side to the other, his tongue darting out in little

         forays to penetrate fleetingly into her moist clinging mouth. It was teasing, playful, increasing her need. She moaned, wanting

         more, arching up off the bed by way of a plea. But he paid no attention. He moved his mouth to her neck, sucking and licking

         and nibbling at her flesh, making her arch her head back in ecstasy against the sheets.

     


      

      She felt her whole body being stretched, the teasing kisses like the ratchet on a medieval rack, pulling her body out until

         every tendon was taut. His mouth followed the graceful curve of her neck down to the hollows of her throat, over her collarbone,

         to the rise of her breasts. And while his mouth descended, the fingertips of his hand caressed her belly, drawing imaginary circles with the faintest of touches.

     


      

      Nadine was stretched out like an elastic band, her whole body quivering, as his mouth approached her nipple. She could hardly

         wait for his lips to encircle the swollen, erect cherry that topped her breast. It seemed to be alive, wanting of its own

         accord, independent of the need Nadine felt, the need he had so artfully created. Suddenly she felt his hot breath blowing

         on her puckered flesh. Her nipple hardened further despite the fact it was already as hard as a pebble. Slowly, with infinite

         patience, she felt his tongue, hot and wet, stretch out to lick the very tip of her nipple, touching it so softly and with

         such tenderness that her response was emotional as well as sexual. He made her feel that he cared, he made her feel that he

         wanted to touch her with his mind as well as with his body.

     


      

      His tongue circled the little button of flesh, barely making contact and yet evoking ripples of pleasure in her body that

         tightened the rack she was laid on to breaking point.

     


      

      He moved his mouth down the slope of her breast and across to the other pillow of flesh, little kisses, like footsteps, marking

         the way. When he reached the top of the rise, his tongue flicked out again, the touch of a butterfly on the stamen of her

         breast.

     


      

      At the same time, with the same gentleness, she felt his hand running down under her tights and his finger insinuating itself

         between her legs. She opened them wider, allowing him in, opening the gates to her body, her labia parting to reveal the little promontory of her clitoris. It was throbbing. His finger nudged against it with the touch of a feather and a delicacy

         that perfectly matched her needs.

     


      

      The feelings from the three cardinal points on her body joined together, the impression he had left on one nipple almost as

         strong as the actual feeling from the other. In a subtle, sinuous motion the movement of his tongue, circular and slow, synchronised

         with the movement of his finger.

     


      

      She knew she was coming, coming on sensations so delicate she would never have believed it possible, but coming hard and hot.

         The ripples he had created built into crested waves that threw her down on the shore of their passion, down into a pit of

         exquisite sensation. The intensity and the suddenness took her by surprise, and she gasped, a long low animal noise rattling

         in her throat.

     


      

      She tried to sit up. She wanted to put her arms around him, to pull him down on her to express her need for him, the need

         that her orgasm had only intensified. She wanted to feel that bone-hard cock plunging into the dark passage of her sex, to

         feel it filling her, overwhelming her, to feel her body closing around it and making it hers. But he resisted, pushing her

         back onto the sheet.

     


      

      ‘Please …’


      

      ‘Be patient,’ he said like an adult talking to a child. He made her feel like a child eager for knowledge. He made her feel

         as though she had never had sex before.

     


      

      Extracting his hand from her tights he ran both hands over her nylon-covered belly. The skin on his palms was rough, like a workman’s hands, and she could hear it rasping

         against the nylon of her tights until it reached the apex of her thighs. The seam of the tights bisected her belly, following

         the furrow of her sex. With his thumb and forefinger he picked up the tuck of the seam and then, with an ease that belied

         the effort it must have required, tore a long hole in the nylon. In seconds he had enlarged it so the whole of her sex was

         exposed.

     


      

      ‘That’s better.’ He was admiring his work, staring down into her lap as if appreciating some complex art form.


      

      His finger slid into the crease of her labia. She felt her sticky juices against it. As he registered it too, he looked into

         her eyes and she was drowning again, just as she had when he’d first walked through her office door no more than four hours

         earlier. At the time she had thought she had never felt such raw physical attraction for any man, totally uncluttered by social

         niceties. Now that attraction was translated into reality and she knew her instincts had been right. She had never responded

         sexually like this before, never come as effortlessly, or with such intensity. It was as if he’d found a switch to her sexuality

         and simply flicked it on.

     


      

      She opened her legs, spreading them apart, and watched his eyes examine the fully exposed delta of her sex. The fleece of

         her pubis did not extend between her thighs. Her labia were hairless, thin, neat and unusually smooth, they made a perfect

         elongated oval.

     


      

      

      His finger found her clitoris and she abandoned conscious thought, her sex demanding all her attention. The residue of her

         orgasm lingered in the little nodule of nerves, sensitising it, tenderising it, so that his first touch felt like an electric

         shock. She moaned. It sounded like a moan of pain. His finger was hardly touching her, it was like the touch of the softest

         feather, but he knew it was more than enough to provoke her.

     


      

      Sewell rocked back on his haunches watching her. The only contact between their bodies was his fingertip brushing against

         her clitoris with deliberate delicacy. As he moved the tip against the tiny promontory, he saw her body arch off the bed and

         knew she was coming again. The great gash he had torn in her tights excited him. Her sex was so open and vulnerable in contrast

         to the tight nylon that sheathed her thighs. It was a contrast of textures, the nylon shiny and coarse, the flesh smooth and

         creamy.

     


      

      Nadine could hardly stand it. Feelings so sharp they were almost painful, flooded through her. His touch was perfect – the

         perfect pressure, the perfect motion. At first she had closed her eyes but now she forced them open to look up at him. His

         mouth was smiling that cruel, knowing smile. She looked down at his single finger moving almost imperceptibly between her

         legs as it rolled over and around and up her clitoris. But she couldn’t look for long. She felt the circle of orgasm closing

         rapidly and, as her body shuddered her eyes were forced shut and light exploded in her head, every nerve and muscle quivering

         as another climax broke over her.

     


      

      

      Before she knew what was happening he had fallen on her like a wolf on its prey, burying his cock so deeply inside her it

         took her breath away. She could hardly breath at all. She was existing on sensation, the purest sensation she had ever experienced.

     


      

      She came again immediately, the second his cock hit the neck of her womb, her whole sex contracting around his big, rock-hard

         shaft, squeezing it, milking it. Her orgasm gained its own momentum, exploding higher and longer than she’d ever thought possible.

         He moved inside her without subtlety or finesse, using all his considerable power to pump into her. Nadine did not know whether

         she was having one continuous orgasm, or several joined together so closely she could not tell where one began and the other

         ended.

     


      

      She felt his body tense as he drove himself up into her as far as he could go and she thought she could not come again. But

         then she felt another sensation she had never experienced before, whether imaginary or real she could not tell. The top of

         her vagina seemed to swell, as though he had opened the door to a secret garden. She felt his cock pulse and then begin to

         spasm. In her mind’s eyes she could see it, his semen spurting into the secret place he had discovered.

     


      

      They were shaking, quivering together, clinging to each other as if their lives depended on it.


      

      Eventually it must have stopped, but she could not move, or speak. She could barely register thought. She knew one thing.

         She had never felt like this in her life before.

     


      

      

      * * *


      

      Nadine had arranged to meet him in her office. She didn’t like the ritual of business lunches; two hours of small talk followed

         by fifteen minutes of business to justify the expense. If he wasn’t inclined to accept her suggestion, steak tartare and Burgundy

         wasn’t going to change his mind.

     


      

      Up to that point she knew him only by reputation and his reputation was intimidating. The best graphic artist in the business

         bar none, he was known to be difficult; a man with a sharp tongue who did not suffer fools gladly. She had been advised to

         avoid him but she wanted the best. The best graphics for the product was the only way she was going to get the new account

         for her advertising agency. And it was an account she wanted badly. The Brandling Corporation were big spenders, their billings

         totalling more than any of the agency’s existing clients. There were three new products to launch, involving a huge television

         spend as well as newspaper and magazine advertising. If she could get that for her company they would have no option but to

         make her a director. And that was definitely her next goal.

     


      

      He was fifteen minutes late but did not apologise.


      

      Nadine would never forget the first impact of seeing him as her secretary showed him into her office. It was a physical impact,

         like a slap in the face. He was simply the most attractive man she could imagine. She liked to think of herself as a modern

         and independent woman, but this took her by surprise, a throwback to girlhood when men had been objects of fantasy fulfilment. It was minutes – or so it seemed – before she realised she was staring, her mouth open.

     


      

      John Sewell made no comment. He was used to the effect he had on women. He was used to the stares, the stuttering responses,

         the weak handshakes and embarrassed blushes. Used to it and capable, if it suited him, of using it.

     


      

      ‘Mr Sewell, I’m Nadine Davies,’ she said, trying to sound businesslike. She stood up and extended her hand.


      

      ‘John please, Mr Sewell makes me sound like my father.’ He shook her hand firmly and she felt his hard callused skin, like

         ageing leather.

     


      

      ‘John then. Can we get you tea or coffee?’ Her secretary, obviously equally taken with the man, hovered behind him, waiting

         for instructions.

     


      

      ‘Nothing, thank you.’


      

      ‘Thank you, Dawn,’ Nadine said noting how disappointed the girl looked as she backed out of the office. ‘Please …’ Nadine indicated

         the chair in front of her desk, trying not to see the way he looked at her, his mahogany eyes boring into her and through

         her.

     


      

      He was wearing grey corduroy trousers, a dark blue denim shirt and a red cashmere V-necked sweater, with short brown leather

         boots. He seemed to glide into the chair curling his big body into it and crossing his legs, his fingers interlaced on his

         lap. His dark eyes looked up again. This time she could not avoid his gaze. As he studied her with interest she felt as though

         her whole life was laid out in front of him, her needs, desires, ambitions – and weaknesses.

     


      

      ‘So what can I do for you, Ms Davies?’ He stressed the ‘Ms’, an essential credential for a New Man. His voice was like velvet.


      

      ‘Nadine,’ she said.


      

      ‘So, Nadine?’


      

      ‘Well …’ She tried to concentrate. It wasn’t easy. What she actually wanted to do was ask him if he’d mind taking her straight

         to the nearest convenient bed. ‘… you’ve heard of the Brandling Corporation. We’re pitching for their account. They are launching

         three new products and they want to start with a new image across the whole range. They want a corporate logo that suggests

         quality, value for money, home-town values, that sort of thing. Obviously, in my view, the graphics are the key to it. I think

         some of our rivals will be pitching with a smart television commercial but I think Brandling will respect a more, shall we

         say, old-fashioned approach.’

     


      

      ‘Is that all?’


      

      ‘All?’ She didn’t understand that response.


      

      ‘You could have called my agents. They’d have organised it …’


      

      ‘I wanted to meet you personally.’


      

      ‘And why was that?’ he said sharply, suspecting the answer. His body language was as fluent as his movement, relaxed and confident.

         He did not use his hands to emphasise his speech.

     


      

      ‘Because …’ She struggled to find the words. His directness had caught her out.


      

      ‘Because you want me to work for nothing?’ he suggested.


      

      

      ‘No, no of course not. It’s just the politics here. Brandling turned the agency down last year and my boss doesn’t think it’s

         worth spending any money to try again.’

     


      

      ‘Why should I care whether you succeed or not?’


      

      At that moment Nadine could not think of a single reason. All the carefully prepared arguments she had rehearsed had drifted

         away from her in the cross currents of his mahogany eyes.

     


      

      ‘I can’t think of a reason,’ she said truthfully.


      

      ‘Then I’m wasting my time,’ he said but made no effort to get up.


      

      ‘I need this account. It’s important to me,’ she said falteringly.


      

      ‘But not to me.’


      

      ‘You’re the best.’


      

      ‘That’s why I get paid a great deal of money.’


      

      ‘I can give you five hundred pounds out of my own pocket.’ Up until now she had never considered doing any such thing.


      

      ‘You’re a very attractive woman, Ms Davies,’ he said, reverting to the more formal title. He had been looking out of the window

         but turned to flash his eyes at her again. It was like being hit by a bolt of lightning. She was glad she was sitting down.

         ‘Did you think I’d work for nothing because of the way you looked? That I’d be seduced by your feminine charm?’

     


      

      ‘No, no, of course not.’ Nadine felt a flush of anger at the suggestion. It was an anger based on guilt for she frequently

         used her looks to get men to do what she wanted.

     


      

      

      ‘What then?’


      

      ‘I thought … developing a new image for the Brandling Corporation would be a fascinating challenge.’


      

      ‘Nothing in this business challenges me, Ms Davies. I am an artist. A struggling artist. I use the money I earn from all the

         crap to fund my early retirement.’

     


      

      ‘Retirement?’


      

      ‘Yes, so I can stop designing packets of soap flakes and do what I want to do.’


      

      ‘Be a real artist?’ She could not keep a hint of mockery out of her voice.


      

      ‘Exactly.’


      

      ‘I thought artists were meant to be starving?’ she said sarcastically. ‘Doesn’t poverty enhance the creative spirit?’


      

      ‘You’re full of shit,’ he said with no emotion.


      

      ‘Well, doesn’t it?’ She felt her hackles rise. She hated people who despised the world of commerce, who were happy to take

         its money but looked down on it from the heights of intellectual or artistic superiority.

     


      

      ‘If you want me to take that question seriously, no it doesn’t. Do you really believe it is necessary to have no money, to

         live in squalor, to produce real art?’

     


      

      ‘No. But neither do I believe it is necessary to bite the hand that feeds you.’


      

      ‘You’re proud of all this then, are you? Selling things to people that they don’t need.’


      

      ‘It’s provided you with a very good living, I see.’ She looked at the Rolex on his wrist and the cashmere sweater.

     


      

      ‘Why shouldn’t I get top dollar?’


      

      ‘From all those people you despise?’ She spat the words out, unable to help herself, her face flushed with emotion. His face,

         calm, with a smug complacent smile that suggested she couldn’t possibly understand what he was talking about, annoyed her

         even more.

     


      

      He looked at her steadily, studying her.


      

      ‘OK,’ he said simply.


      

      ‘OK what?’ she said, the anger still in her voice.


      

      ‘OK, I’ll do it for five hundred pounds. On one condition.’ He was still smiling but no longer smugly. His smile was warm

         and open and forgiving, a smile that included her in his world, a smile that made her feel special.

     


      

      ‘And what’s that?’


      

      ‘It’s five now. What time do you finish?’


      

      ‘Six.’


      

      ‘I’ll wait.’


      

      ‘What’s the condition?’


      

      ‘That you take me out and buy me a bottle of champagne. Vintage champagne. Louis Roederer Cristal preferably.’


      

      Nadine felt her anger melt like snow in the full sunlight of his eyes. His expression seemed no longer to be condescending

         but to envelop her, implying a conspiracy that only the two of them knew and understood the real world and how it worked.

     


      

      ‘Done,’ she said, wanting to ask him why he had changed his mind so quickly but deciding not to.


      

      

      And that was how it had started. Four hours later they were in bed together.


      

      ‘You’re not asleep?’


      

      ‘How can you tell?’


      

      ‘Your breathing’s too shallow and your body’s too still.’


      

      ‘I was trying not to wake you.’


      

      The bedroom curtains were drawn but the grey light of dawn still filtered through.


      

      Nadine was lying on her side, Sewell on his back, the pliant flesh of her buttocks just touching the side of his thigh.


      

      ‘It’s still early.’ For some reason she was whispering.


      

      ‘Have you slept at all?’


      

      ‘A little.’


      

      ‘Will you sleep more?’


      

      ‘I don’t usually do this sort of thing,’ she said.


      

      ‘What sort of thing?’


      

      ‘Going to bed with men I’ve only just met.’


      

      ‘Don’t you? You surprise me,’ he said in a mocking tone.


      

      ‘You, I suppose, are used to women throwing themselves at you.’


      

      ‘I thought we’d agreed. We came to a mutual agreement over a bottle of very good champagne that it would be mutually beneficial

         if we continued our liaison in my bed.’

     


      

      ‘We did. You didn’t answer my question.’


      

      ‘What question?’


      

      ‘Are you used to women throwing themselves at you?’


      

      

      ‘It wasn’t a question,’ he interrupted. ‘It was a statement.’


      

      ‘So now it’s a question. Are you?’


      

      ‘Yes, I am,’ he said simply. ‘And you are no doubt used to men flinging themselves at your feet.’


      

      ‘That’s entirely different. That’s biological programming. Men will go after women automatically. It’s a reflex for a man

         to make a pass at a woman. It’s like breathing – as long as they’re alive, they do it.’

     


      

      ‘And women don’t?’


      

      ‘You know they don’t.’


      

      He turned on his side, spooning his body against hers and wrapping his arms around her, one arm under her neck, one over her

         body. She felt his flaccid cock trapped between her buttocks and his stomach. His hands cupped her breasts, squeezing them

         gently while his mouth kissed the back of her neck. She felt goose bumps spring up on her arm. He kissed the bones at the

         top of her spine and her shoulder blades. Almost instantly his cock began to unfurl.

     


      

      ‘You’re so soft,’ he whispered in her ear. ‘Would the idea of my coming inside you again be acceptable?’


      

      ‘You think I’ve changed my mind?’


      

      ‘No, I just don’t want to appear greedy.’


      

      ‘Be greedy,’ she said and meant it, a wave of excitement rushing through her, the idea of having his hard, strong and large

         cock inside her again, making her sex throb. She wriggled her bottom against him and his penis, growing rapidly, buried itself

         in the deep cleft of her fleshy arse.

     


      

      

      He moved his hands so he could hold her nipples, rolling them between his fingers and thumbs.


      

      ‘You’re making me hard,’ he said, stating the obvious.


      

      ‘Good. I want you hard.’ She could feel his phallus was fully erect now, bedded comfortably between the thick pillows of her

         buttocks. It pulsed and throbbed, like a small animal with a life of its own.

     


      

      He moved away from her, angling his cock down until it nudged against the puckered crater of her anus. It was deliberate,

         he knew he was not pushing into her sex.

     


      

      ‘No,’ she said at once, a frisson of fear making her goose bumps return.


      

      ‘No what?’ he said innocently, his cock in the same position and pushing forward slightly.


      

      ‘I’m not ready for that.’


      

      ‘For what?’


      

      ‘I don’t want you to bugger me, Sewell.’


      

      ‘Don’t you like it?’


      

      ‘I don’t know.’


      

      ‘I see.’ He bucked his hips and his cock slid into the furrow of her labia and she was astonished at how wet she was. ‘So

         you’ve never …’ he found the opening of her vagina ‘… done it …’ He pushed forward slightly allowing her sex to anoint him

         with her juices. ‘… you’ve never had …’ He plunged forward, riding up into her without the slightest difficulty, her juices

         so copious she could hardly believe it, or was it the residue of his earlier spending? ‘… a man’s cock in your arse?’

     


      

      ‘No,’ she gasped as she felt his cock sliding into her again, overwhelming her with its power. She had lied to him. She had attempted it once but it had been too painful. Perhaps,

         with the right man, she might try again, but it was not what she wanted from Sewell now. What she wanted was what she was

         getting, his hard, strong cock pounding into her sex, filling it completely. She used all her internal muscles to squeeze

         it, wanting to feel its extraordinary hardness. She gripped it tight, reading its contours like a blindman reads braille.

         It was just as hard as it had been last night.

     


      

      Her vagina was sore. It had taken a hammering. But it was a soreness that made her more sensitive, that accelerated her excitement.


      

      One of his hands left her breast. It snaked down over her belly and infiltrated between her thighs. In seconds she felt a

         finger stroke her clitoris. As he began to power his cock in and out of her, he moved her clitoris up and down with his finger,

         pressing it against the bone underneath.

     


      

      This double attack on her senses made her reel.


      

      ‘Is this what you want?’ he taunted through clenched teeth.


      

      ‘Yes,’ she managed to hiss.


      

      ‘Like this?’ he said as he bucked forward.


      

      ‘Yes, yes …’


      

      A few minutes before Nadine had been at rest, lying quietly in a stranger’s bed. Now her body was seething with desire. He

         seemed to know instinctively what to do to please her sexually, things she herself didn’t even know she liked. But her intense

         excitement wasn’t just physical. There was something about what he was, something about his manner, something about him that turned her on. It was the situation too,

         the fact that she had abandoned all her age-old taboos, all the shibboleths she had cherished for so long. She had let herself

         go, jumped without a safety net. That thrilled her.

     


      

      She shook her head from side to side as if trying to clear her thoughts, to decide what she wanted. She wanted to take the

         initiative.

     


      

      ‘Wait,’ she said pulling away from him. She wriggled around and came up onto her knees. She stripped aside the bedding and

         looked down at his body in the grey early morning light as he rolled onto his back. His cock stuck up from his loins, glistening

         as if it had been dipped in oil.

     


      

      ‘No?’ He looked at her quizzically. ‘I thought it felt good.’


      

      ‘It did but now I want this …’ She swung her thigh over her hips. The tip of his penis nudged between her thighs.


      

      ‘Why?’


      

      ‘Because I want to see you,’ she said. It was partially true. She also, for once, wanted to be in control. Reaching behind

         her back she took his cock in her hand and guided it between her labia.

     


      

      His dark brown eyes were looking at her with amusement. He laced his fingers together behind his head, the muscles at the

         side of his ribs and his abdomen clearly defined like the rungs of a ladder. He was beautiful. Everything about him spoke

         of strength and power and masculinity.

     


      

      Still holding his erection, Nadine sunk down slightly on her haunches, feeling his glans nose up into her body, the mouth of her vagina closing around it as if in a kiss.

     


      

      ‘I want you,’ she said unnecessarily.


      

      ‘Take me then,’ he mocked.


      

      And she did. She dropped herself onto his cock and felt it stabbing up into her, much deeper than it had been minutes before.

         The silky velvety flesh of her sex closed around it, a custom-made sheath for the knife of his phallus.

     


      

      He began to buck his hips under her, his strength lifting her body, as he thrust up into her.


      

      ‘Will you come for me?’ he said.


      

      ‘Yes, oh yes …’


      

      ‘I want to see it.’


      

      ‘Watch then.’ She would come easily. She had what she wanted now. She feasted her eyes on him. She had wanted to possess him,

         to have him, for him to be hers. It was an illusion, of course, at any moment he could have thrown her down on the bed and

         possessed her. But the illusion was enough. As he pumped into her, she in turn rode him, his pelvis beneath her like a saddle. She allowed

         herself to be lifted by him then she dropped all her weight on him as he fell back on the bed, plunging his cock deeper, right

         up against the neck of her womb.

     


      

      Her breasts were flying up and down so violently she had to catch them in her hands. As she cupped them she felt them respond.

         She squeezed them hard, pinching her nipples, and felt a jolt of pleasure stab through her.

     


      

      Nadine looked down at Sewell. Even through the blur of motion she could see he wasn’t looking at her body, so wantonly displayed, but straight into her eyes. He looked at

         her as though it was her blue irises that were the centre of her sex, the most sensitive points in her body that needed to

         be touched by his stare. And he was right.

     


      

      Her orgasm was sudden, not unexpected but surprising nonetheless. One moment she was in control, her body able to cope with

         the rush of feelings that assailed it, her mind weaving images of sex, images of the night before, images of Sewell, into

         a tapestry of emotion to hang in her memory. The next moment she felt her body and mind gripped by a paroxysm of raw sensation

         that locked every muscle and jammed every nerve.

     


      

      She managed to force herself down on him so his erection was buried in the depths of her, but she could do nothing more, only

         feel.

     


      

      Sensing her crisis, Sewell stopped too, using his strength to arch up into her and hold himself there, knowing she needed

         nothing more.

     


      

      ‘God,’ she said quietly as she tried to keep her eyes open to look into those dark brown pools of light that gazed at her

         so knowingly but she lost the battle. As the force of orgasm screwed her eyes shut, she could still see him on the backdrop

         of her mind, his eyes boring into her soul.

     


      

      Eventually the crisis passed. The rigidity of her body disappeared and she could open her eyes again. He was smiling slightly,

         his hands still laced behind his head, an infuriating self-satisfaction in his manner which reflected the ease with which

         he had been able to make her come.

     


      

      ‘What about you?’ As if to illustrate her point she squeezed his cock with the muscles of her vagina. She wished she hadn’t.

         Her body was seized with a tremor, echoes of her orgasm like the aftershock of an earthquake that shook every nerve.

     


      

      ‘I was waiting for you,’ he said. He removed his hands from behind his head and stroked her arms gently. ‘There’s so many

         things I want to do with you, so many ways I want to please you.’

     


      

      ‘I want to please you too, Sewell,’ she said firmly. There was something about him that made her feel like a child. She usually

         resented men who made her feel this way, but it was not resentment she felt for him. It was quite a different emotion.

     


      

      He was looking at her steadily, his eyes full of lust. He gripped her arms firmly and pulled her over to the side and onto

         her back, his erection slipping out of her body. He moved round so he could kiss her, his lips hard against hers, his tongue

         plunging into her mouth as hot as his cock had been.

     


      

      She felt his wet erection against her hip.


      

      ‘What do you want me to do?’ she asked.


      

      ‘You’re doing it.’


      

      He rolled on top of her. The missionary position. She wanted to mock him, taunt him for not wanting her to be on top. Was

         he old-fashioned? Did he have to be in control? Didn’t he know the New Man was supposed to be able to accept subordination?

         But somehow none of these questions were relevant to him. What is more, she wanted it like this, she wanted to be crushed

         underneath him, to feel that strong, hard body on top of her again.

     


      

      But that was not what he had in mind apparently, not yet anyway. His hands were rolling her over onto her stomach and almost

         before she knew what was happening he had drawn her up to her knees, his hands pulling her hips. He knelt behind her.

     


      

      She opened her legs. She feared he was going to try and bugger her again but, though his cock touched the bud of her anus,

         making her gasp, he quickly moved it up to her vagina, her wetness making the movement frictionless.

     


      

      ‘You make me so hard,’ he said. It was self-evidently true. He thrust forward and she felt his erection invading her again.

         Despite her recent orgasm her body reacted so intensely she knew instantly he was going to make her come again.

     


      

      Nadine pulled herself up onto all fours. It changed the angle of his phallus inside her, allowing it to delve deeper. She

         looked up. It was quite light in the room now, the sun up, the shadows dispelled. She hadn’t noticed it last night but on

         the wall opposite the foot of the bed was a rectangular mirror in a black frame. She was facing it. She could see the reflection

         of her body and Sewell kneeling behind her. His face was set, his eyes looking down at her body, at her long back and the

         ridge of her spine and at her round, soft, buttocks pressing against his belly. She could see his firm muscles, his hands

         gripping her by the hips, his biceps flexed and well-defined, the contours of his abdomen like a drawing in some anatomical

         textbook with each set of muscles clearly visible.

     


      

      

      The image in the mirror fascinated Nadine. It was the perfect representation of what she felt. The whole night had been unreal

         and Sewell like some character from a film. She could not believe what she had done. Or what she was doing now, kneeling on

         all fours, being taken by a man she did not know, a stranger. They were two strangers making love. More accurately they were

         two strangers making lust, overwhelmed by a physical need that was greater than the social decencies.

     


      

      She stared into the mirror and the strangers stared back.


      

      Is that what had happened? Has lust got the better of her. She couldn’t think. Her body was humming like a radio, the background

         noise and static beginning to recede as she found the right frequency and the signal became clearer and sharper.

     


      

      Sewell was sliding his penis into her with great deliberation, each thrust a journey that seemed to last forever. She felt

         her vagina closing as his cock slipped out, and opening up again as it was forced back in. She could feel every contour of

         him, every vein delineated, the ridge around the glans a rib that moved sinuously inside her. She could feel his balls banging

         into her too, a pendulum that hit her on every swing.

     


      

      She wanted to show him she knew what to do, that she was a woman, and experienced at that. Supporting herself with one arm

         she reached between her legs and groped to find his balls. She reeled them in with her fingers, his scrotum wet and slippery

         from her juices.

     


      

      

      ‘Yes,’ he said at once.


      

      She squeezed the balls gently. He thrust forward and stopped. She squeezed again. She was milking him. He was deep inside

         her body, so deep she could have rubbed her navel and felt the outline of his erection. As she squeezed she felt his cock

         spasm. He was letting her make him come. What she was doing was enough. She squeezed and he jerked against the confines of

         her silky wet sex.

     


      

      ‘Yes,’ he repeated.


      

      She pulled his balls down hard, pulling them down away from their bodies. She felt them pulsing in her hand and at the same

         time his cock jerked more violently too. He was out of control. He pulled out slightly then rammed himself back in, harder

         and deeper than he had been before, pulling her back onto him with all his strength, his hands pressed deep into the flesh

         of her hips.

     


      

      She felt his ejaculation. His cock jerked wildly inside her. She felt the rush of wetness. Gently she squeezed his balls again,

         as if to extract every last drop.

     


      

      His orgasm had provoked her. She felt her body changing gear. She’d accomplished her aim, showed him she was not naive, not

         a child of innocence to this man of experience. Now her body wanted its reward.

     


      

      Looking up into the mirror she stared into his face. More than anything, more than his hard pulsing cock, or his strong muscled

         body, or the incredible feeling of wetness that oozed out of her, it was the look on his face, an expression of abandon and ecstasy, that catapulted her into orgasm.

     


      

      His cock was still erect. With the last of her energy she pushed back on it and felt it nosing up into her again, back against

         all the nerves that had been so sorely used. It was the last straw. Her orgasm seized her, shuddering through her, the sensation

         radiating out from her sex like the ripples on a pond disturbed by a stone. The physical sensation was transmuted into emotion.

         She fought to keep her eyes open, wanting to see the expression on her face, wanting to see her own ecstasy but her eyelids

         fell and her mind was filled with a chiaroscuro of crimson and scarlet and flickering shadows.
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