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Slave in the City


Slave Trader



About the Book

Sophie Jenner believes she has her life under control. In business she’s a City high-flyer, heading up a new venture funding ecological projects in South America. In her personal life, despite the games played by her domineering boss, she believes she cracks the whip.

But when Sophie travels to South America to investigate a possible fraud all her assumptions are stripped away. In the Peruvian jungle the uptight City executive meets a breed of man she cannot tame. And now Sophie is no longer holding the whip . . .



Chapter One


Sophie Jenner leaned back into the deep tan leather swivel chair and shut her eyes against the glare from the computer screen which had claimed her undivided attention for the past two hours. After a few moments’ respite she opened her eyes again and frowned accusingly at the VDU. There was definitely a problem behind the mass of figures she had been reviewing, of that she was certain. But right now, she was having the devil’s own luck trying to get a handle on what precisely that problem was.


‘Turner!’ she called, shifting her gaze briefly towards the open door of her glass-panelled office. ‘Do you have a minute?’ Within seconds, Sophie’s PA appeared at the door to her office, eyebrows raised in anticipation. ‘I need some detail on the company’s preliminary capital flow into South America,’ Sophie said. ‘I’m interested in money transfers of say, two to three hundred thousand dollars.’


‘Small change!’ protested Turner.


She ignored the interruption. ‘I want to know where the cash call originated, where the money was destined, who authorised the transfer. That sort of stuff.’ She gave an apologetic grimace to ward off any potential complaints.


‘Okay, but give us a clue where to start, Sophie. South America is a big place.’ Turner wrinkled his forehead in a plea for clemency.


Sophie thought for a moment, her eyes returning to the flickering computer. ‘Columbia and Peru,’ she said decisively, as her PA turned on his heel to leave her room. ‘But if you don’t come up with the goods by the end of the week, you can tackle the rest of the sub-continent!’


Her voice followed Turner as he retreated into the general office with a dismissive wave of his hand. Sophie allowed herself a small smile and found her spirits lifting slightly. She knew that the figures she had requested would be on her desk well within any deadline she chose to set. With any luck, Turner might dig up that extra little elusive detail that would allow her to bottom out the South American project funding jigsaw.


Dragging herself away from the computer, Sophie stretched up her arms and arched her back. She had had enough number crunching for one day. There must be a simple explanation for this pattern of transactions and at least she’d amassed some concrete facts and figures for Turner to start chasing in the morning. What she needed right now was some heavy R&R.


After a few moments’ contemplation of her options, Sophie picked up the phone and jabbed four digits into the base set. She listened impatiently to the single ringing tone of the internal telephone system until, with a snort of annoyance, she slammed the handset down. Damn him, never there when she was desperate. Probably out having a good time with one of his girlfriends.


She glared back at the screen which glowed green and red, the lights winking back at her, irritating and unusually impenetrable. She had simply been running regular sample audit checks on money flows around the business; they were all established transfers into recognised eco-friendly operations in the South American sub-continent but as she picked through the numbers something had started to feel wrong.


She couldn’t complete the audit trail for a small number of transfers that were apparently making their way through accounts via normal banking routes. She kept telling herself that the numbers involved were hardly significant; as Turner had said, small change. But even so, as she continued her sampling, a worrying pattern had begun to emerge. Several cash calls from a rainforest conservation project in Peru had been authorised using a management code which she didn’t immediately recognise and narrowing the focus of her searches she had finally come upon one which had been routed, against normal company practice, to a Swiss bank account where the trail had gone cold.


None of it made sense. But given time it would. Sophie jumped up and reached for her kitbag. Exercise was what she needed, something to break the stale sensation and the monotony that came from staring at a computer screen for too long. The gym in the Broadgate Centre, where she enjoyed the benefits of Deschel Chesham’s corporate membership was always on hand to offer various alternative forms of exercise, sometimes even the lewd one which had been uppermost in her mind.


As she stepped out of the glass-fronted corporate office, Sophie’s senses were assaulted both by the stifling heat of a late summer afternoon in central London and by the cacophony of bells from St Paul’s Cathedral. Musing on some of the advantages of working in an air-conditioned and sound-proofed atmosphere, Sophie turned onto the cobbled street and walked quickly down towards Moorgate and the Broadgate Centre above Liverpool Street Station. She made her way up to the third floor and, ignoring the few remaining commuters scurrying about on the platforms far beneath her, passed into the cool green interior of ‘The Gym’. Half an hour on the running machine and the services of her favourite masseur would sort her out.


Revelling in the sensation of his hands on her body, Sophie allowed herself the luxury of a small groan of pleasure.


‘That is exquisite, Rani,’ she murmured, giving herself up finally to the rhythm of his well-oiled strokes along the length of her back. As her muscles relaxed, Sophie willed her mind clear of the tensions of the day, lulled by the repetitious motion of his hands, the faintly pungent aroma from the oils he was slowly rubbing into her skin and the dull beat of music from a distant room.


But try as she would, the thoughts which had been running through her head since leaving the office came crowding back and, as usual, Sophie gave in to their temptation. As she began the, by now, familiar consideration of her problems at work, she barely registered Rani’s hands moving from her back to begin lightly kneading her buttocks; each circular movement becoming deeper, more pronounced and gently easing the rounded cheeks apart. A finger slipping slyly between the cleft in her buttocks shocked Sophie back to the present and she tensed her bottom while wriggling to ease the pressure of lying on her breasts.


‘I thought that would bring you back to your senses,’ he said, with a quiet laugh. ‘Turn over and stop thinking about work or you’ll be sorry.’


‘Yes, sir,’ Sophie murmured as she obediently twisted to lie on her back and resolutely closed her eyes again. She heard him moving around the couch on which she was placed, smelling the fresh wave of aromatic oils as he lubricated his hands afresh. Starting on her shoulders, Rani began his ministration to her body once again and Sophie breathed deeply, knowing there was pleasure and relaxation in his touch if only she would give herself up to it.


With a continuous movement, he extended his massage down her body, passing fleetingly over her breasts to her stomach and returning again to her shoulders. Sophie felt her mind slipping away once more and let out a sigh of contentment.


‘Raise your arms above your head,’ he commanded, and as she complied, Rani focused his attention on her now taut breasts, kneading the mounds of flesh gently but insistently and ending each stroke with a slight pull on both nipples. Sophie felt his stimulation of her breasts translate into an erotic tingle between her thighs.


‘Spread your legs a little,’ Rani said, and she responded to the gentle pressure of his fingers on her inner thighs without demur. As he began to work on the firm flesh of her upper legs and pelvis, Sophie fantasised about the effect of her abandoned posture on any red-blooded male. She imagined how his eyes would be devouring the sight of her breasts, pulled high by her raised arms; how he would want to spread her legs even further apart to open the pink lips hidden beneath her golden bush; how he would massage her secret place with oils before mounting the couch and pushing his own engorged sex into hers . . .


Finishing his massage with an almost vicious tug on each of her big toes, Rani stepped back and surveyed his work. ‘That’s all I can do for you,’ he laughed. ‘I suggest you go and find yourself a straight man to finish the job.’


‘No chance tonight, I’m afraid,’ Sophie laughed back, swinging her legs off the couch and reaching for her robe. ‘But who needs a man, anyway?’


‘Speak for yourself,’ Rani quipped, flicking on the lights of the cubicle and pulling aside the curtain. ‘See you soon.’


Promising herself the luxury of something chilled and sparkling when she got home, Sophie took a quick shower at the gym, reluctantly washing Rani’s perfumed oils from her skin. The taxi home across central London to South Kensington took less time than she anticipated and as darkness began to fall, Sophie finally turned the key in the door of her tiny house in Cranlow Garden Mews and let herself into the cool, silent interior.


Tossing her kitbag into the hall cupboard, Sophie flicked on the living-room low-lights and padded through to the kitchen. A chilled bottle of Janissen-Baradon champagne rested close to smoked Scottish salmon and wholewheat blinis in the fridge and Sophie placed the makings of her supper on the tiled worktop alongside ingredients for a herby green salad.


‘But first, to finish the job,’ Sophie murmured, opening the champagne with a satisfying pop and pouring a glass of the sparkling nectar into a tall-stemmed glass. Taking a sip and savouring the bubbles on her tongue for a second, Sophie walked upstairs, past the bedroom and onto the top floor, picking up the handset from her cellular phone on the way. She flung open the glass doors of her roof terrace and stood at the entrance for a long moment listening to the muted sounds of the city floating up from below. Taking another sip of champagne, Sophie plugged a number into the handset only to be rewarded with an answerphone message which she didn’t allow to run to completion before switching off her phone.


‘So much for the straight man,’ she sighed ruefully, dropping the phone onto a low table and sitting down on a lounger. She drank heavily from the glass and lay back to stare at the night sky for a moment then, giving in to her growing desires, Sophie shrugged off her leggings and ran one hand down her body, pushing an exploratory finger into the waist of her lace panties. Now where had she been when Rani had so rudely finished his massage? Oh yes, she remembered, thinking about what a ‘real’ man would do to her.


Sophie’s fingers pushed further between the lips of her sex as she recalled the face, body and strength of her fantasy lover: he was pushing her legs apart and, this time, stroking her open sex backwards and forwards with one hand while the other maintained a steady rhythm up and down his shaft which was growing in length and thickness at each stroke. Her arms were now tied at the wrist to a fixture at the head of the couch so that even if she wanted to, she would be powerless to stop his erotic stimulation of her body.


Sophie pushed her panties down below her hips and started to rub her clitoris rhythmically with the palm of her hand while dipping her fingers into her sex which was glistening with the juices of her arousal. In her mind, the fantasy man positioned himself between her legs, pushing them even further apart with his thighs as he directed his engorged cock at her hole. With a long look at her swollen sex flesh, he raised his head and pierced her body with one practised stroke of his shaft.


The tremors of Sophie’s orgasm flowed through her body from her clitoris and she moaned with pleasure as she slowed the motion of her hand against her sex. With a sigh of relief, she lay supine for several moments, recovering her breath before opening her eyes and reaching for her champagne. As she did so, Sophie caught a movement from the corner of her eye and turning to scan the buildings which overlooked one side of her terrace, she thought she caught the shadow of a figure against a heavily curtained window, but the light behind was dim and the vision was distant. Raising her glass and taking a swig of cool champagne, Sophie stared directly at the window before pulling on her panties and making for the kitchen to finish preparing supper. She hoped whoever it was had enjoyed the show.


It was ten-thirty. Sophie slipped into bed, pulled out her diary and switched on her notebook computer to have another look at the figures. Now was not the time to have any outstanding queries in any part of the business, certainly not with an official PR launch only three days away and a raft of interviews set up to advertise everything about the fund. Once again she quelled the nervousness that simply thinking about the launch seemed to induce; this was the first time she had ever had to take such an upfront position in a business and it was enough to make her feel sick to her stomach even if it was what she had been working towards.


Maybe it wasn’t the business, she told herself, maybe it was just thinking about the effect her good fortune was having on other people that was making her nervous. After all, her working life was about to have a radical change of direction and an opportunity like this was enough to make a lot of people store up a great deal of jealousy. They didn’t know why she should get the job, and in a place like the City she didn’t need anyone else to tell her that the gossips were out there with their knives already raised, ready to stab her in the back without a second thought if they saw an opportunity.


Looking back on her career to date Sophie could hardly believe how quickly time had gone by. When she originally graduated from college she wanted to work as a trader, however tough or aggressive. What she wanted after three years in the quiet of a provincial red-brick university was to feel the buzz and the excitement of a trading floor in a big City bank. But despite interning in one of the oldest merchant banks in London over the summer after graduation, then sending her CV to everyone with any power in the business, it seemed that no-one was willing to take a chance on a nice girl with a degree in history and a real desire to do a man’s job. She was five years too late, they told her, far too old. She should have started straight out of school, and in any case it wasn’t a job for a woman, certainly not a Brit. The American women were different; they were tougher, they could cope, but she was too fragile and she’d get trampled on in the hard, ‘succeed or you’re out’ environment. Anyway, they said, why did she want to do a job like that? She’d be much better in research or marketing, or maybe on a graduate training programme in a high street bank.


It was crap of course, all of it, but there was no chink in the armour that Sophie could see, so she took the first decent City job she could, working as a research analyst in a huge Japanese bank. It was there that she realised her first mistake had been to focus on developing a relationship with the women in the business. They were the ones who were really difficult to work with and the more powerful and well paid, the less they were interested in having an attractive upstart come into their midst.


Stuck in a cubicle with a PC and a library card she spent three months making coffee and having reports taken out of her hands by her boss, the vicious and bitchy Sally, before she could even complete them, and certainly before she could get her name on them. But set-backs just made Sophie more determined; she stuck at it, she played the game and slowly she tried to get some bargaining chips stacked on her side. She organised temps to make the coffee and made herself available for running errands and taking notes, concentrating intently on the content of any meetings she was able to sit in on; she learnt about business systems and made herself indispensable through her expertise in managing and interrogating electronic information databases; she toughed it out with some of the men and flirted with the rest, but didn’t sleep with any, no matter what everyone in the office thought, and after a year, by the time a chance for a promotion appeared, Sophie had hardened up a great deal. The job was completely out of her league, but Sophie pushed everyone she knew, and talked to anyone who might feasibly support her advancement, for a move into Philip Blakemore’s team.


Pip Blakemore was the golden boy of the bank; he’d started as a dealer in his youth and made a lot of money for himself as well as everyone on the Board. Then he disappeared and went to college, only to come back to storm through Mergers and Acquisitions before making a side-step into fund management. He worked his team half to death, but he was a ‘star’ both as a trader and a fund manager, and his big ideas had made the right people rich. However, though he was successful, handsome and charming, he was also mysterious and could be very aloof. The rumours about his private life were legend and unsubstantiated: he lived in a vast mansion off Regent’s Park; he was a loner, asexual and uninterested in anyone except for himself and money; he was a sexual deviant who cruised the streets looking for girls and boys to toy with; he was secretly married to an exotic Brazilian artist and heiress. The fewer facts anyone knew, the stranger the stories became.


Sophie was rather nervous of meeting the famous Pip Blakemore, and by the time she actually got into an interview with him she was shaking in her boots, but set against the other, more qualified applicants, Pip seemed to find Sophie’s gall rather amusing, and to everyone’s surprise, including her own, he’d taken an interest in her, although he didn’t give her the job. Instead he had her moved from research and into sales and marketing, devising new products for the institutional clients of the bank. He advised her to focus on one area. Perhaps, he said, emerging markets, or more specifically, South American debt would be a good idea. Her time, he told her, would come. Then, a year and a half later he ‘suggested’ that she get into banking operations, controlling the back office of the trading floor, completing deals, making transfers and money approvals, taking responsibility for the completion of deals. She went abroad, first to Frankfurt and then, in a big step, on secondment to the US, in the New York offices working on NYMEX and then Chicago, working with the team on the Chicago Options Exchange. Then, finally, he’d sent for her, offered her a way out of the bank and taken her with him as part of his team when he moved to Deschel Chesham, bringing her into the fund management business. She had been working there ever since, but now things had changed.


Pip was still a big name in the business and his bosses were happy to indulge him and his rather unorthodox ideas, but in truth, Sophie knew that Pip was bored with work and wanted to do something different. Even she was surprised when he started talking about ethical investments and eco-friendly funds, and the Board were stunned, to say the least, although now he had them completely convinced that he was entirely converted to eco-projects. Sophie knew perfectly well that he didn’t give a damn about the environment – he was amusing himself convincing everyone this was a mission – but really saw this as just another means of making a great deal of money. The idea was to create a new fund that would invest in profitable ethical businesses, not completely unheard of in the City, although in this case the business would work with an almost completely flat structure, run by and through local people ‘on the ground’ in South America, Africa or wherever it might be targeted. No management layers, no costs. No people siphoning off profits along the way; no dumping of chemicals and effluent to make a quick profit; complete transparency of action; a link from the rainforests of South America to London, with nothing in between.


Or at least that’s what the marketing slogans were telling everyone. In fact there were lots of people in between, brokers, lawyers, accountants and clients, but who cared? They were all foreigners, as Pip pointed out dismissively, just a bunch of South Americans in some backwater country.


Whatever their initial misgivings the Board had stumped up their support at the sight of Pip’s analysis and business projections, a superb concoction of marketing hyperbole and over-optimistic figures. Sometimes even Sophie was a little alarmed at how optimistic Pip was about the returns. But he didn’t care, and the biggest surprise of all was that he wanted Sophie to front up the business alongside him.


She let out a great sigh as she studied her diary. Philip’s idea of sharing the PR work seemed to be to let her answer all the questions; she had seven interviews lined up for Thursday, all following a PR lunch and launch at the Deschel Chesham offices. Essentially it was an opportunity to sell the idea to the media by giving them information, food and copious amounts of alcohol.


Sophie groaned at the thought. She switched her computer off and put it back on the night-stand; she wasn’t getting anywhere going over work at this time of night, she could get back to it tomorrow. She threw her diary on the floor and switched off the light, snuggling down under the sheets. Right now she was knackered, she needed sleep, she knew the pressure was just going to get worse, and where the bloody hell was Pip anyway?


Sophie’s day normally started at six o’clock, sometimes making her way straight to the office and her desk, but quite often going via a warm-up trip to the gym. Today she got up early, packed her clothes, pulled on her running shorts and T-shirt and made her way out of the mews and into a taxi, whizzing through Knightsbridge, Westminster and central London with only a few solitary joggers to see her on her way.


The gym was already fairly busy, with a variety of lean, tanned bodies warming up on the running machines. Some were people she knew, early risers and lots of Americans, all getting their exercise fix before the first meeting of the day. Sophie’s favourite way to get some exercise at this early hour was to use the pool; the water was warm, and it was usually very quiet, with perhaps just a couple of other swimmers joining her in the lanes. And sometimes only one.


She stopped at her locker and pulled on a plain one-piece swimsuit before making her way through to the pool. The gym had various pools; a warm one for swimming, an ice-cold plunge pool for closing the pores after a sauna, and several hot, bubbling Jacuzzi baths for lounging and luxuriating. She headed towards the swimming pool with an irrational sense of excitement; he would be waiting for her, she was sure.


His name was Andrew and over the past couple of months they had been meeting up and racing together, two, three, sometimes four times a week. At first it was by accident then casually on purpose and now by an unspoken agreement. In the past month Sophie had invested in a new array of sportswear and she had taken to making herself look presentable before she left the house, just in case. She wasn’t disappointed; Andrew was there already, diving into the clear deep water, his lean body visible beneath the rippling surface, his tan enhanced by the gleaming white tiles around the pool and the lights beneath the water line, a sheen of water glistening across his face as he bobbed up in front of her. He was very dark-skinned with jet-black hair and intensely deep brown eyes and he had the most stunning body she could imagine; tall, well-built, a firm chest, washboard stomach, muscles not bulging, but solid and rounded, sitting beneath the surface of his skin, growing when he flexed his arms. He was handsome enough, she had decided, to be a model, although the location of the club probably meant he was just another banker. There was, however, no way he was gay; she had worked that one out from his reaction when they were swimming alongside each other. They had been silently and innocently flirting ever since they met, but neither had made a move, not yet anyway.


Andrew smiled up at her from the pool, slicking wet hair back from his face. ‘Hi.’


‘Good morning. How is it in there today?’


‘Great, same as always. You’re early.’


‘Got a busy day ahead.’


He smiled almost coyly. ‘Just so long as you weren’t trying to avoid me.’


She laughed. ‘Why would I want to do that?’


‘Afraid of the competition.’


‘No way.’


‘Okay, your funeral.’ He pulled himself fully out of the water, droplets running lazily down his chest, a few clinging to the sleek line of dark hair that ran from his chest to his navel, and beyond. Sophie had to force down the urge to stroke the line down to its natural conclusion. He wore tiny European-style swimming trunks, black and shiny; no baggy figure-obscuring shorts for Andrew. She could see almost everything inside the trunks, and the bulge looked invitingly substantial to say the least.


He turned to face the water and Sophie got into position alongside him; with no one else around they were able to dive and race as much as they liked. She glanced across at him. ‘One, two three, go!’


Of course he beat her, he always did. Except when he let her win their little race. But Sophie didn’t care. They were towelling off their hair when he dropped his bombshell.


‘I’m leaving town,’ Andrew told her. Sophie stared at him. ‘I’m going back to the States.’


‘Oh.’ She was surprised at the immediate sense of disappointment, of an opportunity missed. And at the same time by the realisation of how much she had grown to enjoy this morning flirtation.


‘In a way I’ll be glad to go home, but I haven’t lived there for a long time.’


‘New York?’


‘Actually no, although that’s where I’m from. I’m going to Chicago.’


‘Nice place.’


He nodded. ‘I guess. Though I’ll miss London.’ They turned to walk towards the changing rooms.


‘I don’t even know your last name, and you’re leaving.’


‘Jameson.’


‘Or what you do for a living.’


‘I’m a corporate lawyer.’


‘Ohhh.’


Andrew laughed. ‘What? Wasn’t it obvious?’


She smiled back. ‘Maybe. I thought you might be an actor, or a model.’


‘God no! I was a terrible actor at school, I’d never get a job or eat.’ She laughed. ‘I’m flattered though. How about you, Sophie?’


‘I’m in banking.’


‘Oh?’ He seemed impressed. ‘What sort of banking?’


‘Emerging markets.’ She blushed. ‘I’m just about to launch a new fund, eco-investments.’


‘A banker with a conscience.’ He said it with a smile, but it was just a trifle patronising.


‘You know,’ Andrew went on, walking towards the exit, ‘if you’re about to do your launch and I’m going away we won’t be meeting here again.’


‘I suppose not.’


Andrew took her hand, and as Sophie looked up in surprise he pulled her towards him. He kissed her. ‘Let’s make out.’


Sophie laughed but his face had grown serious.


‘We’ve been dancing around for weeks now and this is unexpected. I have to go very soon, so this could be our last chance.’


‘Maybe.’ As she spoke Sophie could feel the blood rising in her face, a flush spreading across her chest. ‘How far do you normally go on a first date?’ she teased.


‘All the way. Don’t you?’


Sophie looked quizzically at Andrew. ‘Interesting question. What on earth did you have in mind?’ she said, raising her eyebrows and placing one hand on her hip in mock offence.


‘Well, I don’t have to be in work until later on this morning and I rather thought that half an hour in a relaxing Jacuzzi would be the thing to finish off my early morning swim.’ Andrew cocked his head on one side and adopted a look of innocent pleading. ‘Will you join me?’


Sophie looked around. The pool was still empty and the chances were it would stay that way. No-one need ever know. ‘A farewell Jacuzzi then,’ she said, adding ‘but it had better be good.’ A broad grin on his face, Andrew treated her challenge with disdain and holding out his hand, led her up the steps to the deep Jacuzzi which overlooked the swimming pool. The bath lay silent and tranquil amongst several mature pot palms, waiting for the first customer of the day to bring it to life. Stepping in ahead of Sophie, Andrew gave her an impish smile and, turning his back on her, pushed his trunks down over his hips, letting them rest around his upper thighs. His buttocks were firm with a fine covering of dark hairs and Sophie started to smile. This could be fun.


‘Turn round and let me see what you’ve got,’ she said, making no move to follow him into the water.


‘I’ll only show you mine if you promise to show me yours.’ Andrew glanced over his shoulder, threatening to pull his trunks back up.


‘Okay, okay,’ Sophie laughed. ‘Get a move on, some of us do have to get to work today.’


Slowly, Andrew turned round to face Sophie, bending slightly to ease his trunks below his knees and kick them off at the same time. Straightening up he opened his arms wide and looked Sophie straight in the eye. Sophie pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes as if weighing up his attributes against a mental checklist. He had a thick bush of pubic hair from which his penis protruded, of medium size but quite thick even in its semi-erect state.


‘Well,’ Andrew said. ‘You promised.’


Smiling widely, Sophie pulled the strap of her swimsuit from her shoulder, lifting one heavy breast free. Andrew’s cock gave an appreciative twitch and Sophie noticed it begin to grow in length. She repeated her action with the second shoulder strap, letting Andrew have his fill of the sight of both her breasts before pushing the swimsuit to her hips and wriggling it down past her buttocks and hips. Andrew’s cock was now proudly erect and Sophie noticed that his balls had been pulled high as the skin of his penis stretched to accommodate his arousal.


‘Aren’t you coming in?’ Andrew held out one hand to encourage Sophie down into the bath, at the same time using his other hand to stroke the length of his shaft enticingly. Sophie reached to push the start button on the wall and the Jacuzzi instantly sprang into life, causing Andrew to step back in alarm and fall briefly beneath the bubbles. Surfacing immediately, he roared with excitement and grabbing Sophie’s ankle, pulled her into the water. They jostled for a few seconds, invisible soft and hard flesh passing tantalisingly through their grip. Then, panting, they flung themselves apart and sat laughing helplessly at opposite sides of the bath, the water churning between them.


‘You’re gorgeous,’ Andrew murmured, moving slowly towards Sophie with his body submerged to the neck. ‘And there’s no time to waste. I have an incredible stiffy and I want you to try it out. Why don’t you kneel up on this ledge, show me your ass and let me have my evil way with you?’


‘Andrew!’ Sophie grimaced, at the same time doing exactly as he suggested. ‘Is this the way you speak to all your female friends?’


‘Only those I’m going to shag silly,’ Andrew laughed and, reaching his hands between Sophie’s legs, pushed her thighs apart, his fingers finding her hole. Sophie giggled with the sensation of the water jets on her sex as Andrew parted her labia.


‘Here we go.’ Andrew bent his knees and butted his cock against Sophie’s sex cleft. Arching her back so as to give him easier access, Sophie dipped her breasts beneath the thrashing water and closed her eyes to revel in the feel of the stinging jets on her tender flesh. At once, Andrew entered her hole with one long stroke of his penis and Sophie gasped at the energy of his thrusts in and out of her body.


‘Uuh,’ Andrew rutted beneath the water, his penis long and thick and his balls banging against Sophie’s clit adding to the sensations of the Jacuzzi jets. Suddenly pulling away, he stood back and panted. ‘Got to slow down a minute. Sit here and spread your legs.’


In a daze, Sophie followed his order, turning over and sitting down on the ledge. Andrew had chosen a prime spot for one of the underwater jets to be directed straight between Sophie’s spread legs into her cunt, aroused and swollen by his recent intrusion. She let out a moan of pleasure at the stimulation of her sex by the pulsing jet. Moving between her legs, Andrew pushed his fingers into her pussy and with the expertise of an experienced lover, located her clit and began to rub it rhythmically. Sophie leaned her head back against the rim of the Jacuzzi and gave herself up to the sensations.


Suddenly, Andrew stopped his masturbation and stood up. Sophie opened her eyes to see him peering through the fronds of the palm, down into the swimming pool.


‘Shit,’ he hissed as he turned back to Sophie and gave her a long stare. ‘There’s someone in the pool.’ Sophie looked in panic towards her swimsuit which was well out of reach where she had discarded it in what now seemed like indecent haste by the side of the Jacuzzi. ‘It’s all right.’ Andrew was continuing to monitor the innocent intruders. ‘They’re swimming. Now, where were we?’


‘Are you quite mad?’ Sophie squeaked unbelievingly. ‘They could come up here any minute and we’d be done for exposing ourselves in public.’


‘The way I’m feeling, we’ll be through in a couple of lengths.’ Andrew’s eyes glinted as he turned round and allowed Sophie a full frontal view of his huge erection. ‘Come here.’


With a wave of bravado entirely fuelled by the sight of Andrew’s hard-on, Sophie decided to take the chance and waded over to where he was now sitting on the lower ledge. Andrew grinned as Sophie knelt astride him and slowly lowered her cunt onto his waiting cock. As she sank his full length into her hole, Andrew reached around her buttocks and pulled her bottom cheeks apart so that she was suddenly being pounded along her tender cleft by the powerful jets of water. Sophie set up a fast rhythm, squeezing Andrew’s cock with her sex muscles, her breasts jiggling in front of his eyes. Over his shoulders, she could see the two swimmers intermittently passing up and down the pool.


Andrew let out a groan as he rapidly approached his climax and Sophie closed her eyes against the distraction of the swimmers to concentrate on her own orgasm. With a series of sharp, suppressed cries, she let go of the tension in her cunt and allowed the release of a sharp climax to rush through her body. Andrew came at almost the same time, excited beyond control by the sight of Sophie’s pleasure and the feel of her tight hole around his cock. Sophie slowed her thrusts and slumped against him, only opening her eyes to see the two swimmers climbing out of the pool, clearly intent on investigating the source of the noise emanating from the Jacuzzi.


‘Quick, they’re coming,’ she hissed, pulling herself off Andrew’s rapidly deflating cock and clambering out and going in search of her swimsuit.


‘I rather think we beat them on that one,’ Andrew laughed as he scrabbled for his trunks in the churning water. ‘Where the hell are my pants?’




Chapter Two


It was the day of the launch and the City analysts and journalists were all gathered in Room 2000 on the top floor of the building; the presentation room. Sophie paused before she went in, studying them on the video panel in her desk; there were about thirty of them and, typically enough, most were men. In any case, it was easy to separate the analysts and the press people, the press weren’t as well dressed, that was for sure. The analysts, economists and banking representatives were in dark bespoke suits and white shirts, the uniform of American banks in particular, whilst the press were more casual, in off-the-peg suits, jeans and chinos.


She switched off the video as Pip came into the room. Pip smiled and she responded automatically; he was so very sexy. Tall and blond, with a good strong body underneath and a very trim bum, she would do anything to get him to take his jacket off and turn around, just to get an eyeful of those cute, round cheeks. Pip seemed to have everything and he attracted a great deal of envy in the business, not to mention amongst his competitors, but so long as he kept making money, his position was safe. He was experienced and smooth, always coming up with a reasonable answer to a question, however stupid he might really think it was, and she suspected that, whatever he said, he was probably going to take most of the questions from the floor.


‘So,’ she said, ‘do you think we’re ready to face the wolves?’


‘Not exactly wolves, Sophie,’ he told her, ‘just a bunch of sheep.’


‘Sheep with teeth?’


He laughed at that. ‘Look, don’t let them bother you. Just remember, you’re smarter than they are, and you know all about the business. They’re dying to hear from you, they want something good to tell their boss and you’re going to give it to them.’ Sophie grimaced. ‘And I’ll be there to field questions if they do start getting rough.’


‘Hey, I can handle it!’


Pip laughed again. ‘I know you can, I just want you to believe it.’


‘I wish you hadn’t set up those one-on-one interviews . . .’


But Pip was shaking his head. ‘It’s just what we need. You’re the face of the fund.’ She grimaced again. ‘Accept it. It’s good PR.’


‘Having a woman in charge?’


‘Having a strong, sexy woman with great tits.’


‘Philip!’


He laughed again. ‘Just teasing. Come on, let’s go and face those sheep; like I said, they’re just dying to meet you.’
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