

[image: Cover Image]





Emma Allan is the pseudonym of an established author of erotic fiction and would describe her own life as ‘colourful.’ After a degree at the University of Sussex and a brief period as a film actress and a model, Emma Allan married and lived in Paris, New York and Istanbul. When she returned to London she began to write novels often based on her own experiences and the wide variety of characters she met. She has written over forty novels.

She now lives in a small English country village and regularly encounters a new cast of characters whose lives, behind closed doors, provide marvellous material for her fiction.


By Emma Allan

Amateur Days

Amateur Nights

Black Stockings

The Casting Couch

The Countess of Discipline

Dangerous Desires

The Disciplinarian

The Dominatrix

Final Seduction

Gigolo

Lessons in Lust

The Master’s Diary

Mistress of Seduction

Naked Ambition

Naked Intent

Prisoner of Desire

Return to the Casting Couch

Rough Trade

Sanctuary of Seduction

Searching for Sex

Secrets

Sensual Contact

Seven Days

Sin and Seduction

Two Women

The Ways of a Woman


Copyright

Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 978 1 4055 2712 5

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 1994 Emma Allan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk


Chapter One



The timid knock on the bedroom door did not wake her. Diana Wilson was already awake.

‘Come,’ she said imperiously.

Her husband, Charles, shuffled into the bedroom carrying a breakfast tray. On the tray was the newspaper, a pot of coffee, a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice and two slices of wholemeal toast. Charles had not forgotten a neatly pressed white linen napkin either.

Diana sat up in bed. These days she slept naked. She did not bother to cover her breasts as she propped herself up against the pillows and Charles set the little wicker supports of the tray on either side of her lap. Her breasts were large but firm, their generous curves miraculously defying gravity as they tilted upward from her chest. Her nipples were big too, and for some reason were erect, the tender flesh corrugated and hard. Surrounding them her areolae were circles of a dark musty brown.

Relieved of the tray, Charles stood in his pyjamas and Paisley dressing gown looking at his feet, knowing better than to leave the room without permission. He could not stop himself from trying to sneak surreptitious glances at his wife’s naked flesh.

‘Go and get ready for work. Come back in fifteen minutes,’ Diana ordered, her expression of contempt set in stone.

As soon as he had turned his back to leave, her face cracked; she could not help herself from breaking into a huge grin. Two months ago her life had changed. Totally. From being an obedient and faithful wife, prepared to put up with her husband’s drinking and total lack of interest in her, she had become, so it seemed, a person in her own right, a woman with her own needs and, more essentially, the means to satisfy them.

It was all about sex. Ultimately it had been her dire sexual frustration that had catapulted her into her present position. If her husband had been at all interested in sex with her she would have not been tempted to accept the proposition of a stranger, albeit a handsome and attractive stranger, who had mistaken her for an escort in a hotel bar. But he hadn’t and the frustration of being ignored sexually for years had lead her to the stranger’s room. And that had been the beginning.

Over the next weeks she had been to lots of stranger’s rooms. She had discovered her own vibrant sexuality. Like a volcano lain dormant for years, it had exploded, overwhelming her with feelings and sensations she would not have believed possible. Her body had become a well of untold pleasure. Sex took her over, invigorated her, vitalised her, made her realise what she had been missing all those years, made her a new woman.

Not wanting the experience to end she had enrolled in an escort service. Her first encounter had been accidental. But she didn’t want to have to rely on chance. It was too important. By chance, however, it was through her enrolment that she had discovered the reason for her husband’s lack of interest in having sex with her. Asked to help out Domina, one of the escort services more esoteric girls, with a client, she was astonished to find her husband was that client and even more surprised at the services he required. Naked, gagged, blindfolded and chained to a punishment frame her husband had been whipped, abused and humiliated while she looked on. Her husband wanted to be a slave and Domina had been his regular mistress.

At first Diana had been horrified and returned home determined on divorce. But her mood had changed. If her husband wanted to be a slave then he could be her slave, at least until it suited her. Considering all the money he’d spent and all the lies he’d told to visit Domina so frequently, she would be quite happy to treat him like dirt. And if she got bored with taking her anger out on him she could always throw him out. With what she knew about him there would be no trouble over the divorce. Meanwhile, for as long as it amused her, she had decided she would let him serve her in the way he seemed so keen to do …

Diana drank the orange juice and poured herself a cup of coffee. Tonight was Carolyn’s party and she was going to spend the day looking for a house. It was going to be a busy day.

She had decided to buy a new house. She wanted something bigger, something in the country just outside London, not in the suburbs, something old and pretty, something that did not remind her of her marriage and her previous life. With what she was earning now, she could afford it.

Not that she was doing it for the money. The money was a bonus, the icing on the cake. If she was honest with herself, really honest, she would have to say she would do it for nothing. The excitement she felt, even with the most unprepossessing client, had not diminished. She still got hot and sticky with anticipation. She had tried to analyse it and had reached the conclusion it was something to do with the fact that when she met a man it was for one reason only: sex. No skirting around the subject, no will-I-won’t-I. They were both there for sex, plain and simple. Somehow it was the directness of it that made it exciting. The money was incidental, welcome but irrelevant.

Only eating one slice of toast she read The Times until fifteen minutes later, exactly, there was another timid knock on the bedroom door.

‘Come,’ she said, resuming her cold ungiving tone.

Charles advanced into the room, wearing his business suit. It fitted him a great deal better than it had. Charles’ extensive paunch was beginning to recede. Diana had put him on a strict diet and his consummation of beer had been completely curtailed. She had put him on a strict exercise routine too. In fact everything about Charles’ life was strict at the moment.

‘I’ve finished,’ Diana told him.

Without a word, Charles took the tray from her lap.

‘Come straight back,’ she said as he took the tray downstairs. She pulled back the bedclothes and got out of bed.

By the time she had showered Charles was back, standing uneasily by the door, looking at his feet. Patting herself dry with a large white bath towel, Diana came back into the bedroom from the en suite bathroom and clucked in annoyance.

‘Didn’t you knock?’ she said. ‘I didn’t tell you to come in.’

‘I thought …’ he mumbled still looking down at his feet.

‘When are you going to learn Charles? I do your thinking for you.’

Satisfied she was dry Diana dropped the towel and stood in front of the long mirror on the wardrobe door. She was pleased with what she saw. Her tall body was firm and ripe, her skin a glowing fresh pink, her long almost-blonde hair shining and clean. She was the picture of health. Though her breasts were large and heavy, the rest of her body was slim, her navel iron-flat, her waist waspie and pinched, her legs fine and contoured with well-defined hollows in her thighs under the shadow of her pubic triangle. She turned round and looked over her shoulder so she could admire the rich curves of her buttocks. Her arse was high and tight, its central cleft deep and dark. She turned again and watched herself as she ran her hand into her thick fair pubic hair, fluffed up by the towel. She stroked it gently. The hair was so thick it completely hid the crease of her sex.

Ignoring Charles completely, she walked over to the chest of drawers where she kept her underwear. She had bought a lot of new lingerie in recent weeks. She intended to buy a lot more. Before what she had come to think of as The Event, her encounter in the hotel bar, she had thought little about what underwear she wore. Cotton knickers and practical bras. Now she luxuriated in silks and Lycra, satin and lace. Before, she hadn’t even owned a suspender belt. Now she had basques and teddies and suspender belts and G-strings all in matching colours: dark blues, flame reds, exotic purples, not to mention black.

Rifling through the drawers she found a set in black silk and lace – a deep-cut bra, French knickers, suspender belt. From another drawer she took a packet of gun-metal grey stockings.

She knew Charles was watching her every movement though trying to pretend he wasn’t. Where once he had not had the slightest desire to look at her, naked or dressed, now he would drool over her. He knew he was not allowed to touch. He knew this display was deliberate, part of his punishment, a tease, part of her control over him.

Diana slipped into her bra and reached behind her back to clip it into place. It pushed her breasts together slightly to form a deep cleavage. She pulled the suspender belt around her waist and clipped that on too, its long black suspenders hanging down over her thighs like strange, alien fingers.

She held the French knickers out in front of her, pulling the waistband open before she bent to put her feet in them. She made sure she bent with her back to Charles so he would see the whole of her sex, fringed with thick pubic hair, but exposed, a long slit of labia, fleshy, thick labia, and the puckered corona of her anus, like an inverted barnacle. Slowly, she straightened up again, pulling the lacy silk over her finely contoured thighs, up over the curves of her buttocks until the waistband fitted neatly over the waist of the suspender belt and the secrets of her sex were veiled by soft black silk.

Charles’ erection jutted from the front of his trousers. It would get no relief.

Diana sat on the edge of the bed. She undid the cellophane packet and extracted the stockings, letting the packaging drop to the floor by her feet.

‘Pick it up,’ she ordered.

Charles stooped forward immediately, reaching for the cellophane, his head inches from her knees, his erection nudging into his navel. As he stood up he eyed the triangle of her lap where the black silk struggled to contain her thick pubic hair.

She rolled one of the stockings into a neat pocket around the reinforced toe and extended her leg. She pointed her toe and pulled the pocket of nylon on to her foot. Slowly she played the nylon out over her calf, up over her thigh. Her toe pointed directly at her husband’s tumescence. His eyes watched every movement. The crotch of the French knickers wasn’t tight like some of the panties she wore. With her leg raised he could glimpse, no more than a tantalising glimpse, the lips of her sex.

He gave up any pretence that he was staring at the floor. He watched as the grey nylon, woven with Lycra to give it a slippery sheen, encased her thighs. He watched as her long elegant fingers took the tongue of metal at the end of the suspender and slipped it between her creamy flesh and the nylon, then pressed the little rubber circle down into it catching the darker grey welt of the stocking and pulling it into a taut peak. The rubber was covered with a little sash of black satin cut on a diagonal like the blade of a scalpel.

Diana repeated the process with the other leg. She wanted him to remember how she had looked: he would carry the image with him all day. She pulled the second stocking over her leg, smoothed the nylon completely flat then clipped in the suspenders at the front and side of her thigh. She stood up and smoothed the nylon again, running the palms of both her hands up the shiny material, making sure it was not wrinkled.

From the wardrobe she selected a white blouse and a black suit. Very businesslike. With her back to Charles she slipped into a pair of heels, high heels but by no means her highest. Charles would be looking at the way the French knickers just revealed the crescents of her buttocks where they met the top of her thighs.

‘You’d better go,’ she said sitting at her dressing table and beginning to pin her long hair up. ‘I don’t want you to be late.’

‘Oh …’ he whimpered pathetically.

She swivelled around on the dressing table stool.

‘Oh what, Charles?’ She looked at him sternly, her expression brooking no disagreement.

‘Nothing,’ he said turning to go.

‘I’m going to a party tonight with Ann. Make sure you’re home on time. I want the house cleaned up before she gets here.’

‘I’ll be on time,’ he said.

‘Go,’ she ordered. She watched him leave in the dressing table mirror, then concentrated on her hair.

He would be on time. From having been late practically every night – either out drinking with his cronies or tied to Domina’s punishment frame – Charles had got home on the dot every night. Of course, Diana had made it perfectly clear to him what would happen if he was not. He would be out, out of the house and out of her life. She had also made it clear that at the moment his situation was only temporary. She might decide to throw him out anyway. When she found a new house there might be room for him and there might not. It all depended on how well he behaved. So far his behaviour had been impeccable. He had obeyed her to the letter. For Charles, of course, the rod of iron with which he was now ruled was paradise come true. The only question was how long Diana condescended to play her part.

It certainly had its advantages. He would do anything. Clean the house, shop, wash the clothes. Anything he was ordered to do.

She heard the front door slam and the crunch of feet on the gravel drive. Naturally he had to take the train to work these days. Glancing at her watch she hurried with her make-up then left the bedroom just as it was. Charles would clear it up later.

Downstairs she found the car keys and the map of Buckinghamshire she had bought. It would take her forty minutes, she estimated, to drive to her first appointment.

By three o’clock in the afternoon Diana Wilson was thoroughly depressed. She had seen four houses and they were all different shades of terrible – too run-down, too cramped, too damp, or just too plain awful. All had looked wonderful in the estate agent’s photographs taken from a cunning angle that neatly hid their worst feature, on a sunny day.

There was only one more to see, equally attractive from the glossy colour photograph but, she feared, probably destined to be equally disappointing.

The estate agent was young and appeared nervous in her presence. He talked too much and, after the second visit, she had decided to follow him in her car rather than letting him drive her. So, now, she followed his Ford Sierra down a winding country lane and through a pillared gateway cut in a tall thick beech hedge and into the circular driveway of a Georgian manor house, its neat portico flanked by two bay trees topiared into perfect spheres and sitting in large terracotta pots.

Getting out of her car she suppressed her excitement. Though, for once, the picture in her hand matched the exterior view, no doubt there was something untoward hidden away behind the façade that would dissolve her initial impression. There had to be something. A pig farm at the back, a dank dark interior with raging woodworm, terminal dry rot, something.

The estate agent rang the doorbell talking constantly. ‘It’s beautiful isn’t it? Georgian. Grade Two listed. Only been on the market a week. The owner’s got to go abroad apparently. Five bedrooms, three bathrooms, three large receptions. And there’s a full cellar. Very secluded as you can see …’

The door opened.

‘Hello,’ the man standing in the doorway said, ‘please come in. It’s starting to get a bit colder now, isn’t it?’ His voice was deep and rich, the vocal equivalent of velvet. It matched his appearance perfectly. He was tall, with a strong square-jawed face, greying hair and the palest ice-blue eyes Diana had ever seen. Though he was probably in his fifties, his body looked strong and well-exercised; a thick thatch of chest hair protruded from his open shirt at the throat, his waist line betraying not an inch of fat. He wore only a pair of corduroy slacks and the blue cotton shirt.

‘Mr Borland, this is Ms Wilson,’ the estate agent said, emphasising the ‘Ms’ as his boss had told him to do, after seeing a television programme that had proved conclusively that women reacted better if not addressed as ‘Miss’ or ‘Mrs’, and were more liable to purchase whatever they were viewing – clothes, cars, houses.

‘How do you do?’ Borland said, stepping aside to let them into the hall then extending his hand to Diana.

Diana shook it firmly. Their eyes met across their hands. Diana felt as though she had been hit by lightning, a shock that seemed to invade her most intimate feelings.

‘Hello,’ was all she could manage to say.

‘Well, why don’t you help yourselves,’ he said indicating the house. ‘I’ll be down here if you have any questions. Please feel free.’

‘Thanks,’ the estate agent said. ‘We’ll start upstairs shall we?’

Diana wasn’t listening. She was watching Borland walk back into his living room.

They toured the house and the gardens. Diana found it hard to concentrate. Borland’s eyes haunted her. There was something about the expression on his face, something knowing, as if he could read her secrets, knew all her secrets. She felt her pulse racing. He was so attractive, so smooth, so at ease with himself, his power, physical and mental, only too obvious.

She tried to put it out of her mind, but could not help looking for evidence of a woman in the house. There was none.

They left the living room till last. Borland sat reading in front of a big log fire, his legs crossed, both hands holding the book. Outside the room, a large lawn was speckled with the first leaves of autumn from the many surrounding trees. The view was impressive, rolling countryside spread out over a gently undulating valley. There was no pig farm.

‘I can’t claim credit for the garden, I’m afraid,’ Borland said, putting a bookmark in the pages and getting up. ‘I’ve got a marvellous gardener. Don’t worry he’s included in the purchase price.’ He smiled. His teeth were white and regular. He was looking at her again. She could feel his eyes examining every inch of her body. She had this strange feeling that he could see right through her clothes. Then his eyes met hers. They bored into her, as though looking for her soul.

‘It’s a beautiful house,’ Diana said, not wanting to talk about the house at all.

‘Great … great. I knew you’d love it.’ The estate agent said, his whole body restless with movement in comparison to Borland’s still poise. ‘Well we’ve just got time to get over to Westlands …’ he said, looking at his watch.

‘Can I offer you something before you go?’ Borland said. His eyes had not left hers for a second. If he had blinked she must have missed it and she didn’t think she had.

‘No,’ the estate agent answered, ‘it’s very nice of you but we’ve got to go …’

‘You go,’ Diana said.

‘We’re expected at four …’

‘Make my apologies …’

‘Sorry?’

‘I want to have another look around here. Make my apologies. I’ll see it another day.’

‘Oh,’ the estate agent looked non-plussed.

‘Do you want to use my phone?’ Borland asked.

‘Yes, yes. Would you mind?’

‘Over there,’ Borland said indicating a small table by the door. As the estate agent got his office to cancel the next appointment, Borland went over to a large Victorian secretaire. It had been converted into a drinks cabinet, the bottom half containing a fridge. From this he took out a bottle of Louis Roederer Crystal and two champagne flutes. He opened the bottle effortlessly, with no popping cork or uncontrolled flow of wine.

‘All done,’ the estate agent reported. ‘So where shall we start? Upstairs again? Or the gardens?’

‘You can go now,’ Diana said.

‘Sorry?’

‘Go,’ Diana repeated bluntly.

‘Oh … I …’ The estate agent didn’t know whether he should leave a beautiful client alone in a strange house with a strange man. Where did his duty lie? His boss hadn’t covered this eventuality.

‘I’ll show Ms Wilson around,’ Borland said helpfully.

The estate agent hesitated. He was blushing slightly. ‘Well … I suppose … If you’re sure?’

‘Positive,’ Diana said and meant it.

‘O.K. You’ll call me then?’

‘In the morning.’

‘Great. Bye then.’ He hesitated again before walking out with obvious reluctance.

‘Alone at last,’ said Diana pointedly.

Borland handed her the glass of champagne. ‘It’s probably against their code of ethics …’

‘What ethics?’

‘Estate agents code of practice.’

‘That’s rules not ethics.’

‘Very precise.’ He said it with no hint of mockery.

‘If it’s against the rules it must be fun. Cheers.’

‘Cheers,’ he said. They clinked glasses and sipped at the cool wine.

‘Do you want to fuck me here or upstairs?’ Diana said calmly with no hint of emotion. It was not a matter of emotion. She knew what she wanted. She knew what he wanted. It was in his eyes. What was the point in pretending, in sitting making small talk for an hour before they got to it? This was the new Diana Wilson. The experience of the last months had freed her, made her take control of her life, take what she wanted.

‘That’s refreshingly direct,’ he said.

‘And?’

By way of reply he put the champagne glass down on an occasional table, went to a huge wicker basket of logs, threw six or seven into the vast grate and came back to stand in front of her. He put both hands up to her face, cupping her cheeks and drawing her forward until their lips were just touching. Instead of kissing her he moved his head from side to side so his lips brushed against hers. Only after long seconds of this did his grip tighten to hold her face firmly as he pressed his mouth down on to hers and plunged his tongue into her.

She felt his hands moulding her cheeks, as though trying to shape her mouth, make it tight around his tongue. She sucked on it then licked it with her own. It was thick and hot.

His hands left her face and his arms snaked around her back, hugging her body into his and kissing her harder still. She wrapped her arms around his broad back and felt his body against her. It was muscled and strong. Her head was tipped back by his height; he was leaning over her, their faces almost horizontal. She could feel his erection growing rapidly but no faster than her own excitement. Her body was alive with sensation but it was her mind that was driving the engine of her passion, it was her mind telling her how exciting it was to be here with a total stranger, abandoning herself, giving herself, wild, wanton, open.

She broke the kiss needing air. They parted slightly and their eyes met again.

‘You’ve made me very hard,’ he said, as though merely stating a fact.

Diana looked down at his trousers. Immediately she ran her hand over the bulge then gripped it tight. She could feel its heat through the material. She squeezed it.

‘So I have,’ she said coquettishly. ‘What do you suppose I should do with it now?’

Without waiting for an answer she dropped to her knees in front of him and found the metal tongue of his zip. Pulling it down she fished inside. He was wearing striped boxer shorts. She parted their open fly and found what she was looking for. His cock, like his tongue, was thick and hot. She pulled it out into the open. It was already wet, the circumcised tip glistening in the firelight. It was a handsome cock she thought, the glans as smooth and polished as a pebble on a beach and shaped like the helmet of some futuristic space invader.

With the very tip of her tongue she probed the little slit of his urethra. His cock reacted immediately, pulsing in her hand. She pushed her tongue down into the slit and felt him pulse again. Then she opened her mouth and lunged forward sucking his cock in, taking it down as deep into her throat as it would go. He moaned. Diana’s body reacted too. She felt a damp warmth spreading between her legs. She thought she could feel her clitoris swelling like a cock in miniature.

His hands found the back of her head, at first just caressing her fair hair, then pulling out the pins that held it up. Soon her long hair was free. He combed it with his fingers, fanning it out then letting it drop back on to her shoulders.

‘Beautiful,’ he said. She was not sure whether he meant her hair or what she was doing to his cock.

Her hand worked its way into his flies and found his balls. Try as she might she could not extract them from the folds of material, so, with both hands and without taking his cock from her mouth, she undid his belt and the waist button of the slacks and pulled them and the boxer shorts down over his legs. The trousers fell to his ankles but the shorts hung on his cock as it was protruding through their fly. Quickly, she drew her mouth away, freed the shorts from the obstacle and then plunged her mouth back down on the hard solid stem which now glistened with her saliva. She tried to get it all the way in, right down into her throat. Her hands slid round his hips to his buttocks, taking one cheek in each. She dug her fingers into them like claws. His flesh was hard with muscle. The feel of his strong arse excited her.

She began a rhythm using her hands to push him forward into her mouth, then withdrawing until the rim of his glans was at her lips, then plunging his whole cock deep again until his curly pubic hair tickled her chin. Long wet strokes, making her mouth cling to his cock, her tongue pressed against its underside. Diana felt her whole body tingling with excitement. She wouldn’t have minded if he spunked. But he pulled away.

‘I thought I was going to fuck you,’ he said.

‘Didn’t you like what I was doing?’

‘Yes, but it’s very one-sided. I like sex for two.’

He pulled off his shoes and socks without sitting down and disentangled his trousers and boxer shorts from his ankles. Diana got to her feet a little unsteadily. His shirt was discarded revealing the thick hair of his chest. It was curly, pointing in no particular direction. The hair on his navel was finer, more silky, all the hairs forming a long V pointing like an arrow to his cock. The hair at the top of his chest, like the hair on his head, had turned grey.

His cock stuck out from his body like a rod of steel. He had no embarrassment about his nakedness. He had no reason to. It looked as good as it felt. His limbs were contoured with muscle, his chest deep, his arms broad, his navel flat.

Diana realised she was staring.

In front of the fire, now burning briskly with the new logs, was a thick cream wool rug. He took up his glass of champagne, took a sip, then lay down on his side on the rug, the champagne still in his hand, his cock showing no signs of diminishing.

‘Do you want me to undress you?’ he asked.

•No,’ she said. ‘I’d like you to watch me.’

‘I think that would be very exciting.’

Diana was perfectly cool. Though her excitement was coursing through her body like an express train, though she could feel her sex throbbing between her legs like some hungry animal, she was still in control. She stripped off her suit jacket and threw it on an armchair. Unbuttoning the white blouse she pulled it from the waistband of the skirt and shucked herself out of it. It joined her jacket on the chair.

Three months ago, God knows what underwear she would have been wearing. She was delighted her attitude had changed. Borland was clearly delighted too. She could see the effect the black silk and lace were having on him. His eyes had narrowed, his cock was producing a tear of fluid.

The black bra held her large breasts tightly. As she reached behind her back to the zip of her skirt, her breasts were pushed out against the black lace, trembling slightly. She could see his eyes on the dark tunnel of her cleavage. Was he imagining what it would be like to nestle his cock there? The thought made her shiver with pleasure.

She let the skirt fall to the floor. She stepped out of it slowly, raising one foot at a time. His eyes dropped to her legs.

‘I didn’t think anyone wore stockings any more,’ he said quietly.

‘I do.’

She stooped to pick up the skirt from the floor and threw it onto the chair with her other clothes. As she reached behind her back to unhook the bra he said, ‘No.’ His rich voice was full of authority. ‘Let me,’ he said more softly.

Without a word she knelt on the rug, turning her back to him so he could reach the fastening of the bra. As his fingers reached the hooks his lips kissed her spine. The strap of the bra parted but instead of letting it fall free, he gathered the two ends in his hands and pulled them together again, tighter, tighter than they had been before. Her breasts were squeezed together. Then he released the strap and moved his hands around under the black silk, under her arms, until his fingers were under the now loose cups as his palms cupped her breasts instead. He kissed her neck, all over her neck as far as his mouth could reach, making a ring of kisses, a necklace of kisses.

Diana felt herself swooning, melting, her whole body turning liquid. His mouth was hot and wet.

His fingers had found her nipples. It was not difficult. They were as hard as rubies and as red. With the bra still hanging from her shoulders, he took the knots of flesh between the thumb and forefinger of both hands and pinched.

‘Ah …’ Diana exclaimed, but not from pain.

Immediately, he pulled her round to face him. He cupped her face in his hands again and kissed her full on the mouth, at the same time pushing her over on to her side. She rolled over and straightened her legs. Without breaking his hold on her face or the kiss he slid on top of her. She felt his penis, hard as a rock, against the silk of her knickers.

Releasing her cheeks from his hands and her lips from his mouth he pulled the bra away from her breasts. They quivered at their freedom. His eyes looked into hers unwaveringly as his hand weighed both breasts in turn before descending smoothly down to the waistband of her French knickers. He eased their bodies apart and pulled the knickers down. She co-operated, raising her buttocks off the rug. When his hand had dragged the knickers down to her ankles she kicked them away.

His eyes left her face to look down at her near-naked body. She could see them examining her breasts, her navel, the thick tuft of her pubic hair, her long thighs bisected by the welt of the grey stockings. He made no attempt to take her stockings off.

Then his eyes locked on to hers again. They seemed to be searching there for some meaning, some reason, as though he wanted to know why she had suddenly given herself to him so easily. His hand ran over her navel, the tips of his fingers disappearing into her thick pubic hair. In a second the tip of his finger was on her clitoris. It was wet, soaking wet. She parted her legs bending one knee. His finger ran the whole length of her labia, right down between her legs. Her labia felt puffy and swollen. Her cunt was completely liquid.

Back on her clitoris the tip of his finger pressed down on to the tiny bud of nerves, pressing it against her pubic bone before he started wanking it, moving it from side to side, using her wetness to make the motion effortless, frictionless.

Diana could not keep her eyes open any longer. What he was doing was so perfect, as though he had read in her eyes the secrets of her body.

‘Don’t stop …’ she begged, wanting to make sure he understood the signals that her body was giving him, anxious that the delicious feeling shouldn’t end.

‘I won’t,’ he whispered.

His finger moved precisely, exactly, moving her clitoris to and fro like a metronome. She gasped. It was so good. She was coming. He was making her come. Lying on the floor, with a perfect stranger wanking her with such intimacy, it was as though he had known her for years. Her whole body tensed, every nerve wanting release. He sensed how near she was – like he’d sensed how to give her such exquisite pleasure – and dipped his head to sink his teeth into the tender puckered flesh of her nipple. Instead of just pinching it, he held it between his teeth and pulled his head back, pulling her breast up by the nipple, stretching it taut, making a pyramid. Then, at exactly the right moment for her, as she felt the first wave of her orgasm breaking over his finger, he released her nipple from his teeth. As her breast fell back she came, her whole body trembling as much as her breast, sensation locking every nerve in every muscle.

But he knew that was only the beginning. He waited just long enough for the orgasm to die in her, to run its course, and then, suddenly, miraculously it seemed to her as it happened so smoothly, his cock was jammed in her cunt to the hilt and he was on top of her. She couldn’t remember him moving or thrusting: he was just there.

She had never felt a cock so hot. It burnt her like a hot poker. Her cunt clung to it, the contractions of her orgasm instantly renewed. He did not move. He just held it in her, arching his body so it was as deep as it would go, so the stem of his cock was pressed against her clitoris. He didn’t need to move. Her body was shuddering under him. Whether this was another orgasm or the same one rekindled on the fire of his cock she did not know or care. But she felt herself plunging down into the dark throbbing abyss where all she could feel was the hardness of his cock and its heat and her own cunt melting over it. This time she heard herself screaming as her passion swamped everything else in her mind.
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