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	                              “To all the innocent victims . . .

	                          may your voices be heard one day”
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PART ONE


	Chapter One

	1969

	Daniel Mace stirred from his induced sleep. His vision was blurred, his head was throbbing with pain and he could feel a burning sensation on the side of his neck. Somewhere in the distance, he thought he could hear the faint sound of laughter and clapping. His eyes, still blurred, picked out the lined red, green and brown flocked pattern wallpaper on the stairs, although, something within his numb cerebral cortex, combined with his blurred vision, couldn't remember the pattern having a brown stripe. He blinked several times to focus, and it took a few moments for the adrenaline to kick in - and it did, as soon as he realised his predicament. Daniel Mace was tied and gagged, sitting on the first-floor landing of his house looking directly at a brown rope hanging from the open loft door – unmistakably a hangman’s noose.

	He looked around in fear, trying to call out to no avail. The first glimpse of his abductor was when the bathroom door opened. “Hello, Daniel. Sorry to keep you waiting.”  Said a cold calculated voice.

	Daniel Mace murmured uncontrollably, not knowing what-on-earth this intruder was talking about. The stranger, with an unusual accent and polite smile, stood in front of Mace for a few moments looking at the pathetic man; pleased with himself he had achieved this much. He was now sure the final act would go smoothly, and his undertaking would be complete. The stranger sat opposite Mace and leant back against the wooden landing uprights. He crossed his legs, looking relaxed as he re-stretched the Latex gloves on each hand whilst giving Mace a disturbing smile. “Daniel,” he finally said, in a measured tone, “let me tell you why I am here.” The stranger's face tightened and his smile dissolved. “You've been naughty, haven't you, Daniel. Very naughty.”

	



	


Chapter Two


	1979 December

	Marcus was lying on his bed, naked, allowing Rosa to give him a massage. “I was thinking of Isabel and Charlie,” he said casually. Rosa stopped massaging his unique hairless chest. She was also naked, straddling his lower abdomen, his penis partially erect due to the massaging. Rosa looked at Marcus suspiciously. “You said it was a one-off, no more. You promised,” she said, with a concerned that touched Marcus.  He leant forward and cupped her face with his right hand. “I thought you liked them. You said they were willing and responsive . . . your words, my angel.”  Rosa sighed and took hold of Marcus’s semi-erect penis and started to massage it. She worked her hand up and down expertly, as she had been taught, and he remembered how he had found her, and how much fun it had been teaching her many things, just those five short years ago.

	His thoughts drifted back to his youth and his family, and those black times during the war. He placed his hand over Rosa's hand. “Not there. Not just now, my love,” he said, sombrely. Rosa nodded and returned to work on his chest, pouring warm scented oil on his stomach, then working her hands rhythmically over his glistening torso.  He let Rosa continue her expert manipulation as he closed his eyes, remembering, as he did from time to time, how lucky he had been, escaping from occupied Austria.

	The allies’; Russia, France, America and Britain had divided his country into four zones.  Marcus’s family had lived in the south-east province of Styria, in the small village of Mariahof, which was in the British sector. Although remote, the allies quickly spread over the newly liberated state and found the young Marcus alone in his parent’s large country Schloss. The commanding officer who came upon the isolated house that day in June 1945 found a woman hanging from the kitchen rafters. Further inspection of the rooms found a young boy aged about ten years old, shivering and hiding in one of the bedrooms' dressing rooms, huddled behind a row of women's dresses. The officer who found him asked him his name. The boy had said nothing, preferring to stare into space, squatting on the floor with arms folded, shivering and afraid.

	The boy was taken to an internment camp where he was cleaned and fed and then interrogated by British military officers, in particular, a Major Ferris. However, at all the interviews, even with German-speaking personnel, the boy refused to answer any questions. A few weeks later Marcus was informed his father had been captured by the Russians and executed as an SS officer. Marcus showed no emotion on receiving this news, but inwardly was joyous and relieved that he was now also free of his father, but wondered why there was no word from his brother. Surely, now the war was over, Marius would come and take him home where they would be safe, and play together like they did when he was younger.

	They questioned Marcus for days, wanting to know how his mother hanged herself, especially as her hands had been cut off at the wrists. Marcus acted the dumb orphan and just stared at his accusers with his bright steel blue eyes until they realised the interrogation was going nowhere.

	As a minor, his captors were undecided what to do with him. Several translators were unable to get anything out of him and stopped short of beating him. Later, Marcus thanked God he had not been in the Russian or American sectors – he was not sure how he would have fared with their interrogation methods.

	After four weeks of intensive questioning, an army doctor intervened. He had been supervising Marcus’s condition since his arrival and insisted on being present during the questioning. He also spoke some German so was able to communicate with Marcus on a different level, as a friend, rather than an inquisitor. He would bring chocolate bars and treats to Marcus in his dormitory and talk to him quietly, gaining his trust. Marcus distrusted any close associations after his enslavement by his parents. He assumed all adults were child molesters, no matter how caring they seemed to be. 

	But Dr Nathan Star was kind and compassionate to Marcus, and slowly gained his trust. He gave him errands to run and tried to keep him busy, until he gradually succumbed to a more normal way of life, if that was even possible, in what was nothing less than a detention camp for displaced people.

	After a while, Dr Star gave him a job as an orderly in the medical unit. There he had access to fresh clothes, regular hot meals and even started to interact with other normal decent people.   By now he had learnt some English and was able to converse a little - with those he chose to. The population of the displacement camp dwindled over time when relatives had been found or they were allowed to leave having been cleared of any atrocities. One day Dr Star took Marcus to one side. “Marcus, they want to hand you over to the police, in Vienna.”  Dr Star spoke slowly so Marcus could understand what he was being told.  “The death of your mother is still unexplained, but Major Ferris says it is now a civil matter.”

	“I will not go,” is all Marcus would say, looking Dr Star defiantly in the eyes.

	Rosa was still massaging him, and he sighed with pleasure at her gentle touch.

	Dr Nathan Star had argued on behalf of Marcus as to why the boy was to be handed over, but he was stone-walled every time. “Don’t interfere, doctor. See to the sick.”  Was the retort from the commanding officer.

	Dr Star’s tour of duty was coming to an end and he was looking forward to going home – back to his wife and five-year-old daughter, Barbara, whom he had not seen for over a year. 

	The day came. Several of his colleagues were travelling with him and they were to depart by bus to Graz, then a plane to Berne, and finally a flight back to London.  Accompanying them were two gravely wounded men; one a soldier and one a civilian, who needed urgent treatment at the Queen Victoria Hospital, East Grinstead in England, where new and successful techniques were being carried out on burns victims. However, the day before departure the young civilian patient died in the middle of the night from trauma.  Dr Star was called but nothing could be done for the young man, but there was something he could do for someone else.

	With the help of a trusted nurse, they swapped the identities of the dead patient with Marcus’s and bandaged Marcus’s face and arms so he could not be recognised. Six medical staff and two patients left the camp the following day as planned, and arrived back in England four days later. As Marcus's stretcher was carried out to the waiting truck, an orderly was overheard to say, “Blimey, this guy weighs a tonne.”

	Marcus stayed with Dr Star and his family in Surrey as their adopted son, although nothing was officially recorded. He went to the local school and sung in the church choir, and was very quick to learn. By the time he was eighteen he was fluent in five languages and had a good head for maths. In 1953 an old friend of Dr Star, who worked at the London Stock Exchange, took Marcus on as an apprentice 'Trader'.

	A few days after Dr Star's departure, Major Ferris requested his sergeant to bring Marcus to him for transfer to Vienna but was informed he could not be found.

	“What do you mean, sergeant? He has to be here somewhere. Bring me Doctor Star.” He bellowed. The Sergeant seemed unmoved by his superiors’ outburst. “Sir, Dr Star left four days ago to return to the UK. His replacement has not arrived yet.”

	Ferris stared momentarily, analysing this information. “Who left with him, sergeant?”

	“Doctor Freeman, nurse Anne Cowell, Nurse Sally Peters, anaesthetist Raymond Smith and two patients on stretchers, being transferred to a burns hospital in England, sir.”

	“What were their names?” Ferris asked.

	“Private Banner and an Austrian civilian, Herr Rosenberg. He was badly burnt in a fire two weeks ago if you remember, sir.” Ferris sat thoughtfully tapping his fingers on the desk. “Sergeant, do a thorough search for Marcus von Hartstein. He has to be somewhere in this camp.”

	Nathan Star and his wife were the only ones who knew Marcus's true story, and they took it with them to their graves when they died in a car crash in 1956.   Marcus knew he would tell Rosa, as he had Barbara, the same story one day – when the time was right. 

	It seemed longer than five years ago since  Marcus had rescued Rosa from her own nightmare in Armenia, and wondered what would have happened to her if he had left her there to fend for herself.

	 

	He felt the warmth of Rosa as she manoeuvred herself into him. “You were asleep I think,” she said playfully. “What were you dreaming about? You started to mumble something.”

	“I was . . . remembering. I was remembering how lucky I have been. I do want to help those two young people, Isabel and Charlie, and I want you to help me. Will you do that for me, my dear Rosa?”

	Rosa cocked her head to one side and smiled. “You know I cannot refuse you anything, Marcus. When do we start?”

	



	


Chapter Three


	When the sun sets over the River Thames it is one of the most beautiful sights I have had the pleasure to witness, especially in the 'Golden Hour', as the sun dips low, bouncing off the glistening water at low tide; something I have photographed many times.  The ice in my Martini has melted, but it still tastes good as I drain the residue and nibble on the sliver of lemon. I always remember him when I drink a Martini Vermouth; Marcus Hartmann, friend, lover, benefactor and . . . and . . . someone I really didn't know that well.  Whatever life he lived, I only know him as a kind and gentle man. If he had secrets, which I am sure he did, then they have disappeared with him, wherever he is. From where I am sitting on the small patio of our Victorian terrace house in Barnes, contemplating reaching fifty in a few months, I can see the two large paintings he left Charlie and me, and, although I can't quite see it, I know the Chair is to my left, against the wall. The Chair that captivated me and seduced me. The Chair that taught me Free Will . . . The Chair that brought me into the world of Marcus Hartmann, back in 1979.

	 

	1979 Midsummer’s Day

	Charlie, my boyfriend, and I had been impressed with Marcus Hartmann, a soft-spoken man of uncertain age, (a moustache always throws me, but I'm guessing around forty) with a guarded smile and an unplaceable accent. We had met him one evening at the pub where we were staying, The Fox & Hounds, and he had invited us back to his house, only a mile away, for a nightcap after closing time. In those days pubs closed at ten-thirty. It was midsummer and the air was humid, and my thin cotton mini dress was sticking to me like wet tissue. It was one of those evenings when the light seemed to go on forever – not knowing when to give up and let everyone sleep. The full moon was making the star-filled sky even more unnatural by ten-thirty – not night, not day – I felt I was in another world, or maybe that was the pint and half of cider talking?

	Marcus’s large cottage looked impressive. Typical English rose garden with an arbour and wooden bench seats in the front porch. He opened the heavy wooden front door without unlocking it, which I thought strange; but that was just my city thinking kicking in – it’s not something we do back home.  “Come on in,” he said with a smile, guiding me over the threshold with his hand on my clammy lower back.

	Chas stood staring, mouth open in awe at the spacious interior. He and I had met at a party the previous New Year’s Eve, and he was all over me the entire evening – very persistent I remember, not taking no for an answer. I knew he only wanted to sleep with me, and like most men of that age, twenty-two, going on twelve, and full of alcohol, sleeping is exactly what they do. He did make up for it the following day, or I should say evening, as we had to sleep off the previous night’s excesses first. 

	Neither of us had had a lot of lovemaking experience even though I was twenty-three. My first was five years earlier when I was eighteen, and like most first times it was a disaster. Necking, ear-nibbling, breast fondling, thigh touching, and then a hand down the knickers. Hardly seductive. It was also his first time so he was on a learning curve as well. However, after he saw blood on his fingers he ran a mile.  There had been one or two others since then, with intercourse, but not knowing what it was supposed to feel like I was never sure of myself, and relationships soon ended.

	None of the boys seemed to have had much experience, and they always seemed so young. What they thought they knew was mostly gained from porn films or men’s magazines. Chas had been different, once he was sober. He was still a little naive, but had more concern than others, although still inexperienced at the end of the day. The ‘missionary’ position was the limit of our foray, but I did like the cuddles and quiet moments afterwards, if not the cigarette smoke.

	“So,” Marcus asked, “what do you think of my humble abode?” 

	“Fantastic!” Chas uttered, transfixed by the décor but especially two paintings that adorned one of the walls in the large open-plan lounge that greeted us. Chas gasped in delight. “Bloody hell, man, is that a Picasso? It can’t be, can it?” he asked, staring at the large painting, almost in a trance.

	“Very good. Unfortunately, it is a reproduction. The original is at the Museum of Modern Art in New York. They refuse to sell it. I have asked them enough times.” Marcus laughed, remembering something. “It’s called Girl with Mandolin, from his cubism period. So you like art?”  He asked, seeing Chas was in seventh heaven.

	“Yes, love it,” Chas answered, still mesmerised, but now looking at the other imposing image - the suppressed artist in him begging to surface.

	“OK then, can you tell me what this is?” Marcus challenged.

	It was not, in fact, a painting – it looked to me like photographs. “Not sure,” Chas said, hands on hips, transfixed, and looking puzzled.

	“It’s a David Hockney. It’s made up of hundreds of photographs of Theresa Russell, the film actress.  I think the two subjects, this and the Picasso, work well together – the Hockney is mirrored by the cubism of Picasso, don’t you think, Chas?”

	“Yes, err . . . totally.  Christ man, you must be rich.”

	“Chas,” I said rather too abruptly, “don’t be rude.” Hoping Marcus was not offended. On the contrary, he just smiled and shrugged. “Everyone should have a hobby. Mine is collecting beautiful objects,” he said, looking at me with a captivating smile, making me blush ever so slightly. “Now, what about that drink I promised.”  He offered, trying to put me at ease.

	Marcus poured me a Martini with lemonade, and Chas a whisky. “If you like these, Chas,” Marcus said, nodding at the two paintings, “come and see what I have in the other room.”

	 And the two of them left me alone with my drink. Looking around the white-walled oak panelled lounge I had the chance to observe more closely the furniture and other objects and artefacts. There were several unusual bronze sculptures; some on shelves, and one, four foot tall standing on the floor. The subject matter for most of them was a naked or near-naked woman squatting, sitting, standing, or in one case, bending over.

	 A large button backed burgundy sofa faced an old inglenook fireplace, but what took my attention was a very unusual chair against the wall, opposite the paintings. I was about to inspect it closer when Chas called me.

	“Bell, come and see these,” he called from somewhere close by. I followed the sound of voices along a narrow hallway to another room. This looked like an office or study with a large writing desk against one wall, and rows of bookshelves on the two adjacent walls. Chas and Marcus however, were occupied with the other wall adorned with framed photographs.

	“Look, Bell, aren’t these fantastic. So atmospheric . . . so . . .”

	“Erotic?” I offered.

	“Bell, don’t be a prude. This is exceptional art.” Chas beamed, hoping I had not offended Marcus.

	“Isabel, these are recent works from a very talented English photographer, Michael Payne. He captures the human form perfectly, don’t you think. Yes, erotic if that’s what you see, but the human form should be seen as having many other qualities, not just eroticism.” Marcus said, looking at me for a response. I was holding my drink with both hands – shivering slightly. 

	“Are you cold?” he asked.

	“No, just the ice in the drink.” I lied. Not cold but slightly aroused by the images I was looking at. I knew they were beautiful but I was not going to encourage Chas about something we could not afford. Marcus seemed convinced I disapproved of the photos, but in fact, I did admire them. Photography was one of my secret ambitions, but all I could afford back then was a compact Kodak digital, with hardly any features.

	“Ah, you didn’t think someone like me would consider having such . . . sensual, contemporary images adorning the walls of this old cottage.” And smiled reassuringly at me.

	“I think they are bloody marvellous. Can we have some in our pad when we get one, Bell?” Chas asked excitedly. His Welsh accent accentuated by the recent alcohol.

	At any other time, I would have shouted back. “Don’t call me Bell!” but I just smiled and sighed.

	“I think you prefer Isabel, and quite right too,” Marcus said, sensing the distaste of my shortened name, and so Chas could hear. “How do you spell it?” he asked with interest.

	“I.s.a.b.e.l”

	“Ah, the French way, then you are not Jewish, that would be Isobel.”

	I looked at him, but his words seemed distant and I felt light-headed. My legs gave way and I found I was falling backwards before I could resist. Instead of hitting the floor I was swept up into Marcus’s arms and carried back along the hall to the lounge where he laid me on the sofa.

	“Hey, what’s happened? Is she Ok?” I could hear Chas’s voice somewhere, but not sure where he was. “Bell, are you OK? Look at me. What happened?”  I felt Charlie's hand on my cheek, and then forehead.

	“She will be fine. It’s probably just the heat, and a little too much of our local cider.  Let’s leave her to rest a while – let her sleep a little. Come, let me show you the rest of the house. I think you will enjoy some of the other artistic offerings I have, and let me get you another drink, same again?”  Marcus took Chas’s arm and guided him away from me. I laid there on the sofa, drifting into unconsciousness. My dress askew, showing a sliver of exposed white knicker.

	I don't know how long I had been asleep but suddenly Marcus appeared, kneeling at my side, smiling. “Are you feeling better? Here, drink this.” I managed to sit upright and took the drink willingly.  My throat was dry.

	“What is it?”

	“It’s just a refreshing drink. I thought you may need one.  Are you feeling better?”

	I was feeling better. No nausea. No dizziness. I felt warm and comfortable, and not shivering anymore. He took the glass from me and took my hand. I looked around for Chas, not in a panic mode, more out of curiosity.  “Where did Chas get to?”  I asked.

	“He had another whisky and promptly fell asleep in the other room.  I am beginning to think I am a bad effect on you two.” He smiled as he stood up, and walked over to the chair I had been admiring earlier, before my fainting spell. It was a strange shape, like nothing I had seen before. It was tall, at least six feet and covered in studded deep burgundy leather, with a canopy which made it all the more mysterious.

	“Do you like it? It’s called a Porter’s Chair. I found it in Europe. It came from a very old hotel in Vienna which was having a refurbish. It is very comfortable, come, try it.” 

	He held out his hand, and without hesitating, I rose and walked over to this man, this man who was at least twenty years my senior, and of whom I knew nothing about whatsoever.

	The light had well and truly vanished and I had no idea of time. I noticed the room was dimmer, and flickering candles cast shadows that danced on the walls and ceiling, and sandalwood incense filled the air. Chas, or Marcus, must have removed my sandals after the fainting spell, as I felt my toes tingle against the soft pile as I walked the few paces to stand in front of Marcus, who was now sitting in the chair.

	I hadn't noticed earlier when I awoke, but Marcus had changed into a long satin dressing gown, decorated with fine embroidery of oriental characters and dragons. He took hold of my hands and leant forward to kiss each one. I shivered, not out of coldness but something else.

	“Are you going to kill us?” I whispered. I don't know what made me say it, but something in me felt a need to know.  Marcus looked more hurt than anything. “Good heavens, woman. What made you ask that?”

	Goosebumps tingled my arms and ran down my spine. I could have left, should have left maybe, but fear and curiosity are strange bedfellows, and curiosity will usually win over in the end. “I don't know . . . I'm sorry, Marcus, I . . . ,” but I was lost for words, feeling foolish and embarrassed.

	He patted his left knee. “Come, sit here,” he said gently, never losing eye contact with me. I flattened my dress down as far as possible and gingerly sat on his left leg, feeling his hand on the small of my back, as if to support me. “How long have you and Chas been together?” His voice was soft and his tone was measured with that still unplaceable accent.  Our heads were close, and I could smell the sweet fragrance of Southern Comfort on his breath.  

	“Since the New Year. We met at a party.” I whispered, holding down the hem of my dress. 

	“Put your arm around my neck, you will feel more comfortable.” I obeyed without question.  I didn't want to give the impression I was scared or mistrusting again. I met his gaze and felt somehow reassured by his clear steel-blue eyes gently smiling at me. His pale moustache was trimmed neatly and seemed in contrast to his thick dark blond hair, loosely combed back on both sides. Many men his age would have killed for such a head of hair.   

	I felt his right hand touch the top of my leg, gently caressing it with his fingers in a circular motion. “It’s OK, Isabel. Do you know what ‘Free Will’ is?” His soft voice must have had a calming effect on me because I nodded in the positive, but not really knowing for sure.

	“I will take you to another world if you want me to. One of pleasure and passion. A safe world where no harm will come to you, I promise.”

	He sounded sincere in what he was saying and I was feeling more relaxed now; absorbed by his words, but saying nothing – not even NO or STOP, as you think I should have.  

	Sensing I was OK with the situation he moved his hand to my face and gently caressed my cheek with the back of his hand. His middle finger moved over my lips and I voluntary kissed it. My mouth opened, and I sucked in the tips of his fingers. I closed my eyes and my heart pounded faster, and the Goosebumps surfaced again. He leant closer to kiss my lips, teasing them open, his tongue parting them further to touch mine and explore my ready mouth. The back of his hand caressed my inner thigh, and I pulled back from his embrace. He smiled, again, reassuringly.

	I bit my lower lip and he continued stroking my thighs. I closed my eyes again, enjoying the experience although something in me knew this should not be happening. “Chas. Where is Chas?”  I whispered, letting this man, this stranger, continue to do whatever he wanted to me.

	How was this happening? Chas and I are happy, and we have a good relationship which seems to be going somewhere. Sex has been good . . . it’s been OK . . . but nothing like this.  

	This is another world where it is impossible to tell right from wrong or good from bad, although nothing really bad has happened, so far, has it?  I am in control, I told myself and murmured with pleasure to what was happening to me. I voluntarily parted my legs a little wider, now gripping Marcus’s shoulder for support as I was about to explode. Just when I thought this was happening, he stopped and kissed my neck.

	“Do you remember Rosa, from the pub?” I opened my eyes and blinked several times, and promptly closed my legs, trying to hide my embarrassment at seeing this beautiful woman appear from nowhere.

	“Hello, Isabel. I see Marcus has been taking good care of you.” She spoke softly, and she too, with an accent I didn't recognise.  I looked around the room wondering where Chas was. “Don’t worry,” she said, “Charlie is fine”, and positioned herself on Marcus’s other leg, opposite me, and kissed him lovingly. “Can you take us both?” she said, smiling. Marcus grinned. “You are not that heavy my dear if that’s what you mean.” But I knew she didn't mean that.

	Rosa was indeed slim, around five foot seven with thick shoulder-length black hair and a wonderful natural Mediterranean complexion. Her deep-set brown eyes were bright and alert. Her lips were full and moist and her tongue was pierced with a silver stud. She wore black satin pyjama trousers with a white embroidered oriental style top, fastened by red braided loops from the neck down. She looked gorgeous. She turned and smiled at me, then taking my left hand kissed it on each side. That overwhelming feeling of uncertainty returned. I shuddered again, but with inquisitive desire rather than trepidation.

	“I want you to copy me. Do what I do.” And she kissed my hand again. I looked at Marcus for confirmation I suppose, but he just nodded a surreptitious smile. I took Rosa’s right hand and slowly raised it to my lips, kissing it once. She nodded, smiling. She took my hand again and turned it over, working her tongue between my fingers. I copied her, liking how she tasted of sweet coconut milk and almonds. She lowered my hand onto her upper leg, and leant forward, placing her hands on my thin clammy legs. 

	Our faces were almost touching. I could smell her perfume and her soft breath on my face. Our lips touched, and again, I did not resist as she parted them with her tongue and kissed me as I had never been kissed before.  As we kissed she moved her hands slowly up and down my thighs, pushing my dress higher and higher until my knickers were in full view. I moved my hands to her shoulders to stop myself falling backwards, even though Marcus’s arm was holding my back.

	“You are lovely,” she said, touching my face and kissing me again. I closed my eyes and let her hands find my thighs while Marcus caressed the back of my neck, and I felt a surge of ecstasy as he cupped my breasts – I felt I was being touched by a thousand angels as my body reacted to all the pleasure points; thighs, neck, lips, breasts . . . but how was this possible, all at once, it would take . . . I opened my eyes and looked down at the hands holding my breasts - it was Chas. I took hold of his hands, which he did not remove, and squeezed them harder, feeling the pleasure surge through me again. “Where have you been?” I asked, lifting my head to see his upside-down face smiling back at me.

	“I see you are in good hands,” he laughed back, looking at Rosa. He moved and knelt in front of me, leaning in to kiss me – long, and more tenderly than I can remember. I touched his face.         

	“I don’t know what happened . . . it just did. . . I . . .” He put a finger to my lips. “Hush, my darling. Do you want to enjoy more . . . there is more,” and looked at Rosa with a knowing grin.

	“If you are OK, then I suppose,” but before I could finish, Chas and Rosa stood.  She kissed him, which took me by surprise and a twinge of jealousy pricked me on seeing my man with another woman.

	Why was I having these feelings? I know nothing of lovemaking. We are just an ordinary couple living our ordinary lives. What is this world we have found ourselves in?  It feels safe and warm.  I feel . . . wonderful, I feel . . . enlightened. I watched as Chas touched her arm as they kissed, and she ran her hand down his front to his now obvious erection. “I think you need to be taken in hand young man,” Rosa said, looking at me, and winked. I realised what was about to happen. I had read about orgies and group sex in men’s magazines, and I had even masturbated once on seeing Jason Donavan nearly naked in a full-page spread (I was very young after all). But now it was about to happen, for real.

	Marcus eased me off his knee and swept me up in his arms. I instinctively put my arms around him to steady myself as he moved, with purpose, across the floor to the open staircase leading to the first floor. Rosa was following, but I saw Chas still standing in the lounge rubbing his crotch. 

	From the first floor, Marcus took a shorter flight of stairs leading straight into a large sparsely furnished room. It was lit with candles, and again, sweet incense perfumed the air.  Instead of a bed, the floor was covered with four large mattresses adorned with rugs and cushions. 

	Each mattress was covered in a different coloured satin sheet; burgundy, matt black, cadmium yellow and Prussian green. 

	Marcus laid me down gently on the black bed, my head against a silk crimson pillow. “I will see you soon.” And he kissed my forehead and backed away, touching Rosa on the cheek as he left us alone.

	“I thought . . . that is . . . he and . . . Chas . . . and you.”

	Rosa knelt by my side, un-phased by my nervous stammering. “There are times when we don’t need men around us,” she said gleefully, unbuttoning her satin top, adding, “Have you ever had a massage?” 

	“No, never,” I replied, now feeling more anticipation than apprehension.

	*

	Downstairs, Marcus poured Chas another whisky. “So, how was Rosa?”

	“Need you ask?” Charlie replied, smirking.

	Marcus grinned at the answer. “She is always a pleasure. Cheers.” And the two men sipped the warm liquor. “You were getting hard again just now. Are you still aroused?”

	Chas looked at Marcus not knowing how to answer truthfully. “Charlie, can I call you Charlie?” Marcus asked, seeing Charlie's apprehension.

	“Yes, of course.”

	“Charlie, you did not know what experiences you would encounter this evening when you accepted my invitation back here, did you.”

	Chas shook his head ruefully.  “No, of course not.”

	“I realised you and Isabel were special. I saw something in you both that could be nurtured . . . could be cultivated perhaps. Notice I said both of you, not just Isabel. I also want you to appreciate new sensations and acquire experiences perhaps not yet known to you. Making love should always be special, but you do not need to be 'in love' to make love.  Do you follow?”  Marcus asked, seeing Chas was finding it hard to concentrate.

	“Yes, I think so,” Charlie answered cautiously. “You want to have sex with both of us?”

	Marcus shook his head. “No. Make love. Sex is just a word - it means nothing. Making love means so much more. It says you want to be intimate, caring, loving. Allowing both of you to give and take - not just take.”

	Chas nodded as if he understood, but in truth, he really was not sure what Marcus was talking about.

	*

	Rosa stepped out of her satin pyjama trousers, leaving her in a pair of white laced pearl thongs. I stared at her sculptured pubic hair and the two strings of pearls connected to the front of her lace thong.  As she turned I saw she had a most colourful and intricate tattoo of a unicorn adorning her back, which started at the shoulder blades and finished just above the base of her spine.

	Rosa touched the pearls between her legs. “They are very . . . sensual,” she said, gently rubbing the two strands of pearls with her first and second finger. She knelt next to me. Her skin was warm and soft, and her breasts a perfect size and shape with dark brown nipples standing proud.

	A small jewel decorated her belly-button.  She ran a finger along my right leg, up across my wet knicker crease onto my navel, and came to rest on my lips.

	“I can’t massage you with your clothes on,” she smiled and took hold of both my hands and pulled me up to a kneeling position in front of her. She reached behind me, her warm breath teasing the skin of my neck, and unzipped my dress. She skilfully lifted the dress from the hem and took it over my head, revealing my pallid breasts. On instinct, I cupped them – not knowing why. I was feeling both intrigued and uncertain at the same time. I knew what was happening, and I could still have left, but I stayed, and experienced something wonderful - something I could never have imagined would be so beautiful and fulfilling – with another woman.

	“I've never had a massage,” I said, naively.

	Rosa smiled. “Well, I could give you one - I am a trained masseur after all,” she said with some pride in her voice, “but tonight we will, how you say, cut to the chase.”

	She knelt with one leg between my legs and gently eased me back onto the soft satin, placing my arms at my side. Her right knee pushed home into my pubic area, before lifting it onto my lower groin, swaying up and down, then left and right. I clutched the mattress with both hands, and arched my back, riding the passion that was washing through me. 

	Just when I thought I was about to come, she stopped, and leant over and kissed me. “Not yet,” she whispered, and took hold of either side of my knickers and pulled them off in one stroke.  She parted my thighs. I did not resist.

	Her manicured fingers moved deeper, gently caressing the inside of me in a rotating motion. The more I moaned the deeper she went.  She then replaced her finger with her tongue, and I moaned even louder with the pleasure of this new experience – by a woman that is. Chas gave me oral once, but never like this – this was different – this was an artist’s brush-stroke, a poet’s sonnet, a woman’s touch.

	Of course, I came prematurely, but that was only the first of three times over the course of the next hour, and I gradually learnt to control them with Rosa’s tuition.  I, too, practised on her what I had learnt, and we kissed, cuddled and fucked - and it was bliss.

	We lay, holding each other, drifting into a sublime dream world when Marcus and Chas appeared in the doorway, totally naked. “Are you ready for us yet?” Marcus asked, with a smile. Rosa untangled herself from our embrace, kissing me warmly on the lips. She stood and kissed Marcus, then, taking his hand, they walked to the other side of the room and knelt in front of each other on the dark green mattress. Chas sat next to me, and I leant over to kiss him. “What have you two been up to? I whispered.

	“I’ll tell you later, but you must tell me what you two have been doing,” he smiled. I touched his thigh, then still looking into his eyes, took hold of his erect penis and massaged it, up and down. I half expected we were going to change partners again, and Marcus would have . . . well . . . had me, but he and Rosa made love before falling asleep in each other’s arms. I could not help looking in their direction when I was on top of Chas, seeing how good they were together in the shadows, how gentle they were with each other. I knew that night was going to change my perception of lovemaking and relationships forever and prayed it would be for the better.

	We woke not knowing the time. The only daylight crept through the doorway from the landing window. All was quiet, and Marcus and Rosa were nowhere to be seen. “I smell coffee,” Chas muttered, face down on the mattress.

	“Chas, look at me,” I said, shaking him. He half-turned. One eye open. “What?”

	“What happened here . . . are you OK with it? I mean, now, after the event and all that, are we still OK?” I asked seriously.

	Chas steadied himself on one elbow and cupped my face in this hand.  “It was an unusual nightcap, I’ll give him that,” he said, trying to make light of it, and kissed me. “Are you asking if we are still OK, Bell?  I am if you are. I think we put it down to a most unusual and memorable evening. I certainly learnt a lot about myself.”

	“Me, too.” I agreed, a little more casually, taking his hand. “It didn’t seem . . . bad . . . it always felt good, as if it was planned in some way. Did you get that feeling, Chas?”

	“Do you think they make a habit of picking up strangers and seducing them,” he said, rolling on top of me and pretending to bite my neck, vampire style. I had that Sunday morning feeling and was prepared for a quickie now Chas was on top of me, but we heard a tap on the door and Rosa came in carrying two mugs of coffee.

	“Don’t stop on my account,” she smiled. Chas rolled off of me and I instinctively pulled the sheet over my breasts. Rosa smiled but said nothing, except, “there's toast and cereal downstairs if you are hungry,” and placed the mugs of coffee on the floor. “After breakfast, I'll drive you back to the pub to collect your things.”

	“Oh, hell!” I had completely forgotten we had paid to stay at the pub. “The landlord will have wondered what happened to us . . .”

	Rosa shook her head. “It's fine. Cathy and George . . .” and she hesitated to find the right words, “. . . are good friends of ours, and saw you leave with Marcus, and assumed you would be late, or possibly stay over.”

	She tilted her head and raised one eyebrow, checking we understood.  We nodded silently. “Good, then come down soon.” And she was gone.

	“You see,” I said, as soon as she had left, “they have done this before. The landlord and his wife are in on it.” Chas rolled over and sighed. “Bell, you are sounding paranoid. It happened, and it turned out OK. We are OK, aren't we? No one strangled us in the night,” he said, head dipped, eyes piercing me for my approval.

	“Yes, of course, we are. It was good . . . in a strange, weird way. . . but good. I think we have both learnt something.  I never knew how good sex could be with another woman. Are you OK with that?” I asked thoughtfully.  Chas sat up and cupped his hands to my face and kissed me gently on the lips. “Marcus told me it was about 'making love', not sex. He wanted us to experience something new and different, which I think we just did.” 

	Chas sounded different for sure. Could last night have changed him, made him more of a thoughtful lover? Then a thought crossed my mind . . . is that what they do . . . choose young naive couples and guided them in the art of sex, or love-making.

	It was a wild thought but it seemed plausible. Marcus and Rosa are a couple, yes, but there was a good age difference, so he could well have 'chosen' her in the beginning. I decided to keep these thoughts to myself for now and see how the day and the following weeks panned out for us. If it was a once-in-a-lifetime experience then no harm has been done, and we could even consider ourselves fortunate.  After the eventual quickie, we got dressed and found our way to the kitchen, following the smell of fresh coffee and grilled bacon. “Sit down and have breakfast,” Rosa said cheerfully. “What do you have planned for the day?”

	“Actually, we must be going soon. We have a long drive back to London.” I said, realising I didn't really want to leave so soon.

	“We could stay another day,” Chas said, and saw my surprised look. “It's possible. You could take a sickie; say we were held up on the way back . . . which we were, kind of,” he said, laughing and smiling at Rosa.

	“No . . .” I said, giving the idea some credence.  “I promised Sally I would be back tomorrow to take over her shift. I work at a checkout in a local Supermarket.” I said, turning to Rosa with the explanation.

	Rosa raised her eyebrows and shrugged. “Pity, we thought you may like to go for a picnic near the lake and then . . . well, that doesn't matter now if you are going.”

	“And then what?” Chas asked eagerly, sounding like a little boy wanting another treat.

	“And then nothing . . .” I said, resolutely.  “We must go back, I promised.   I do not like letting my friends down.”

	We sat in silence for a while, losing our appetites which were so apparent only a short time ago.

	“Where is Marcus by the way?” Chas asked.

	Rosa indicated with a nod of her head. “He is not an early riser, but I will make sure he comes down to say goodbye.”

	I finished my coffee and automatically went to go upstairs to pack, then suddenly remembered we were staying at the pub. “Oh, God, what will the landlord think of us staying out all night. I hope our things are OK  . . .  Chas will you . . .” My mind was racing and Rosa and Chas could see I was in the early stages of a panic attack.

	“Bell, it's fine . . . I promise you.” Rosa said, giving me a gentle cuddle. It was the first time we had touched that day, and the smell of her bath oil brought back the memory of last night, and the first time we touched.  She kissed me on the cheek and smiled as if subduing a distraught child. “I'll call the pub and explain we will bring you back soon. Is that OK?”

	“Fine, Rosa. That would be good.” Chas appeared at my side, and took over from Rosa with the hugging, and giving me a kiss. We went back into the kitchen and I started to clear away the cups and plates. “Hey, that's not your job, Bell. Come and sit down and let's talk about today.”

	“There is nothing to talk about, Chas. We are going home.” 

	“OK . . . OK . . . Bell. I just thought you would want to stay around Marcus and Rosa a little longer to find out more about them,” he said, looking at me as if he had just made a remarkable discovery.

	“Yes, well, no.” I stammered. Not thinking straight. “Don't do that, Chas. Don't try and make me out to be the bad one here. We have to go back and I am going, even if I have to get a train.” Chas was about to sweet-talk me again when Rosa come back in the kitchen saying she could drive us back if ready.

	“What about Marcus?” I asked, genuinely wanting to say goodbye, and thank him  . . . I think.

	“He sends his regrets but thanks you for your company last night, and to have a safe journey home.”

	“That's it?” I said. “After everything, he can't come down even to say goodbye.” My disappointment was obvious but Rosa just shrugged in silence.

	She drove us back to the pub to collect our things. The landlord greeted us with a 'good morning' and said the accommodation had been settled. I assumed it was Marcus, or Rosa, but he would not say.

	Chas and I drove back to London in silence, except when I had to navigate from the AA map. The next morning, however, he seemed different . . . happier. “So, what shift are you on today?” he asked cheerfully over breakfast.

	“One to eight,” I answered, tentatively, surprised by his sudden change of attitude. “I'll bring something in from work for dinner.”

	“Good girl. Fancy some steak tonight,” he said enthusiastically.

	“I'll see what’s going. I can only get what's not sold on the day.” And forced a smile. He kissed my head and went to work. 

	I sat there staring at the table. At the unfinished toast and cold coffee and the pile of unopened post from the week’s holiday.

	The five days leading up to Saturday were a distant blur. We visited old towns, cathedrals, museums, art galleries and of course pubs. We had stayed in several pubs for B&B during the week, and found them cheap and convenient, not having to go far for food and drink, but I couldn't tell you any of the places we visited or stayed during that week, except the last one.

	The Fox and Hounds in Little Upton. That stay has changed our lives. We have not talked about the other night, but we will have to soon. I need to know if what happened has changed our relationship. On the outside, Chas seems much the same. I can't say I am. I keep replaying what happened over and over trying to find something wrong in it . . . something evil maybe, but I only find pleasure and fulfilment. The phone rings and I shake as it brings me back to reality. It's mum, wanting to know how the holiday went and was I still with that 'hanger-on' as she calls him.

	



	


Chapter Four


	1955 Cranleigh Village, England.

	The streets were lightly covered in frost, and smoke from the chimneys filled the air with memories of an earlier life for Rupert Ferris. A life before the war. One of peace and harmony. Of love and passion. Of deceit and adultery. All that seemed a long time ago now. Twenty years in the army changes any man. It rips them inside out. Cleanses them of love and passion. Only purpose and truth are left. Truth. In this case, what happened to the young Marcus von Hartstein back in Austria? A week after Dr Star's leaving it was discovered the young man known as Marcus von Hartstein had died and been cremated the same day.

	Ferris was furious he had not been informed, but the medical unit was not obliged to report every death in the camp unless they were army personnel, which Marcus was not. Ferris contacted East Grinstead in England to confirm if two people had arrived recently from Austria as expected. The next day he received a reply;

	From: Queen Victoria Burns Unit, East Grinstead 

	Attention: Major Ferris

	Re your recent communiqué - we have received one patient, Private Banner who is in a serious, but stable condition. The second patient, Herr Rosenberg did not arrive - assumed died.

	Signed

	S Marshall

	Chief Medical Officer

	 

	Major Ferris then realised who had been cremated - not the young Marcus von Hartstein, but Herr Rosenberg - the good doctor had spirited Marcus out of Austria. However, before Major Ferris could launch a full-scale enquiry and report his findings, fate intervened when he contracted T.B, and was sent to Switzerland to recover and convalesce for nine months. After serving another two years in Austria on his return to duty he finally retired and promised himself he would seek out those unanswered questions back in England, no matter how long it took.

	 

	Early evening. Car in the drive. Good chance everyone was at home. Ferris rang the bell.  Mrs Star answered the door seemingly flustered at the interruption. “Sorry, my husband is not here just now. In fact, I am meeting him at the station and we are going to see our daughter perform in the school Nativity play. What did you say your name was?”

	“Major Ferris. I served with your husband in Austria, after the war. He may have mentioned me.” Ferris said, turning on the charm. Rosemary Star looked thoughtful in-between checking the contents of her handbag and looking in the hall mirror. “Sorry, no, I don't think so.” She answered convincingly. “I really must go, Mr Ferris. I am late as it is.”

	“Of course. I am sorry to have disturbed you. I was just in the area looking at property and remembered Nathan mention he lived around here. I am sure we can meet again.” He said, tipping his trilby.  “By the way, are both of your children performing in the school play, Mrs Star?”

	Rosemary did not hesitate and looked surprised at the question. “Two children? We only have a daughter, Barbara.”

	“So sorry, my mistake. I must have got you mixed up with another surgeon. We met so many people during that time. Do forgive me.”  Rosemary Star smiled and nodded her agreement as she got into her car and drove away, leaving the ex. Major pondering his next move. One that will flush out any close friends and relatives for certa

	



	


Chapter Five


	When Rosemary and Nathan Star were killed in the car accident, Barbara was in the back seat of the car. She was just ten years old.

	Her parents died instantly but she was in a coma for nearly five months in East Surrey Hospital. Rosemary had adored Marcus, as had Barbara, whom she looked up to as the brother she never had. It had been such a pointless death, as are all deaths, but Marcus could not understand how it had happened. The police reports said they swerved to avoid another car, but the road was wide and dry that Sunday afternoon, with little traffic around. He read every report on the accident including the coroner's report, who returned a verdict of accidental death. Barbara was still in a coma when the funeral was held. The small village church in Cranleigh was filled with close relatives, friends and neighbours, and Nathan's colleagues from the hospital, but one important 'friend' was missing.

	“Are you sure you want to be in the choir today, of all days, Marcus,” the vicar asked with genuine concern, on hearing his request to sing at the funeral.

	“Please, vicar, it would mean so much to me to sing the hymns they loved,” Marcus replied with sincere remorse.

	So Marcus sat in the choir stalls giving him a vantage point to oversee the faces of the congregation.  He knew the locals and a few of the relatives, but one mourner stood out from the crowd whom he recognised immediately, seated at the back of the church.  Some people cannot blend-in, or they are so arrogant they just don't consider the consequences. Major Rupert Ferris sat staring at every member of the congregation, looking for a young blond man. His face was long and grave, and fellow mourners genuinely thought he was mourning for the Star's, but he was just depressed as he could not find his quarry. Marcus followed Ferris out of the church and into a waiting car, which Marcus noted the number plate of. He now had the advantage. His time would come.

	Barbara woke from her coma five months after that fateful day and called out for her parents. Marcus was there, holding her hand. “Hi, precious. Where have you been all this time?”  He had persuaded the doctors to allow him to break the news to his sister, which he did as gently as possible. She closed her eyes, but that had not stopped the tears and Marcus patted her face with his handkerchief, and kissed her forehead.  “We will be OK, you and me. I promise,” he said, hoping it was a promise he could fulfil one day.

	As Barbara was only ten years old she was placed with her grandparents until she was eighteen. She had inherited her parents’ house which had been sold, but most of the money was spent on her education at a ridiculously expensive private boarding school for girls, so her grandparents did not have the responsibility of looking after her. After sixth form, she won a place at St Andrews University where she studied, Politics, Sociology, Art and History.  At her graduation, which Marcus attended, he promised again to take care of her, and she could be as free as she wanted. It would be a wonderful co-existence.
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