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SUSAN MACQUILLAN SQUEEZED the sponge over Paulette's chest, washing away the lather of bubble bath foam and leaving her flatmate's big dark breasts completely visible. Each breast was a full handful of glossy flesh the colour of dark chocolate, firm and tipped with yet darker nipples. Susan felt tempted to touch, perhaps stroking a nipple to test Paulette's reaction, but hesitated, unsure if such an action would count as service.

'Service' was the two women's agreement to take turns in acting as each other's maid between six and nine each evening. The idea was to provide the luxury of being waited on without having to incur the expense. It had been working well for several weeks, Susan's only difficulty being the strong sexual need that the intimate contact with Paulette always provoked.

'So why so tired?' Susan asked, partially to keep her mind off her friend's glorious breasts and partially out of genuine curiosity.

Paulette, a freelance journalist who covered London's social scene, normally took her work in her stride. Today had been different. It should have been Paulette's turn to be maid, but she had arrived back at the flat an hour later than usual, clearly flustered and begging Susan to swap days. Susan, whose work as a private investigator left her with gaps between periods of frantic activity, had taken sympathy on her flatmate and agreed. She also preferred to serve Paulette than the other way around, taking what she recognised as a distinctly masochistic pleasure in pretending to be the black girl's servant.

Susan had run the bath and poured a glass of wine while Paulette undressed, only letting her curiosity get the better of her when her passion for Paulette threatened to do so instead.

'Would you do me a favour?' Paulette asked.

'Sure,' Susan replied, surprised at the response to her question and wondering if the favour might just possibly include soaping Paulette's chest for her.

'I think I've got a really good story,' Paulette continued, 'maybe even more than that, but I need some information from the police.'

'I'll try,' Susan said doubtfully. 'I can't promise anything though, it's been over two years since I resigned.'

'You've still got contacts,' Paulette answered.

'Some,' Susan admitted, 'but I didn't get on that well with my colleagues; that's part of the reason I left. Anyway, what's the story?'

'It's complicated,' Paulette began, lying back in the bath until only her head and the swell of her breasts were clear of the water and bubbles. 'Massage my neck, could you? Yes, that's nice... a bit harder... perfect...'

'Carry on,' Susan urged as her hands worked on the muscles of Paulette's neck beneath the water.

'There was this guy called Alan Sowerby, a freelance like me but pretty well established,' Paulette continued. 'He used to specialise in food, wine, restaurants; that sort of thing. I met him a couple of times but we didn't get on; he was really pompous. Use your nails a bit... Yes, thanks Susan, that's so nice.'

Susan changed the rhythm of her fingers, sliding her nails gently across the skin of Paulette's shoulders, then repeating the action more firmly. Paulette sighed, leaning forward so that Susan could get at more of her back. Susan continued to stroke, trying to ignore the warm wet feeling between her legs.

'So,' Paulette continued, 'I was quite surprised when I went into the Pipe of Port for lunch and the owner asked if I could give Sowerby's briefcase back to him. It seems the guy remembered us talking and thought I was a friend of Sowerby's. I said I would because I'd been invited to a brandy tasting in the afternoon, and Sowerby was sure to be there.

'Of course I couldn't resist having a look inside, so I went and sat in Hyde Park and had a good rummage. Naughty, I know, but I've always been too nosy for my own good. Anyway, most of it was just long-winded notes for his work, but there was one bit that caught my attention. He'd tasted some wines at a restaurant and had decided that they weren't what they said on the label. Apparently, they were so poor in comparison with what they were supposed to be, he was certain they were fakes. That's lovely thanks, I feel much more relaxed. Could you get me another glass?'

Susan went to fill Paulette's glass, her mind hardly on her friend's story, but instead wondering if she could lay some hint to Paulette that she would be more than willing to have sex with her. It would have to be something subtle, and something that she could pull back from if Paulette didn't respond. As she watched the pale liquid splash into the glass, it occurred to Susan that by playfully extending her role as maid, she might just get what she wanted.

As Susan came back into the bathroom, Paulette turned onto her front, propping herself up on one arm. Her bottom showed above the suds, a chubby brown peach just begging for kisses. Susan knelt down by the bath and passed her friend the glass, hoping that her position gave the signals it was intended to.

'So,' Paulette resumed her story, 'when I got to the tasting, Sowerby wasn't there. But I did recognise a friend of his and asked if he was coming. The friend looked really shocked and told me that Sowerby had died of food poisoning only a couple of weeks ago!'

'Oh no!' Susan put in.

'I felt really embarrassed,' Paulette continued, 'and I felt I'd look really bad carrying his briefcase around when I'd hardly known him, so I didn't give it to him...' Paulette stopped talking, instead toying nervously with the stem of her glass. 'This is going to sound really bad,' she said after a while. 'You'll probably think I'm a real bitch.'

'No,' Susan assured her, 'tell me.'

'It's just...' Paulette began, 'well... you see, it's like this. If I was the one who discovered a really big wine scandal, then my reputation would be made, and Sowerby had been on to something that he obviously thought was major... Anyway, that's why I didn't hand over the briefcase. Am I a bitch?'

'Not really,' Susan said, more intent on soothing Paulette than worrying about the ethics of her behaviour. 'After all, I'm sure Sowerby would want the scandal to come out.'

'I suppose so,' Paulette admitted, 'but I still feel bad.'

'So how can I help?' Susan asked, keen to get off an area of conversation that threatened to subdue the normally bubbly Paulette.

'Well, Sowerby didn't know that much,' Paulette replied, once more enthusiastic, 'or if he did, he didn't write it down. You're a detective, so I thought you might help me. I mean, I spent the whole of this afternoon running around trying to find out more and got nowhere. You've been in CID; you'd know what to do.'

'Perhaps,' Susan admitted, 'but what did you want from the police?'

'To find out if there was anything suspicious about Sowerby's death.'

'Surely you don't think he was murdered?'

'Maybe,' Paulette replied, sounding slightly defensive. 'After all, if he exposed a big fraud, a lot of people would lose out.'

'True,' Susan admitted, 'but you said he died of food poisoning.'

'That's the thing,' Paulette continued. 'It was liver failure from some poisonous toadstool called “Destroying Angel”.'

'Poor guy, but these things happen,' Susan remarked.

'Not to Alan Sowerby,' Paulette replied. 'The one long conversation I did have with him was mainly him telling me how much he knew about food; especially fungi. He was going on about ceps and truffles and loads of other things I'd never heard of. No, he'd have known better.'

'Maybe,' Susan answered sceptically.

'Won't you do it then?' Paulette asked, sounding disappointed.

'For you, of course I will,' Susan answered. 'But don't expect too much, okay?'

'Thanks; I won't.'

'Now, what would you like your maid to do, Miss Richards?' Susan asked, keen not to let the moment slip away.

Small and not strictly necessary services and courtesies had already become part of the game: polishing shoes, addressing each other formally, and other little touches. Susan wondered if it could be taken a step further.

'Oh, let me see,' Paulette replied in an exaggeratedly haughty tone. 'Well, first of all, you can towel me down, and then serve me some more wine. Then dinner, I think.'

'Yes, Miss Richards,' Susan answered, her pulse racing at the thought of drying Paulette. She turned to take a warm towel from the radiator, holding it open as Paulette stood up in the bath. Looking surreptitiously at the black girl's body, Susan wondered if she could hold her pretence much longer. Paulette was tiny, shorter even than Susan herself, whose height had almost barred her from the police force. She was also exceptionally pretty in an impish, mischievous way, and her lack of height only served to exaggerate the size of her breasts and the fullness of the hips which flared out below a trim waist and a firm round tummy. A dense tangle of black hair hid her sex, an area of her body which Susan found her eyes drawn irresistibly towards.

As Paulette turned to climb out of the bath she showed her chubby bottom for just an instant, then had backed into the towel which Susan was holding out, taking the edges and wrapping it around her. Susan began to press sections of the towel against Paulette's body, trembling with every touch of the firm flesh. She could sense a faint, musky scent, intensely feminine and mingled with a trace of some exotic perfume. Taking the towel from Paulette's hands, Susan began to rub it against her friend's back, then her waist, rising, drying the smooth flesh over her ribcage. Susan shut her eyes as she took a full breast in each hand, feeling their weight through the towel. Finally the wonderful, plump breasts that she had been fantasising over for weeks were in her hands, full, heavier than her own, the big, black nipples half-stiff under her fingers.

Susan lingered as long as she dared and then carried on to dry Paulette's upper chest and neck. If the black girl had noticed the extra attention that had been paid to her boobs, she gave no sign of it, instead putting her hands on her head so that Susan could dry under her arms. What Susan wanted to do was drop the towel and take Paulette's breasts in her hands again, kissing the nape of her neck and soothing her while she stroked her nipples to full hardness.

It was more than she dared, even though she was trembling with lust and could hardly believe that Paulette was unaware of the state she was in. She moved lower, trying to remove the temptation of Paulette's breasts, only to find herself faced with the prospect of towelling an equally alluring bottom. It was irresistible and, a moment later, she had folded Paulette's bottom in the towel. Paulette responded by sticking it out a little, which was just too much for Susan. Sinking to her knees, she let the towel drop and planted a gentle, but deliberate, kiss on her friend's bottom.

That was it. She'd done it. She'd made an obviously sexual move which Paulette couldn't possibly miss nor misinterpret. Susan found herself blushing, her heart in her mouth as she waited for her friend's response; good or bad. None came, surprising Susan but tempting her to kiss the smooth skin again.

'Do maids normally kiss their mistresses there?' Paulette asked, all mock innocence.

'If they're told to,' Susan answered, her throat suddenly dry with expectation. Paulette wasn't shocked, or cross, or embarrassed, but she did seem keen to continue the game. 'Was I bad?'

Susan kissed Paulette's bottom again, this time lower and more slowly, pressing her face against the resilient flesh. She wanted Paulette to tell her she was bad and to be made to take her jeans and pants down for a spanking across the beautiful black girl's lap.

'Was I?' she repeated when Paulette didn't answer.

'Yes,' Paulette eventually said, 'but not as bad as me for teasing you.'

'Teasing me?' Susan queried, realising at once that every casual exposure of Paulette's body, every cheeky remark and every apparently accidental sexy pose for the last few weeks had been deliberate. 'Why didn't you say you wanted me?'

'I wasn't sure you'd want to,' Paulette answered, 'and I wanted you to make the first move. I'm sorry—' Paulette broke off, sighing as Susan's tongue traced a slow line up the cleft of her bottom, then spoke again, more hesitantly.

'You could make me sorry by putting the bath-brush across my behind...' she said, trailing off.

Susan stopped licking, realising there was a small problem. She had guessed that Paulette enjoyed the idea of spanking from earlier conversations, but had always hoped it would be herself who got her bottom smacked if anything ever happened. During a brief spell of duty in the Carapine Islands, Susan had been regularly spanked, not only by her boyfriend but also by his sister, which had given her a taste for it. George and Maria Lyle had been big, powerfully built Caribbeans who had found it not only exciting but highly amusing to spank Susan, an attitude which Susan had found gave her an exquisite thrill of erotic humiliation.

Getting Paulette to carry on where Maria Lyle had left off had been on Susan's mind ever since they had moved into the flat together. For all Paulette's small size, she had a vivacious, almost aggressive slant to her personality that greatly appealed to Susan. Unfortunately, now that she finally had what she wanted in her grasp, it turned out that what Paulette wanted was the same as her rather than its compliment.

'I was rather hoping you'd do that to me,' she admitted, 'please?'

'Susan!' Paulette responded, sounding more than a little frustrated.

'I am the maid,' Susan continued, aware that she sounded both defensive and rather pathetic.

'But...' Paulette began softly, and then suddenly with a sharper tone, 'oh okay, but really!'

Before Susan could respond in any way, Paulette had rounded on her and pushed her to the floor.

'Hey!' she squeaked, trying not to giggle as Paulette turned her face down and settled her bare bottom across Susan's shoulders, pressing her face to the tiles.

'Okay then, girl,' Paulette growled as she squeezed her hand under Susan's belly and fumbled for the button of her jeans. 'You wanted it; you're going to get it!'

Susan did start to giggle and kick as Paulette unfastened her jeans and tugged them down over her hips. Her panties followed immediately, Susan sighing as her bottom was bared for punishment. It had always been her favourite moment, maybe even better than the actual spanking; that exquisite instant when her pants were pulled down and her naked bottom was exposed to whoever was about to discipline her.

With Maria Lyle, it had started out on the seat of Susan's uniform skirt, then with the skirt pulled up and her panties her only protection, finally with Susan's white bottom bare. On her return from the Carapines, her experience of bare-bottomed beatings had increased, including sessions with hairbrushes, several men's belts, a cane and birch twigs. However hard her punishment, having her pants taken down had always been the most exquisite, delicious indignity. Now Paulette was doing the same, peeling Susan's most intimate garment away without a thought of leaving her any modesty.

'Right, girl,' Paulette said, her weight shifting on Susan's back as she reached for the bath-brush, 'I'm going to smack your lily-white behind until it's the colour of a tomato!'

Susan sighed and then yelped as Paulette brought the brush down hard across her bottom. It was the first spanking she'd had in a while, and she'd forgotten how much it stung, especially with a wooden implement in place of a hand. Paulette laughed at Susan's response and brought the brush down again, even harder, then once more before Susan had even time to get her breath back.

Paulette laughed aloud as she watched Susan's bottom wobble under the brush, the soft, white flesh turning rapidly pink. Even though most of her fantasies involved being on the receiving end of a punishment spanking, she was thoroughly enjoying using the brush on her flatmate's naked behind.

Each impact of the brush made a meaty smack with Susan's bottom, drawing a fresh yelp from the kicking, wriggling girl. Paulette carried on, laughing at her friend's struggles and the way her bottom bounced and quivered with each smack. Susan's breath was coming in short gasps, her hips bucking to the rhythm of her beating, making her cheeks part to show Paulette brief glimpses of dark hair and the wrinkled spot of her bottom-hole.

Unlike Susan, Paulette had always felt the need of a spanking, revelling not just in the physical sensation of a warm bottom but in a wonderful feeling of release that only came with being thoroughly punished. Also unlike Susan, she didn't take her pleasure from the humiliation of the experience, indeed not even finding it humiliating. Instead, she felt that regular chastisement was something she deserved, simply for being her cheeky, teasing self.

Like Susan, however, she had wanted to play from the first, finding Susan's petite muscular figure, girlish haircut and sensitive yet determined character immensely appealing.

Only when Susan began to sob did Paulette stop spanking her, dismounting and kissing her friend tenderly before taking her gently by the hand and leading her into the bedroom. Susan followed, rubbing her bottom and looking at the floor, but with her mouth set in a happy smile.

Paulette knew how the game went. She herself had played it many times before. Susan would now be compliant to whatever she wanted; Paulette's plaything until they had both come and were lying in each other's arms.

Paulette turned and sat on the edge of the bed, motioning Susan down to a kneeling position between her knees. She saw Susan gulp, her eyes rising to look her in the face, and then travelling down over her throat, breasts and belly, coming to rest on the moist pink flesh of her pussy. Susan's tongue popped out, moistening her lips as Paulette curled a hand around the back of her head and took her gently but firmly by the hair. A whimper escaped the well-spanked girl's mouth as Paulette eased her down between her legs, watching Susan's mouth open and sighing as her friend's lips touched her vagina.

'Oh, Susan,' Paulette managed, as the tip of Susan's tongue found her clitoris and started to lap. She began to stroke Susan's hair, her thighs squeezing together as her muscles started to give the small, rhythmic contractions that came before orgasm. It was happening really fast, far faster than she had expected. She screamed as her orgasm hit her, then again, pulling Susan's face hard against her pussy. Every muscle in her body tensed, then abruptly relaxed, and she was lying panting on the bed.

A moment later, Susan climbed up on top of her and they were in each other's arms, kissing. Without a word they worked their way under the covers, Susan lying back as Paulette burrowed down the bed to return the favour she had just taken.

––––––––
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DETECTIVE INSPECTOR Ted Gage kicked at a piece of charred wood and stuck his hands deeper into his pockets. The wood snapped, releasing a puff of ash into the damp morning air. Around him, firemen still worked among the burnt-out remains of what had been a furniture warehouse. 'World of Pine', a collapsed sign declared from on top of what had once been a reception desk. The rest of the warehouse was much the same: a smouldering ruin, the stock either burnt or soaked beyond restoration. Not that it had been good furniture, he considered, looking critically at a piece of wet chipboard from which staples protruded at odd angles, but it was still a pity.

What was worse was that it was the fifth similar fire in three months. The MO was always the same: a warehouse at the edge of a big trading estate, a petrol bomb through a high window and that was it. The fires had been scattered across London, but most had been in the east or north. Gage had little doubt that they were linked, and almost as little that whoever was doing it had no deep or complex motive but was simply out for kicks: a fire-raiser.

That was what made the case so difficult and so frustrating. The vast majority of crimes were committed either for gain or because people couldn't get along. In both cases there was always something to go on; leads to be traced, motives to be investigated, suspects and witnesses to interview. With the fire-raiser, it was different. He struck at night, randomly, and taking good care not to be caught on estate surveillance cameras. That was what made the bastard so hard to catch, but neither the press nor his Superintendent saw it that way.

The press were particularly irritating. On the one hand they would write serious articles on the inadequacy of the police in coping with a task that, from the way they made it look, should have been easy.

Then they would produce a huge picture of one of the fires and several paragraphs of dramatic text. Gage could imagine the fire-raiser gloating over the articles, pasting cuttings on his wall in some grubby bed-sit, and when the fuss died down going out to do another one so that he'd be back in the papers. Nicknaming him the Fire Ghost hadn't helped either, a name that was sure to boost his ego and might also spawn copycats.

Detective Superintendent Keeson was nearly as bad. Gage's record was good, if not spectacular, and he had handled some pretty tough cases in his time. He got results, even if they were usually down to long experience, patience and hard grind rather than brilliant detective work. The way Keeson spoke, anybody would have thought Gage was an idiot beat-pounder, being told off for not following the book. What was especially galling was having to take orders from a woman, and a woman two years younger than him at that. Okay, so Julia Keeson did have an enviable record that had earned her fast track promotion, but it was still annoying to be her subordinate.

Between them, the press and Julia Keeson were putting a lot of pressure on him that would not otherwise have been there. Five fires and still he had no lead. Still, it was just possible that the remains of the World of Pine would reveal clues where the previous four fires had failed to do so.

Gage turned, watching the sun rise above the skyline of Walthamstow to the east, its orange light reflecting briefly in the oily waters of the Lee Valley canal. The air had the typical feel of a summer morning, cool and fresh, promising another hot dry day. Had it not been for the smells of smoke and molten plastic, the scene would have been rather pleasant, for all the surrounding industrial squalor of Edmonton.

Opposite him, across the canal, were buildings of grey concrete and crumbling red brick, a double line of pylons and a half-built flyover; hardly an idyllic scene. Nevertheless, the canal had a certain tranquillity, with its perfectly smooth surface and ragged line of early morning fishermen spaced out along the bank. For a moment, Gage wondered if one of the fishermen might be the fire-raiser, come to watch the aftermath of his crime. He dismissed the idea as fanciful, or at least impractical from an investigative point of view.

Turning back to the wreckage of the World of Pine, he sought out the owner, a Mohammed Khan, and steeled himself to the inevitable angry interview.

––––––––
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PAULETTE CURLED HERSELF into a comfortable position on the bed and opened Alan Sowerby's diary. Naked under a light robe, she felt drowsy and satisfied. With one hand she began to turn the pages, the other gently stroking her bottom. She read quickly, scanning the words as her fingers, and her thoughts, lingered on the roughened lines of skin where Susan had put six strokes across her bottom with a length of bamboo.

Most of Sowerby's remarks had no obvious relevance to the wine scandal he had been intent on exposing. Among his other papers were the original tasting-notes, the name of the restaurant at which he had first become suspicious, and the name of a wholesaler. The name of the wholesaler was de Vergy Fine Wines, a company that Sowerby had clearly viewed as of only moderate importance in the hierarchy of the wine trade.

As she read his diary, it soon became clear that if Sowerby was unimpressed by the company, then the opposite was true of his attitude to its proprietor. A whole page was given over to a description of Annabella de Vergy, Sowerby writing in a manner that managed to be simultaneously pompous and smutty.

Paulette read it with interest, amused at the way he pictured her as an untouchable goddess and then went on to speculate how she might look naked. The description became pretty intimate, although clearly based only on his fantasies. One piece in particular amused her, '...naturally the cunt of such a flower of English womanhood must be a neat purse of soft flesh. No swollen lips and rude red centre, no coarse black hair or dangling labia; such things are for common women, not my glorious golden Annabella. Hair like yellow duck down must hide sweet lips, firm and demurely closed, yet inside moist with the dew of Cupid, awaiting Priapus with both modesty and passion. Deeper, more secret still, her anus will be like a pink rosebud, tiny and puckered, virgin yet eager...'

Paulette laughed out loud at Sowerby's bizarre attitude. On the one hand, he viewed the woman as an immaculate ideal, impossibly perfect. On the other, he wanted to bugger her. A flush of guilt suddenly shot through Paulette at the thought that the author of the purple prose was dead and would doubtless have been horrified by the thought of his words being read. She continued anyway, reminding herself that she was now intent on exposing the scandal he had been so proud of discovering.

There was no evidence that he had done more than fantasise about Annabella de Vergy, but he had met her several times, either at her warehouse or for dinner at her home in Little Venice. Reading on, Paulette discovered that Sowerby had discovered that Annabella's company was the main victim of the scandal. He had gone to great care to inform her gently, as if she were likely to collapse in shock at the news. Given that she was the owner of a presumably successful business, this reaction struck Paulette as unlikely. After that came the most telling remark, Sowerby stating that he had told Annabella de Vergy that she was being cheated by one of her French suppliers. This had been at a dinner party given by Annabella's warehouse manager, a Philip Ruddock.

It didn't say how she was being cheated, or which supplier was involved, and after that the remarks in the diary became increasingly florid as Sowerby became more and more besotted. During July he had seen her once a week or so, still without consummating his passion. Finally the diary came to an abrupt halt in early August, obviously at the point he had left his briefcase in the Pipe of Port.

Paulette shut the diary with a snap and rolled over on the bed. Whatever Susan came up with, the next move was obviously to visit Annabella de Vergy.

––––––––
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SUSAN SHUT THE DOOR of her car and stood to look out across Hampstead Heath. London was spread out beneath her, towers rising against the clear blue sky, sunlight glinting from windows, the occasional movement of a vehicle, the low line of hills with their two masts to the south. The day was beginning to warm up, but the air was still fresh enough to clear the cobwebs from her head. The previous night was a blur: punishment, sex, more sex and more punishment until she and Paulette had fallen asleep sprawled naked on the bed. In the morning she had been too tired to do more than briefly inspect the state of her bottom and kiss Paulette goodbye, leaving with the clear understanding that going to bed together had been neither an accident nor a mistake.

Their sex had been good - wonderful, in fact - uninhibited and passionate, driven by having wanted each other for weeks before it had actually happened. There was a pleasant, sexy ache to her bottom: sexy because it reminded her of what Paulette had done with her hand, the bath-brush, a long-handled hairbrush, and finally a length of bamboo that they had borrowed from its normal job of propping up the cheese-plant. Not that Paulette had gotten away with it, Susan remembered, chuckling to herself at the memory of Paulette kneeling naked on the bed with her lovely bottom stuck up and six purple stripes standing out across the dark velvet of her cheeks. She shivered at the memory and turned her attention back to the cityscape.

She blew out her cheeks, still feeling a touch of tiredness, even after driving up to the Heath. Alan Sowerby had lived in Highgate and, by good fortune, one of Susan's ex-colleagues was stationed nearby. Not that Paul Berner would have been her ideal choice, she considered. As a DC, he had been brash and cock-sure, making no secret of fancying her but ruining his chances by behaving like a chauvinistic pig, both on duty and off. Since then he had gained promotion to Detective Sergeant. So much she had discovered during their brief telephone conversation, and the higher rank seemed only to have added to his laddishness and self-assurance.

Walking down to the police station, she considered her best strategy. Berner had no reason to make life easy for her, but he had always fancied her and might well be persuaded to look up the information that Paulette wanted about Sowerby on the national police computer. Better still, he might have been involved with the Sowerby case, assuming the death had warranted a police investigation.

That was the crux of the matter. Paulette's reasoning struck Susan as somewhat dramatic, also over-abstract: qualities that might be useful in a reporter but had little place in detection. Susan preferred a combination of hard fact and statistical analysis. Sowerby had been a gourmet, constantly sampling exotic dishes that most people would never even know about. He had died of poisoning from a lethal toadstool, the Destroying Angel, Amanita Virosa.

Susan had looked the species up, finding an unremarkable white fungus not unlike a field mushroom. Sowerby had been a writer, not a scientist, and it seemed perfectly reasonable to Susan that he might have made a fatal mistake. The thing was also rare and unquestionably lethal. Sowerby had been an expert on edible fungi, true, but that didn't mean he was also an expert on poisonous ones.

Susan reached the police station and jumped up the front steps. It was a tall building of red brick, the old-fashioned blue lamp still in place over the main door. The desk sergeant called for Berner at her request, and a minute later he appeared.

'Paul, hi,' she greeted him as he pushed open the door that led into the interior of the station.

'Susan, you haven't changed at all,' he replied, extending his hand. 'Still as sexy as ever.'

Nor have you, Susan thought, noting that he had waited for the exact instant that the desk sergeant was out of hearing before making his remark. Actually he had changed, she corrected herself, at least physically. A little bald patch had started on the crown of his head and his face had picked up a line or two. Even at training college, when he had been among the best-looking of the cadets, there had been something sleazy about him. Now his looks were fading but the sleaziness was more pronounced than ever.

'What can I do for you?' Berner asked affably, turning back to Susan as he made his way along the passage.

'I was wondering if you could give me some information?' Susan asked.

'Maybe,' Berner replied. 'Look, my governor's out; let's use his office.'

'Sure,' Susan replied as she followed him up a flight of stairs.

Berner said nothing more until he was seated behind the desk in the DI's office, then flipped a cigarette into his mouth and offered one to Susan. She declined and watched him go through the motions of lighting up. She remembered his habit of smoking, something that particularly disgusted her and another reason that she had never accepted a date with him.

'So,' he asked, 'what's up?'

'I wanted to know about a man called Sowerby, Alan Sowerby,' Susan began, deciding to cut straight to the point. 'He died a few weeks ago, ostensibly of food poisoning. I need to know if his death was considered suspicious.'

'That's tricky,' Berner answered, sucking air between his teeth, an irritating mannerism Susan remembered from when they had been colleagues. 'It wasn't a case I had anything to do with, or I'd remember; and, as you well know, we're not supposed to take stuff off the computer for any old Joe Public who walks in.'

'I'm not any old Joe Public,' Susan answered. 'I'm an ex-colleague and a private investigator as well.'

'Well...' Berner answered, once more sucking air between his teeth.

'Come on, Paul,' Susan urged, 'it won't take a second.'

'Hmm...' Berner continued, wheeling the chair back from the desk and sitting back casually with his knees apart. 'Maybe, but...'

It took Susan a fraction of a second to realise what he wanted. He'd been notorious for it, boasting about how many blow-jobs he got and how many girls were eager to suck him.

'Paul—' she began to remonstrate, only to be cut off by his sly smile and a gentle shake of his head.

'Come on, Susan, it won't take a second,' he quipped, imitating her voice as his hand went to his zip.

'For goodness' sake, Paul,' Susan protested. 'You can't just—'

'Oh, yes, I can,' Berner answered, 'and it won't be the first time.'

'Don't be a dirty bastard, Paul,' Susan tried, hoping to play on whatever sense of morality he might have left. 'You just can't expect me to do that—'

'Come on,' Berner broke in, 'a quick blow-job never hurt anyone. You should be pleased to get the offer from a good-looking guy like me.'

'I—' Susan started, barely able to believe Berner's sheer arrogance.

'Jesus, you girls make a fuss,' Berner exclaimed. 'What's the big deal? You open your mouth, in goes my cock, you suck a bit, I come, you swallow, it's all over. No big deal, right?'

'No, it's not right,' Susan snapped. 'It's a really intimate thing to do! Especially if you come!'

His expression hardened at her reluctance. 'It's simple,' he said quietly. 'You want your information, you suck my cock. You don't want it, you don't have to suck me. Take your pick.'

'I...' Susan began again, only to stop, unsure how to continue. She looked out of the window to the jumble of red-brick houses and tiled roofs that stood to the rear of the station. Berner was an oily self-satisfied bastard, yet the combination of talking dirty and his very arrogance were starting to get to her. One thing was certain, he wasn't going to back down. If she wanted her information she was going to have to do what he demanded. She needed the information, but did she need it that badly?

'Come on, Susie, you know you want to,' Berner wheedled.

'That's what you think,' she answered, half-intent on not ending up on her knees with his cock in her mouth, half-wanting exactly that.

'Hey, look,' he said. 'If it's your precious pride or reputation or whatever you're worrying about, then don't. It'll just be between us, and come on, you know you'll enjoy it.'

'Isn't there something else you might want?' Susan asked desperately.

'A shag?'

'No—' Susan started hotly, then stopped. It was hopeless.

'Come on, Susie,' Berner said.

'Okay!' she snapped. 'Okay... But at least have the decency to lock the door.'

'Good point, good point,' Berner remarked as he got to his feet. 'Oh, and you can get your tits out, too. I've always wanted to see your tits.'

'Oh, for goodness' sake,' Susan answered him, starting to unbutton her blouse as the latch snapped into place on the door lock.

'Good girl,' Berner remarked, watching Susan expose the swell of her breasts with undisguised relish. 'I'm going to enjoy this. I always did think you'd look good with your face wrapped around my cock.'

'I'm sure you did,' Susan responded. 'You always were a dirty bastard. Look, you can come on my boobs or in your hand, but not in my mouth, okay?'

'Fair enough,' Berner agreed. 'But I don't see why you're so fussy.'

Because you're a slime-ball, she thought as he slouched back in the chair and once more spread his knees wide. She had reached the lowest button of her blouse and was pulling the tails out of her jeans, having decided to take it off rather than risk making a mess of it. He pulled his zip down as she unclipped her bra, flopping his cock into his hand as her breasts were bared to his lecherous gaze.

'Oh, they're nice,' he leered, beginning to stroke his penis. 'Lovely and big. Did you know the boys used to call you Peaches?'

'No,' Susan admitted, somewhat flattered despite herself. She took off her bra and hung it on the back of the chair with her blouse. Berner's cock was semi-stiff, the foreskin beginning to roll back.

'Come on, show them off,' he demanded.

Susan reluctantly cupped a breast in each hand, holding them together and then leaning forward to make the best of her cleavage. Berner sat with his eyes fixed on her, his fingers moving his foreskin up and down as his cock expanded. Susan bounced her breasts in her hands and ran her thumbs over the nipples, making them erect.

'Your tits are gorgeous, Susie,' Berner said. 'Now come and get that pretty mouth around my cock.'

Susan hesitated for a moment, and then walked around the desk and knelt between his legs, his cock inches from her face. Intent on teasing him, she stroked her fingernails slowly down his shaft, making him expel his breath with a sharp hiss.

'Come on then, love, get on with it,' Berner said, his voice slightly hoarse.

She took his cock gingerly in her hand and held it, squeezing gently and feeling the thick shaft pulse. It was pale and rather fleshy, sprouting up from a nest of dark hair: an obscene sight - deliciously obscene. Reasoning that she might as well make the best of it, Susan tweaked down the front of Berner's jockey shorts and pulled out his balls, cupping them in her hand as she stroked his cock.

'You're loving this, aren't you?' Berner said thickly. 'I always knew you were a tart underneath.'

Instead of answering, Susan gulped his cock into her mouth and started to suck. He tasted salty and male, his prick thickening quickly as she slid her lips up and down the shaft. Berner's words were coarse, insulting, but that was exactly what was starting to turn her on. That, and being made to suck his cock. To have to kneel topless on the office floor with a man's erection in her mouth was wonderfully rude, dirty, undignified, and exactly the sort of thing that excited her.
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