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Chapter 1
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ONE NIGHT SHE DREAMT about him. Dreamt, not crudely, not pornographically, that he was in her, having her, breaking her. Dreamt not of wet phallus, ruthless penetration, rhythmically plunging buttocks, but of passion. Of him and passion. Of lust and passion abstracted from flesh and blood; a dream of emotion, of feeling with no images, a dream of sexual satisfaction without sexual mechanics. Satisfaction centred on him. Emotion and feeling centred on him. Emotion and feeling totally concerned with sex. A subconscious presentation of how much her body craved and wanted him.

Stephanie could not remember if the dream had come before she had bought the book, the first of the books, or after. It seemed that both had occurred simultaneously but, of course, one did have to come first. (Much later she knew the books had come before the dream.) Not that it really mattered. At the moment, after all, only he seemed to matter.

She had watched Martin now for several weeks. She watched him come in and sit down in the mornings. It was late summer and he never wore a coat. She watched his thighs. She watched his face. She thought she knew how his arms looked, how his legs and buttocks were shaped, how his muscles would lie when he stretched out, how they would contract when he moved. She knew his face, she knew his expressions. She knew the way creases appeared on his face if he worried, frowned or smiled. She watched the smallest changes that flitted across his brow and thought she could recognise every emotion, every nuance of emotion.

He paid little attention to her. He knew her name, but that was inevitable and she could take no comfort from the fact. He would say good morning and good night but there was no reason for him to say anything else to her. Their work did not bring them together. They had no friends in common. Their lives were separate, joined only by the open-plan office. She had calculated the distance to his desk, one empty day. Sixteen feet. She had converted it to metres. She had added on four feet to cover the distance from the edge of the desks to the chairs on which they both sat. Twenty feet. That had made her cross all evening. Cross at her schoolgirl passion, cross at such ridiculous calculations. Cross at him. Cross at his lack of awareness.

She had never conceived such feelings before. Such desire. Such unrequited desire. Why now? Why here and now? She was conscious of the amount of time she spent thinking about Martin, dreaming about Martin, seeing Martin. She was conscious that he had become larger than life, better than life: stronger, more than real.

Perhaps she didn't want him at all. Perhaps the fantasy was the attraction and the reality would be a grubby disappointment. It was a comforting thought. She had read that the essence of sexual pleasure was fantasy: so this was her fantasy. As George laboured at her body and her mind lifted away to Martin it was true she became aroused in a way George had never been able to arouse her unless she imagined he was Martin. His thigh, his eyes, his hands, his penis.

George was conscientious sexually when the mood took him (if the mood took him). For two years on an occasional basis he had made love to her conscientiously. He had given her orgasms when she was in the mood. She had faked orgasms when she wasn't. He was clean and pleasant and, she supposed, she would have ultimately allowed him to take her over. She would sink into his comfortable life. Her comfortable family in their comfortable home had sent her to a comfortable school and a comfortable university. And then comfortable George had found her or she had found him, she couldn't remember which, and they would continue the comfortable circle with comfortable children of their own. That was it, she told herself. That was what this sudden passion was all about - an adolescent middle-class desire for adventure, excitement, perhaps even a desire to punish herself for the guilt of possessing so much comfort. (Was that psychological sophistication running riot?) Unfortunately such thoughts did not lessen the passion nor make it more bearable.

––––––––
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GEORGE LAY NEXT TO her now, his erect penis pushing against her thigh as his mouth sucked on her nipple. The first sticky drops of Cowper's fluid leaking from his penis felt tacky on the flesh of her navel. She was not in the mood. His tongue flicked at the point of her nipple, then circled it, leaving a wet trail on her breast. She could think only of the trails slugs leave on garden paths. She felt his hand running down from her back over her other breast and then on to her navel. Rather too quickly she thought. She knew exactly what he would do next. The inevitable routine. His hand ran on down to her knee, caressing it perfunctorily before moving up again along the inside of her thigh. Cue for his mouth to seek her neck. His hand pushed down into her downy pubic hair to find her clitoris. This time she allowed him to part her thighs but with rather more effort than usual so his movements seemed harsher, clumsier. That minor game played, once his fingertip had found her clitoris, she separated her legs with better grace and gave a little, almost imperceptible, moan. He was in a hurry. His fingers hardly paused at her clitoris before they dived to find her opening. She knew what he would find: she was dry and unyielding. No room for passion.

George's conscientiousness overcame his disappointment. His fingers stroked the long crease of her sex, starting at the top of her clitoris and plunging along to the knot of her arse. Every time she sensed a pause at her vagina as if he was testing the temperature of the water. She remained passive. She was not in the mood. Now he concentrated on the little bud of her clitoris, caressing it slowly, regularly. Nine points for effort. The sensation of pleasure reached up to her. She sensed her body arching towards him. She knew the wetness was growing in her vagina, just as she could feel the wetness seeping from his penis down on to the flesh of her thigh. Another slug's trail. He moved on to her, his penis rubbing the curls of her pubic hair but she was not ready: his penetration was clumsy. Her vagina resisted as he pushed inside. Half resisted. The head of his penis was received but he could get no further without hurting her. He wanted entry and would not retreat. She gasped as he pushed into her. He whispered his apology but pushed again: this time he said, 'sorry' with the same inflection as 'fuck you'.

Raising her head slightly over his shoulder she could see the rise and fall of his arse. He had a spot, red and ugly, on the top of his left buttock. The movement of his penis inside her moved her not at all. The excitement that lubricated her vagina was automatic, a reflex. The body had no reflex for pleasure once penetration was achieved. That was the mind's job. He had started kissing her neck again but his mouth was too wet and she felt saliva run down to the pillow. She was conscious of his weight. She was aware that the distance between this activity and ecstasy was very small. She knew how to cover that distance but tonight she would not. She would not think of Martin. She would not imagine him. She would not.

George's weight was getting too much for her. Callously, like the white-coated man she had once seen pushing the stallion's penis into a mare, she reached under his thighs with her hand and took hold of his balls. At first she could only hold one, the other bounced out of her reach; but by pulling on the skin of his scrotum she reeled the other into her grasp. So vulnerable, she thought, cupped in her hand. George's movements increased as it always did. She pulled harder, pulling his balls away from his penis. Milking time. She felt him come with her hand, his balls tightening as he groaned and pushed into her. She made no attempt to come or to pretend to come.

––––––––
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PERHAPS IT WAS THE ordinariness of her sex with George that had made her buy the first book. Not consciously though. In fact now she couldn't remember where she had bought it, even if she had bought it or if someone - who, she could not imagine - had given it to her. In fact it was like the chicken and the egg: which had come first - her curiosity about sex or the book which had created her curiosity? Curiosity did not seem an appropriate word. It was not like wanting to find out how many types of butterfly there were. At least it was not like that now. Now curiosity had turned to fascination. And fascination was turning to something else. She had read the book casually at first, not paying much attention to it. But after she'd read it she realised that some of the things she'd read kept coming back to her, drifting into a vacant mind, even a busy mind. She read it again.

The man's penis had been bound in a leather strap around his balls and the base of his erection. The strap made the penis swell, each vein engorged with blood standing out in relief like the branches of dead ivy wrapped round a fallen tree.

––––––––
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WHEN SHE WAS ALONE, after George had expressed his guilt at her not coming, at his haste, and after she made some excuse as to why he couldn't spend the night in her bed, she did not fall asleep. The idea of Martin demanded her attention. She had not wanted it earlier for some reason, but now she was not sure. If she allowed it she would become aroused, if she did not she would have to try to sleep. Martin. She thought of Martin, and then cut him from her mind with the thought of George and the red spot on his plunging buttock. The image was like a cold shower. Then she thought of Martin again. The water became hotter. Her hand moved to her clitoris. She must not. She must not. He must not. He must not dominate her. What schoolgirl fantasies. She was a woman behaving like a child; she must exclude him. She must not allow him to become a shibboleth of her actions.

Her fingers had found their own rhythm. Her vagina was wet from George's semen. Her fingers slid easily from her vagina to her clitoris, to the knot of her clitoris as she wallowed in sensation. She held the door open for Martin as she parted her legs, as she threw back the sheets for him. She did everything for Martin. Her fingers explored for him, touched for him, felt for him. She moaned as if he would hear. She cried out as if he would hear. She felt the juices flow inside her as he would feel them. She came then, sharply, almost painfully. In the aftermath she felt no chill in the warmth she had generated. No regret that she had allowed in. He had taken her. He had forced her. She was not to blame.
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Chapter 2
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STEPHANIE DIDN'T REALLY panic until twelve. At ten-thirty she imagined him sitting in his car on the West Way, reading a newspaper, waiting for the traffic in front of him to unsnarl itself. At eleven-thirty the traffic jam theory was altogether too preposterous: it had to be something else, something she could not imagine. At twelve she panicked. The chair twenty feet away remained empty. It was not until lunch time that she discovered he had been moved upstairs.

Another girl had heard from his secretary, the one he had shared but who was now going to be exclusively his, that he had been promoted one grade. One grade, one floor; the company believed in symmetrical neatness in matters of status. The top floor was the top floor.

It was difficult to analyse her feelings. In a sense she felt relief, in a sense disappointment. In a sense she felt gratitude. It would be a relief not to stare continually, to be continually reminded of her desire and distance between them. A relief from his physical presence. It was a disappointment not to be able to see him, not to be able to top up her images of him with the reality: to add to her images the sort of shirt he was wearing and the kind of tie. The gratitude was more complex and perhaps quite out of place. The company that had moved him upstairs was to be thanked if it made it easier for her to reach him, if the fact that they were no longer in proximity would mean an affair could now be started without embarrassment.

She had gone over to him so many times in her imagination, with so many different approaches that she sometimes found it difficult to remember that she had never actually spoken to him. And in those imagined dialogues he had often explained to her that he couldn't become involved with someone he worked with, however remotely. It would be too distracting for them, too much to bear. At least this line of defence against her was now partly closed. One less excuse for him to fall back on.

The afternoon passed. The desk remained empty. Her head remained full; full of new approaches, new avenues, new adventures, new circumstances. She had known that if circumstances had remained unchanged it would have taken her weeks to approach him across those twenty feet: now she knew it would take her only days to go up one floor, find his desk and speak to him. Speak to Martin. Only a few days now. It only remained to rehearse exactly what she would say and exactly what he would do.

––––––––
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GEORGE TOOK HER OUT to dinner at the weekend. She had almost decided that Monday was to be the day. She would allow George to distract her once more. Next week might be another world. And of course, realistically, absolutely nothing might change - in which case George, stringy and full of holes, would serve as her safety net.

He liked Japanese food. The waitresses, obis indicating their innocence, serve the man first, bowing and backing away. She was sure it was this rather than the delicate, intricately prepared food that appealed to George. The women were so small, so self-effacing, so undemanding; anyone of them would be the perfect wife for the perfect chauvinist. George always attempted some Japanese greeting which produced refined giggles whenever it was trotted out. The women smiled and smiled and smiled. If they thought him a fool they showed not the slightest sign of it. If they sat behind the paper screens in the kitchen, telling each other how he mispronounced their language and laughing at his presumptions, by the time they returned with the food their faces had been wiped of any expression save their innocuous smiles.

George insisted they drunk sake. She found it cloying, especially when the heat had left it, and it always left a strange numbing aftertaste in her mouth, as if she had just paid a visit to the dentist.

In a way the food had the same effect. Her mouth felt used, her teeth ached slightly as though their enamel had been coated with some fine acid. Over tea, while George ordered more sake, she listened to the conversation on the next table. It was occupied by a couple, the man in his fifties with a ragged careworn face, who spoke English with a heavy middle-European accent, and the girl no more than twenty with an almost pure white complexion. Everything about the girl suggested innocence, not sexual innocence, but innocence of life, sin, of hurt. The man told her, his voice lowered, of a previous affair with a girl who had worked in the British Embassy in Bucharest. He was trying to shock her, to hurt her a little: his tone was hard, almost angry. She remained placid, ahead of the game through her innocence. Eventually she asked whether the girl had been a good lover. The man did not answer. What happened to her, the girl continued. She married a Major in the infantry.

George finished his sake and took her home. The image of the white-skinned girl laying naked before the older man grew in her mind. She would be slightly overweight, but only slightly: just too rounded. He would be ugly. Ugly flesh. Ugly body. Ugly flesh driving into her softness. He would be a bad lover, coming too quickly, careless of feelings, his penis shrinking from her wet and wrinkled. He would not bother to make excuses.

They drove to her flat in silence. George came in without asking and poured himself a Scotch. When he kissed her the smell of his breath seemed to pour into her like a drink. She could find no way to prevent it. He kissed her with his tongue, pushing it up against her teeth and down into her mouth. Leaving him to undress, she went to the bathroom. The fluorescent light was uncompromising and exactly what she wanted. Almost with a physical shock, she realised she had not thought of Martin for two hours. She peed in a hard stream and took her make-up off, keeping her long dark hair out of the way with an old scarf. As she used the mirror she did not look at herself but merely what she was working on. The face that stared back at her seemed remote, impersonal, another woman, someone else. With the make-up removed she pulled her hair free from the scarf and shook her head. In the mirror the long black hair cascaded over her face. She pulled it back with one hand and stared hard at herself. Dark hair, deep brown eyes ('brandy eyes'), dark hairy eyebrows that had to be plucked regularly, long eyelashes, a small well-shaped nose and her mouth, her best feature; lips that were so dark they needed little lipstick, full fleshy lips in a sensual mouth. She suddenly felt cold and decided to leave her clothes on. She wondered about the girl with the white skin and remembered her saying to the man, 'I'm sorry I'm not very talkative.'

George was lying on the bed, on top of the bed naked. His penis was flaccid. On the bedside table was another glass of Scotch. She turned the other lights off, leaving just the light from the bedside lamp. He looked at his watch.

'It's Sunday.'

She did not reply.

Kneeling by his side on the bed, still fully clothed, she took his penis in her hand. He moved his head to look at her but otherwise did not move. Not conscientious tonight. He made no effort to kiss her. He made no effort to pull her down to him. He just watched her face. His penis began to swell in her hand. She had ringed it between her thumb and finger, and was drawing this ring up and down his shaft. When his penis had grown sufficiently, she stopped to pull back his foreskin so that her fingers touched the more sensitive ridges underneath. He made no noise but she could feel his penis swelling again. As she continued the slow movements she wished she had taken off her tights. Kneeling on them pulled at the nylon, making the position uncomfortable.

She stopped and got up off the bed. George looked momentarily alarmed and then perhaps disappointed as she reached up under her dress and pulled her tights and panties off. She took her dress off too but left her bra on.

When she resumed wanking him he looked happier, she thought. He did not want to fuck her, he hadn't the energy to fuck her, he did not want to perform.

She performed. Again she felt the urge to finish it quickly. She could take him in her mouth, holding his balls in her hand, squeezing him like an icing bag until the icing spilt into her mouth. She could but she would not. She moved her hand slightly so her thumb slid over the escarpment at the back of his penis. With her other hand she felt under his balls until her finger lay at the edge of his arse. Increasing the rhythm again she penetrated his anus with her middle finger feeling the dry warmth inside. His arse was not like a vagina; it was narrow and thin and clenched. As best she could she moved her finger to and fro, in and out, her finger a miniature penis. It had the desired effect. She watched as the eye of his penis opened and spat out his semen, hot and white, on to the back of her hand.

He closed his eyes and slept. She cupped the semen in her hands and went to the bathroom to wash it away. The semen clung tenuously to the bottom of the sink before finally giving in to the currents of water that surrounded it. She wiped the bowl with the cleaning cloth she kept under the sink and resisted the temptation to wipe it again with liquid cleaner. She took off her bra and looked at the marks it had made in the flesh of her large breasts. Her nipples had not been stirred by George; they were still flaccid. Despite their size, her breasts were taut, firm, always pointed upwards, defying gravity. She looked at her slim body, her long legs, fine pinched ankles, her tiny waist, the sprawl of black pubic hair which like her eyebrows - had she not trimmed regularly - would have spread up her navel and down her thighs. Martin. She combed her hair. Monday. Martin Monday.

––––––––
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THE FLOOR ABOVE WAS like the floor below; a little brighter and with fewer desks but with the same hard cord carpet, the same curved screens separating area from area, the same chairs, ashtrays and typewriters. She knew exactly what he would say to her and she knew whatever he said would be a surprise.

Martin was sitting at his desk.

'Hello.'

He looked up. Stephanie had seen him this close before, in the lifts, in the canteen, but never looking at her directly. His eyes were so brown they were almost as black as his hair. He said nothing.

'I came to congratulate you.'

His expression changed slightly. She read the new arrangement of his features, and tried to work out their meaning. He knows I didn't come to congratulate him: he knows I came to ask him to fuck me.

'Thank you.'

'I'd like to take you out to lunch.'

'To congratulate me?'

'No.'

'What then?' His expression changed again: she detected interest.

'May I?'

'I will take you.'

'That's not the point.'

'I know.'

They settled on the place and time. He dismissed her with a polite smile. She walked across the floor feeling self-conscious about her ankles, wondering if her hair was still tidy, wondering if he was even bothering to look at her ankles or her hair.

––––––––

[image: ]


HE ORDERED FISH, SHE meat. The restaurant was not crowded. She was not nervous at being with him - she felt she had known him for a long time. He told her stories from his life. He told her stories that made her smile and sad stories that he told her seriously, letting her see the hurt in his eyes. (Real hurt?) He had an ability to use words in a way she had not come across before, to create places, people, ideas, from words. He talked in complete sentences, rarely letting himself be distracted into not finishing what he had begun to say. Parenthesised remarks were never allowed to develop beyond their original position. It was an accomplished act, honed down to the essentials, she imagined, by repeated performances.

She listened, mostly. She answered his questions about herself as truthfully as she felt she could, but he asked her nothing that touched her. He did not ask her why she had sought him out. He made no reference to her invitation. It was as though this lunch had been planned for some days: a meeting of old friends. Old friends who knew nothing of each other.

As he talked, she watched his eyes and his face as she had used to watch them from twenty feet away. The darting images that formed and re-formed on his face were like the changing shapes of clouds on a gusty windblown day. And yet his eyes remained curiously passive, as though they took little account of the proceedings. They looked at her steadily throughout the meal. She felt he had seen nothing else since they had sat down: his eyes never moved from her.

He ate very little, and drunk very little wine. It never occurred to her that she should follow his example: she ate with gusto and drank most of the wine.

'Have you ever been married?' he asked her.

'No.'

'Involved?'

'At the time it felt as though I was. Looking back I can't say I really cared.' And she had almost forgotten it now, it was so long ago.

'Cared?' The word sounded strange the way he used it.

'In love.'

'I see.'

'Am I allowed to ask the same questions?'

'Of course.'

He lied to her about his wife. She knew he was married. Everyone knew. She wanted to ask him why he had lied but decided not to pursue the subject. It could wait.

'Am I to see you tonight?' he asked. The question surprised her for some reason. Perhaps she felt it had already been dealt with.

'Yes.'

'I'll pick you up.'

She gave him her address. He didn't know that part of London so she gave him directions which he wrote down in a small spiral notebook that he took from his inside pocket. As he wrote she noticed the book was full of figures and mathematical calculations which she did not understand. Each page seemed to be covered with them. When he ran out of blank spaces to write he merely wrote over the calculations.

'What time?'

'Nine.'

'O.K.'

She wanted to ask him where they were going or what they were going to do. She wanted to ask him what she should wear or whether he would like her to cook for him. She wanted to know whether he intended to fuck her but she felt she could not ask any of these things.

As he helped her into her coat he brushed her hair lightly with the back of his hand.

'You have beautiful hair.' It was the first reference he had made to her appearance. She did not reply. For a moment his face smiled and she thought his eyes smiled too.

They walked back to the office. In the lift he said nothing and merely nodded when she got out at her floor. As she walked to her desk she remembered that she had made no attempt to pay for the meal, despite it being her invitation. He had asked for the bill and he had paid it, leaving no room for her to make a show of paying or at least offering to pay. In another situation she would have worried and determined to bring the matter up on the next available occasion. In this situation she knew she would never mention it again.

The afternoon passed. She worked and to her surprise thought little about what had been said over lunch. She did not want to, yet. In some way she felt quietly in control and being in control meant that she did not need to speculate on the implications of remarks he had made. She had got exactly what she had wanted that Monday. It had worked exactly as she had hoped.
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Chapter 3
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STEPHANIE LIVED IN a Victorian terraced house that had been converted into flats. She had the ground floor flat which had a small garden. The flat was an expression of her personality, a quite deliberate attempt to impose herself on something tangible. It was hers in every sense. When her mother had died and left her a capital sum she had used it all to buy the flat. That was five years ago and now she had everything exactly as she wanted it. It was neat and clean. It was open and bright. The books, of which there were many, were all neatly sorted into subject, not size, and stacked in functional bookcases. The records were also kept in order, divided into groups and sub-groups, baroque, classical romantic, rock, jazz, male vocal, female vocal, MoR, and even a section for the one or two Christmas records she had - strictly to be played only during the weeks immediately prior to the event.

She loved the bathroom. She had spent more on that room than any other. It was large and spacious and the addition of mirrors and dark brown cork, of hanging plants and endless good-quality towels made it feel luxurious. She had so much space in the room that she had put in two chairs, comfortable armchairs. To date she had never used them.

It was half-past six. She went straight to the bathroom, only pausing to pour herself a vodka and tonic. She sat in one of the armchairs and sipped her drink as her bath ran. She looked at the room from this new angle for some minutes. She put her drink on the floor and stretched out in the chair. The steam rising from the bath and the noise of the cascading water were soporific. The alcohol warmed her too.

In the corner she had installed a wooden clothes valet. She slipped her skirt and blouse off and hung them on the valet. In her white slip she went over to the bath and turned the water off. Then she remembered George.

Somehow the two threads in her mind had not come together. She had fantasised about what her decision to approach Martin would mean. Now fantasy had become reality. Martin was coming to take her out, take her away just as she'd wanted. On the other hand she arranged her insurance - is that why she'd done it? - and George was arriving to take her out to the theatre.

His phone rang twice.

'Darling,' she tried to sound weary despite the warm feeling that elation and vodka had spread through the pit of her stomach. 'I'm going to have to stay in bed. I feel terrible. Some bug or other. I just want to crawl into bed.'

Could he help, could he bring her something round? Could he come round with stale chocolates from the Pakistani grocers on the corner, make her a cup of hot chocolate studded with floating undissolved chocolate powder and slimy milk skin because he hadn't stirred it enough or at all - George did not consider the kitchen his province - and then suggest he joined her in bed where he would fuck her, telling her it was just what she really needed to make her feel better?

'No George. I'll ring you in the morning. I'm so tired.'

She put the phone down without saying goodbye. There was something final, she felt, about ending telephone conversations without a goodbye - as though saying goodbye was a pledge against saying hello again. The lack of goodbye left an awkward question hanging in the air.

Back in the bathroom she took off her slip. Her long hair was draped over her shoulders as she tested the temperature of the water. Too hot. She ran a little cold. She added bath salts. Like mixing a cauldron. A cauldron of desire. The salts dissolved as she watched, the colouring twisting away from the crystals in irregular spirals like the smoke from discarded cigarettes. She took the rest of her clothes off. Remembering her drink she sat naked in the chair again and sipped at the vodka. The coldness of the glass in her hand made her shiver slightly. She pressed it gently against her nipple and watched as the small brown button puckered from inside her breast. She felt it tighten and stretch. The other nipple seemed to respond too, though not so quickly.

Putting her drink down again, she used the tips of her fingers that had held the glass to touch both nipples in turn, squeezing them between her fingers, rolling them between her fingers, stroking them with her middle finger. She watched what she was doing intently. She made no attempt to use the other hand.

Both nipples were firm and hard now, the puckered flesh standing out from her firm full breasts. Putting her arm across her chest, flattening her breasts against her chest, she got up and stood by the bath. The salts had dissolved completely. She stepped in, releasing her breasts to float in the water as she sunk back up to her neck.

Almost casually, as if it were an experiment, she ran her fingertip between her legs to see if she were moist, to see if her nipples had sent out any messages of sexual alert. They had not, her vagina was dry. Another experiment fails. No, another experiment is successful in proving there seems to be no correlation between the stimulation of the nipples and the production of vagina juices. Bartholin's gland holds its secrets still. On the other hand, surrounded by water, as it was, the subtle moisture of her body may simply have been washed away.

How strange, she thought, that it was quite possible for a man, or a woman, or her own hands, to perform the most careful, most thoughtful, most exciting rituals and yet if circumstances did not permit, however exciting the circumstances might ostensibly be, if her circumstances did not permit or want to permit, then she would feel no arousal, and little desire. It wasn't the same for men, or it didn't appear to be. Not in her experience at least. Everyman. Every ready. (Unless, of course, he had a problem. But that was not in ordinary circumstances.)

She remembered dancing in a man's arms when she was very young and feeling the snake of his penis uncurl against her navel. She knew exactly what it was, and it did not repulse her or excite her: it just seemed to her entirely curious that a man should lack control of such a major part of his anatomy. But of course, she lacked control too. When she had been taken by that boy up into a darkened room in his house, while his parents watched television downstairs, when he had pulled her knickers aside and thrust two fingers deep inside her, she had had no control of the liquid heat he found inside her, she had had no control of the mounting passion she had felt as his fingers drove up and down inside her until she almost screamed with pleasure. The first time she had been penetrated, pricked, prodded, poked. The first time she had felt live, greedy, fat fingers squirming up into her, mauling her, prying into her, impaling her, pushing at her soft silky wet cunt.

The thought of that heat, so intense and pure, had aroused her now. She did not need her finger to test her vagina this time. It would be wet. No subtlety for the water to hide.

She thought of Martin. She thought of the sound of his voice and his eyes and his mouth. She wanted to associate her arousal with her picture of him. Her mind flicked deliberately between the memory of the physical sensations in the darkened room and the memory of his eyes as he looked unblinkingly into hers.

She made no attempt to touch her body now, and left her arms resting along the sides of the bath, her fingertips hanging down into the warm water. She felt no urgency, no need to propel her body to any kind of fulfilment. It was enough to drift in and out of her feeling of passion: to keep it at arm's length, neither allowing it to overwhelm her or to dissipate. Her mind wandered on to other things, the small patch on the ceiling where the wallpaper had come unglued, whether she wanted another drink, how rude that woman at the station had been pushing her way on to the train in front of all the other people who had been waiting. But then she would pull herself back and feel that boy's chubby fingers pressed into her vagina, feel his mouth on hers, his uncertainty as he pushed his tongue between her lips. Feel the studded choking climax as she clung to him, praying he would not take his fingers away too soon as another part of her could hear the laughter and applause from the television in the room below. Then her arousal would return and with it she would think of Martin again.

As if to test her own self-awareness she dipped her finger down between her thighs, watching the water ripple as she moved her legs apart. Her clitoris was dry, dried out by the water, and the lips of her vagina sealed. With her middle finger she forced her way through to find her sheath as liquid as she had expected. The wetness was silky, oily, and hot. When she was at school she had put her fingers in a bowl of mercury and had never forgotten the peculiar feel of the liquid substance which left her hand quite dry. This was the same wetness, quicksilver wetness.
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