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Prologue


IT WAS HER birthday. It was June. It was hot. Very hot. Hot and humid. The sun was high and there wasn’t a single cloud in the sky.

A party had been planned for that night. All her friends would be there. But her best friend, Andrea Hamilton, had asked her to go for a bike ride in the afternoon, down to the small lake they had found, their secret place. The water was fed from some underground aquifer and was always cold. It would be delicious to swim on such a day.

The ride made them hot and sweaty. Abandoning their bikes under a huge horse-chestnut tree, its shade extending out over the water’s edge, they pulled off their T-shirts and shorts, kicked off their socks and trainers and dived, naked, into the water.

They swam for hours, or so it seemed, then lay on the grass under the broad-leafed tree, shaded from the sun. And that’s when it happened. She could never remember how exactly, whose hand had stroked the other’s body, or whose lips had brushed the other’s mouth, as though it were the most natural thing in the world to do. Nor who  had been the first to cup one of their burgeoning breasts, tease a nipple to stiffness and pinch it with a playfulness that soon turned to deadly earnest. She did remember, as vividly as she remembered anything else that had happened in her life, that it was Andrea who had snaked her hand down over her belly and whose finger had probed into her labia, experimentally at first, then stroked between them.

From that moment on, however, the hesitant fumblings became more assured. As pleasure turned to passion, as the nascent feelings developed into strong sensations, she was shocked at the power her arousal could generate.

Andrea led the way. She was tall and slender and knowing. Her long blonde hair swept her friend’s body as she came up on to her knees and began kissing her breasts, her hands running down her legs, caressing the incredibly soft, silky flesh of her inner thighs. She pulled them gently apart to expose the scarlet furrow of her sex. She dipped her head and kissed it as though it were another mouth, her lips squirming against it, her tongue darting out to lap at the sweet, copious nectar with which it was already flooded.

But despite the onslaught of pleasure this produced, where Andrea led she wanted to follow. She twisted around and wriggled her head between Andrea’s thighs, so her sex, covered in a bush of hair so light and fluffy it looked like down, was poised above her.

Then they were joined. A wave of feeling engulfed them both as Andrea lowered her sex on to her friend’s mouth, an invisible connection made between them, a circuit completed. What Andrea did to her, she mimicked; unimagined  things, but exciting, almost too exciting. They licked and sucked and stroked each other’s sexes with their tongues, using the same tempo. But as the feeling mounted in their bodies, the rhythmic tremors of instincts yet to be fully shaped soon demanded more. Only Andrea knew what to do, only she knew to move her tongue to the little almond sized promontory at the top of her friend’s labia. Soon they were locked together, moaning, squirming, dancing with passion, every lingering sensation, every new nuance of feeling increasing their need, building to a crescendo.

She was not naive. She had experienced fumbled sexual longing before with boys; fevered embraces and guilty touches. But nothing like this, nothing as serious, as meaningful, as affecting. This took over her whole body with a pounding rhythm that got faster and more furious, bringing her to the edge of an abyss then plunging her over it. She clung to Andrea for support, the feeling of the blonde’s own climax fuelling her own.

When it was finally over, when they had rolled off each other and lay on the long grass gazing up at the shafts of sunlight trying to filter through the filigreed canopy of leaves, she had no regrets. Andrea was still her best friend. But though she could still taste the sweet juices of the blonde’s sex and her own body still ached with the aftermath of passion, she knew she would never do what they had just done again.




Chapter One


EVERY DAY FOR a week. The same routine. First thing in the morning after she’d dressed and made-up. She felt ashamed of herself. She felt like a guilty schoolgirl, hiding behind the lace curtains of her bedroom window so she could see but not be seen. She couldn’t help herself. It was hot and after only a few minutes of digging he would strip off his shirt. His legs were already exposed, by jeans cut off at the top of his thighs.

Clare Markham had never seen a body like it, which is why it fascinated her. His chest was broad, his abdomen flat and delineated by hard, stringy muscles, his biceps bulging as he worked. He was tall with long legs which were contoured by thick, well-defined muscles, his whole body like some relief map of musculature. His buttocks were small and tight and hard, like two cantaloupes wrapped in denim.

But it wasn’t only his physique that proved so magnetic. He was handsome too. He had short, blond, curly hair and very blue eyes, under a rugged brow. He had a small, straight nose, sharp, high cheekbones and a square jaw. She  noticed he had small, very delicate ears.

He had arrived with the other builders on the first day that work had begun.

Clare had decided to have her house extended. She wanted a new kitchen to replace the small, poky room she used at the moment, and a new bathroom that would be en suite with her bedroom. The one could be conveniently constructed above the other. Two months ago she had been promoted to Managing Director of KissCo UK and the alterations were a sort of present to herself. The firm of builders she was using had been recommended by a friend who had been more than satisfied with similar work they had carried out for her.

Reluctantly Clare tore herself away from the bedroom window. The foundations were nearly in place and once they started knocking into the back wall to which the extension was being attached, she would not have such a good vantage point. For one thing she’d have to move into the front bedroom. Her daily routine would have to change.

Checking her appearance one last time in the mirror, she adjusted her short black hair with a single sweep of her fingers and marched downstairs.

‘Morning, Mrs Markham,’ George Wickes said politely, although he continued to insist that Clare was married, no matter how many times she told him she was not. ‘Just making sure everything’s going well. Sorry about the mess. Inevitable I’m afraid.’ George Wickes was the head of the firm of builders and had arrived every morning to inspect the work. He was a large, avuncular man with heavy jowls and a ruddy  complexion, the veins on his face very close to the surface. He had eyes like a basset-hound and, like Stan Laurel, seemed to take an extraordinarily long time to blink, as if the effort of raising his eyelids was too much for him. Even in the hot weather he wore a tweed sports coat with leather patches on the elbows.

‘Going to be worse when they knock through,’ Clare said.

‘Yes, but we’ll do that at the last possible minute. Less disruption that way.’

The whole of the ground floor, including the sitting room and dining room, had been stripped of furniture and sheeted with plastic. The carpets had been taken up and scaffolding boards laid on the floor as a path for the wheelbarrow loads of rubble dug out of the back garden, and the hard core that had to replace it.

‘Morning, Mrs Markham.’ The blond was coming towards them from the back, wheeling a barrow piled high with soil.

‘Morning, Gary,’ Clare said, her eyes inevitably dropping to the contours of his chest. Perspiration had run down his collar bone, carving a trail in the dirt and dust that caked his skin. The trail ended at the waistband of the sawn off jeans, the denim darker there where it had soaked up the sweat. Clare tore her eyes away, not wanting to be caught staring at his crotch. His muscles rippled as he manoeuvred the heavy load past her.

Leaving George Wickes to get on with his inspection she took her car keys out of her bag and followed Gary outside. He wheeled the barrow up a plank to the top of a large skip parked outside her house, and dumped the contents.

‘Nice car,’ he said as he headed back down and  saw Clare unlocking her 5 series BMW. He wiped the sweat off his brow with his forearm. He was looking at her, not the silver-coloured car. Clare was not tall, no more than five foot two in her bare feet, and Gary seemed to tower over her.

‘Goes with the job,’ she said, wishing she had the courage to say what was really on her mind and knowing she never would.

‘Nice job, then,’ he said. He had a strong South London accent.

Their eyes met. He smiled at her. It was a wistful smile. She wondered if he had ever entertained thoughts about her as graphic as the ones she’d had about him in the last few days.

‘Are you working late tonight?’ Gary was always the first to arrive and the last to leave.

‘Yeah.’

‘See you later, then,’ she said cheerily, getting into the car. She started the engine but could not resist staring at those taut buttocks, each one a neat handful, as he wheeled the barrow back into her house.

For some reason traffic was light and it took Clare no more than fifteen minutes to drive from her house in Kensington to Grosvenor Square. She parked her car in the underground car park of KissCo’s offices, one of only three employees allowed to do so, and took the lift up to her office. It overlooked a corner of the square and the hot weather had already brought people out on to the grass, men stripping off their shirts, women furtively hitching up their skirts to expose the maximum amount of leg to the sun’s rays. None of the half a dozen men she could see stretched out on the grass had a physique to rival Gary’s.

The phone on her desk rang before she’d had a  chance to sit down.

‘Call from Houston,’ Janice, Clare’s secretary, said with the appropriate foreboding in her voice. Houston was the company headquarters and calls or correspondence from there often resulted in a great deal of extra work for Clare and her team.

‘It’s a bit early.’ Clare sat down at her high-backed, leather swivel chair and looked at her watch. It was five to ten, which meant it was five to four in the morning in Houston.

‘The early bird,’ Janice joked.

‘Put it through.’

The line clicked. ‘Ms Markham. I have Bridget Goldsmith on the line for you.’

The line clicked again. ‘Clare, good morning.’

‘Ms Goldsmith, you’re up early.’

Bridget Goldsmith was the President and Chief Operating Executive of KissCo worldwide. Clare was not at all surprised to get a call from her at such an early hour. The rumour in the company was that Bridget never slept.

‘I’ve decided to come to London, Clare,’ she said, getting right to the point.

‘Oh?’

‘The European launch is set for when?’

‘First of September.’

‘That’s just over three months. I think I should come and have a look see before then. I’m going to schedule a trip to Paris too.’

‘To see Claude,’ Clare said coolly.

‘Should be swinging by in, say, two weeks. I’ll fax you the actual schedule when it’s confirmed. Meantime can you work up a presentation for me. The ad agency, the marketing people. I want to review everything.’

‘We’re already in the process of combining a  presentation.’

‘Good.’

‘Is there a problem?’ The European launch was to be KissCo’s biggest marketing operation outside America. A whole new range of cosmetics was to be targeted at every major European country at the same time, with an integrated advertising campaign.

‘No, no problem. I just want to have a look. My thinking on this is that it might be better to co-ordinate the launch from Paris.’

‘I see.’ Clare saw exactly. Claude Duhamel, the managing director of the French subsidiary, had recently returned from a visit to Houston. He had obviously not missed the chance to cast doubt on Clare’s competence to handle such a large and expensive operation.

Clare’s promotion had been sudden and unexpected. Usually all senior staff up for such important positions were shipped to Houston for extensive evaluations. But KissCo’s UK managing director had been poached by a rival company and there had been no time. Clare, as the second most senior person, had been the only possible replacement. Claude had no doubt made capital out of the fact that she had not been properly vetted.

‘Don’t worry about hotels. We’ll do it all from here.’

‘Anything else you want?’

‘I’ll call you if I think of anything. Bye for now.’ Having dropped the bombshell Bridget sounded cheery.

Clare put down the phone and began making notes. Janice peered in through the door. She was a plump, short woman who wore knitted twinsets  whatever the weather. In combination with her tightly permed, rather thin, brown hair, they made her look at least ten years older than she actually was.

‘Can I help?’ she asked.

‘Yes. Come in.’

They spent the next hour setting up meetings with all the departmental heads to advise them of Bridget’s visit and instruct them what would be needed for it. The presentation they were working on would have to be a great deal more detailed if it was going to be made to Bridget in person rather than sent out to Houston by courier.

It was about an hour later when the phone on Clare’s desk rang again. This time it was her private line.

‘Clare Markham,’ she said answering it herself.

‘Clare, it’s David. How are you?’

‘Could be better,’ she said, rather abruptly.

‘We’re still on for tonight, aren’t we?’ She heard the worry in his voice that something might have come up which she would use as an excuse not to see him.

‘Yes, of course.’ Actually seeing David Allston tonight was the last thing she really wanted to do, but she didn’t have the heart to disappoint him. David’s attitude to their relationship was like that of a small child with a new toy. She couldn’t bare to snatch it away from him, however much she would have preferred to have an early night and curl up with a good book.

‘Great. Do you want to have dinner?’

‘I can’t cook. My kitchen’s been ripped out, remember?’

‘Shall I book a table at The Ivy?’

‘No, no. Nothing like that. I’m not in the mood to get dressed up. The local Italian will do.’ Bearing in mind what David would inevitably demand from her after they’d eaten, going to the Italian restaurant she frequented just off Kensington High Street seemed to involve the least effort after what was undoubtedly going to be an exhausting day.

‘OK. Eight, then? Is that all right?’ She could hear the excitement in his voice. The child had been given his toy again: now, she knew, he would spend the rest of the day planning what games to play with it.

 



It had been a long day. Every time Clare had arrived home since the building work had begun Gary had still been busying himself in the back, usually on his own, his two other workmates long gone. But tonight Clare was late and he too had gone. The house felt empty. She missed the banter they usually shared.

It was already seven thirty. She went upstairs to the bathroom at the front of the house, stripping off her black suit as she went. In the new bathroom she would have a separate shower cubicle with a powerful shower, but at the moment she had to make do with the shower attached to the mixer taps of the bath and a glass screen at the side of it to prevent the water splashing over the floor. She adjusted the temperature to lukewarm, pulled off the rest of her clothes and stood in the rather sluggish stream, allowing the water to wash over her.

As she closed her eyes and turned her face into the water she thought of Gary, his hard body covered with sweat. She wondered what it would  feel like against her. She had had a variety of men in her life and some had been moderately fit, but she’d never had anyone like him, someone whose muscles looked as though they had been shaped in stone by a sculptor. She imagined wrapping her arms around him, hugging him, feeling his strength. The thought made her shudder.

She washed herself quickly, dried herself on a large white towel and cleaned her teeth. In her bedroom she chose a cream and pink patterned cotton dress with a V-neck and cool short sleeves. Though it had a full skirt it was split to well above the knee and showed a lot of her slender, shapely legs. Just as she finished her make-up the doorbell rang.

‘You’re very punctual,’ she told David as she opened the front door. David was always very punctual. Punctiliously punctual. She couldn’t help wishing he wasn’t.

‘Sorry,’ he said, kissing her on both cheeks and looking shamefaced.

‘I’ve just got to get my bag,’ she said.

‘Place looks like a bomb’s hit it.’

‘Worse to come yet.’

She grabbed her handbag, took out her keys, set the alarm and double-locked the front door. David’s burgundy-coloured Bentley was parked behind the builder’s skip. He opened the passenger door for her then got behind the wheel.

‘Sure you don’t want to change your mind about the venue?’

‘No,’ she said emphatically.

They dined without fuss, ordering only one course and a single bottle of red wine. Clare had the impression that her lack of appetite suited David perfectly. He was impatient for the meal to end. 

She had met David Allston at one of KissCo’s parties held to launch some new product or other, but she had never discovered why he’d been invited. She guessed, since he was the sort of person constantly pictured in the gossip columns of Queen, Tatler, and even Vogue, KissCo’s public relations department had thought his presence might attract a photo opportunity in some such magazine, although on this occasion, at least, they had been disappointed.

David Allston was, in fact, Viscount Bonmouth, the eighth Viscount in a succession dating back to 1781. He looked the part. He was slim — even thin — with a beautifully tailored suit from the firm in Saville Row that had catered to his family for one hundred and fifty years, serving his father and his father’s father. His white cotton shirt was from a shirtmaker’s in Jermyn Street, who’d also served three generations of Allstons, and his hand-lasted shoes were from Loebbs. He had neatly cut brown hair and a fine, delicately boned face, with a narrow straight nose, and hollow, almost feminine cheekbones. His eyes were light green and oddly nondescript, shallow set and small though he did have the longest eyelashes Clare had ever seen.

His manner suggested his pedigree too. There was a poise about him and an innate elegance that meant no matter how he was sitting or standing he seemed to be perfectly in equilibrium. A little too perfectly sometimes, as his grace could be seen to border on the effeminate. His attitude was not haughty, however. He was not the sort of aristocrat who had seen everything and done everything and was bored with life. He was more like a clever and enquiring child, ready to take on  new experiences. And, like a child, he could be very determined to get his own way.

‘So when does the big boss arrive?’ David asked, as Clare told him of Bridget Goldsmith’s decision.

‘Two weeks.’

‘I’m sure it’ll all be fine,’ he said. He had never shown much interest in her work or work in general. As far as Clare knew he didn’t do much more than see that the family ‘pile’ in Hertfordshire was kept in good order. He certainly hadn’t ever worked for a living and she imagined that it was hard for him to understand the exigencies of the daily grind.

‘Do you want coffee?’ he asked in a manner that suggested he hoped she would say no. He would have loved merely to have told her to get ready to leave but years of breeding had dictated that in social situations his own needs and desires should never be allowed to take precedence over those of anyone else, particularly those of a woman. From an early age, David had been indoctrinated that, according to the scheme of things, women existed to be cherished and adored, though, of course, they were not necessarily to be taken very seriously.

‘Not really,’ she said.

‘Me neither,’ he said, as if they were sharing a secret.

He summoned the waiter and paid the bill with alacrity, hustling her out of the restaurant and into the car as quickly as he dared. The drive to his house was accomplished largely in silence, Clare finding she was in no mood for small talk.

The Allston family’s London residence was in a Nash terrace in Regent’s Park; it was a corner  house with large rectangular windows, curved side walls and a grandiose, stucco-fronted façade with a portico. In square-sided wooden planters, pollarded, ball-shaped bay trees stood on each side of the black, panelled front door.

‘Would you like a drink?’ David asked, as they walked through the large vestibule, where a huge crystal chandelier hung from a domed ceiling above a black-and-white chequered marble floor.

‘Yes. A brandy would be nice.’ She needed a brandy to fortify herself, the moment of truth approaching rapidly.

He led the way into the sitting room, where large oatmeal-coloured sofas were arranged around a large fireplace, its grate currently occupied by an arrangement of dried flowers. Normally, she knew, drinks would be provided by the butler, who divided his time between the London and country houses, but on this occasion David went to a large, walnut cocktail cabinet and poured the brandy himself, not wanting to summon the butler from the Stygian depths of the house.

He handed her the drink. She was standing by the window, looking out at Regent’s Park.

‘Cheers,’ he said.

‘Nothing for you?’

‘No. Not in the mood.’

An air of expectancy hung between them like autumn fog. He was watching her every movement, like a dog waiting for its master to get up and take it for a walk. She knew exactly what he wanted her to do to initiate the complicated ritual that had developed between them. Some nights she would tease him, delay the inevitable, make him wait. But tonight she was too tired for  that. She swigged down half the brandy, which she discovered she didn’t really want, and put the glass down on a French, Hepplewhite-design, mahogany card table.

‘Would you excuse me for a few minutes, darling,’ she said, trying to keep the weariness out of her voice.

The look of relief on his face was obvious. ‘Of course.’

‘I won’t be long.’

As she turned to walk towards the door he caught her hand and pressed it to his cheek. ‘You’re very special,’ he said, kissing her fingers.

As she walked up the grand, sweeping staircase and along the corridor to his bedroom, she wondered if it were true. Was she special? How many other women had agreed to participate in David’s demands for stylised, ritualistic sex? Perhaps countesses, baronesses and duchesses were used to such things. Or perhaps not. It was entirely possible that she was the first woman who had indulged David’s fantasies in this way.

She pushed open the bedroom door, knowing exactly what she would find. There, on the large double bed, the counterpane and bedding already removed, were two beautifully wrapped boxes, one large and rectangular, the other small and square, one on top of the other. Both were wrapped in bright gold foil with gold ribbon.

Clare closed the bedroom door firmly. It had to be closed. She walked over to the bed. Tossing the smaller box aside she sat on the white linen undersheet and ripped the ribbons off the large box. She delved into the layers of white tissue paper. Her hands lighted on something soft and  silky. She held it up, the tissue paper falling away. It was a pink body, beautifully and expensively made in the finest silk, with lace insets over the bosom and at the hips. There was a matching pink suspender belt in the box too, and a pair of very sheer, white stockings. There was also a white lace garter. And the letter of course, right at the bottom of the box.

She got to her feet and stripped off her dress, panties and bra, then clipped the suspender belt around her waist. She slipped into the body. The silk was so soft and sensual she felt a flush of sexual pleasure. Her nipples puckered instantly. She glanced into the mirror on the opposite wall. It was a perfect fit. David had a list of all her measurements. The pink suited her dark colouring and the tightness of the garment showed off her figure. She had a good figure, her breasts firm and round and high, her waist narrow, her hips generous but not flabby. The lace over her breasts was transparent and she could see her quite large, rose-red nipples under it. The legs of the body were cut high and its crotch was thin, not quite covering the whole curved plane between her legs but leaving the flesh on either side of her labia clearly visible. Her pubic hair was black and, though not particularly thick, formed a definite dark shadow under the pink silk.

Sitting on the bed she took the stockings out of their cellophane packet and rolled them, one by one, up her slender legs. The suspenders were too long and each had to be adjusted until they held the stockings taut. She spread the elasticated garter between her fingers and inserted her left foot into it, drawing it up her legs until it banded  her thigh just below the white welt of the stocking.

At least, she thought, this was underwear she would be able to wear outside the bedroom. So often the boxes David had left on the foot of the bed had contained more outrageous items - cupless bras and crotchless panties, tiny, incredibly tight, red-satin waspies with long ruched suspenders, or patent leather high-heels that had forced her foot up almost vertically. They were all the stuff of his highly developed fantasies, leaving her body decked out like that of some cheap whore.

Smoothing the sheer, white stockings up over her legs, satisfying herself that they were wrinkle free, Clare picked the letter out of the box. As usual it was a single sheet of heavy cream vellum, with deckle-edges, folded in half. She spread the paper out. It was covered in neat, italic script. There were no mistakes, no deletions, no insertions. She knew that David had worked on it for a couple of days, before copying it out like some ancient illuminator of biblical texts. It was a script — her script — the distilled essence of his latest sexual imaginings. He would never have dared to ask her, face to face, to do the things the letter contained; she was sure of that. This was the way he had evolved of giving his fantasies full reign.

She read the page twice. Half of her — or was it more than half? — wished he would simply charge into the bedroom, throw her on the bed and take her without ceremony. The other half enjoyed the ritual dressing and preparation, and the peculiar sense of anticipation it gave her. She was not quite sure what inspired her excitement. Perhaps  it was merely the fact that all this was so outré? Or was it the power, the element of control, the fact that David had cast her in the dominant role, master of his sexual pleasure? She had never played these sorts of games before and would certainly never have imagined that they would excite her. But, to her surprise, if she were honest with herself, she found they did. Which is why, she supposed, she had not only gone on seeing David Allston but had allowed the games to become increasingly more elaborate.

She heard David’s footsteps climbing the stairs. The ten minutes were up. She knew he would have been counting the seconds. Quickly she swept the wrapping paper on to the floor and dimmed the lights to a pleasant glow. She placed the smaller, still unwrapped, box on the bedside table, then sat down on the edge of the bed again. As always she was quite surprised to find her pulse was racing.

He knocked on the door three times.

‘Come,’ she said.

The door opened. He was naked. His clothes would be neatly stacked on one of the sofas downstairs, his shoes lined up side by side, his shirt folded as though for a suitcase, even his socks rolled into coiled balls.

‘Sh ...’ she murmured. ‘Don’t make a sound.’ He closed the door behind him with infinite care, then turned towards her, his penis already beginning to stiffen. ‘We have to be very quiet. No one must catch you in here with me. You know that, don’t you?’ It was the first line of the script. It invariably started in the same way.

‘Yes,’ he whispered. He stood with his back to the door, his eyes roaming her body.

‘No one must ever find out about this. No one.’ The second line was the same too.

‘I know.’

‘Come over here, then.’

He took a step forward then stopped, anticipating, like a bad actor, what the next line of the script would be.

‘Stop. You know better than that, don’t you?’

He looked shamefaced. His cock hardened further, growing to its full stature. ‘Yes,’ he said. He dropped to his knees on the long — pile cream carpet.

‘That’s better.’

Slowly he shuffled forward on his knees until he was right in front of her.

She raised her left foot and wriggled her nylon covered big toe against his left nipple. It made his cock quiver.

‘You know what to do?’ she said. Again this part of the script was always the same.

‘Yes,’ he whispered. Even if she hadn’t been able to see the excited state of his cock, his expression would have betrayed how he felt. Sexual arousal blazed in his eyes, its tension etched in every line of his face. He took hold of her left foot with both hands and brought it up to his lips, kissing it lightly, little nibbling kisses all over the white nylon-covered flesh. He sucked gently on her toes, crowding them all into his mouth at the same time. A tear of fluid forced its way out of his glans.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/emma_9780748123490_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
EMMA ALCLAN

qf;_;)UGH
RADE






