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CHAPTER 1

Reading from the scrap of scented notepaper Olivia had sent her, Clover Weatherby keyed in the combination and waited for the satisfying click that meant the door had unlocked.

Clunk. There it was. She was in.

Olivia’s mad, thought Clover, stark, staring mad. Giving the entry code to her home to someone she hardly knew? What if Clover had unsavoury, lowlife friends? This house was no doubt crammed with exclusive clothes and bolts of priceless fabric, on top of all the usual goodies, such as television, video, computer, artwork. A thief with the right set of wheels would think it was Christmas and his birthday rolled into one.

Clover pushed the door open and heaved in her travelling bag. Anyway, who was she to accuse anybody of being too trusting? She was the queen of naivety herself . . . At least Olivia hadn’t been cheated on by her  fiancé, then dumped more or less at the altar like a plain, gullible Jane in a Victorian melodrama.

With a grunt of irritation, Clover gave her loaded bag a savage kick, then hoped she hadn’t broken anything. Throughout the entire journey to London, she’d told herself that from now on she wasn’t going to think about her broken engagement. Or bloody, naffing Roger! She was going to concentrate on having a damn good time, and she was going to meet - and enjoy - lots and lots of men, the way scandalous Olivia was whispered to do. And what better base of operations for that endeavour than in a chic, fashionable town house, right in the centre of the most sought-after part of London? The home, moreover, of a celebrity fashion designer, who was reputed to have slept with more tasty men than Clover had had hot dinners. Clover’s spirits bounced up again, even as she picked up her heavy bag once more. It didn’t feel any lighter, but her heart certainly did. The past was behind her now and the only way was up.

It was still strange being here, though. Clover didn’t know Olivia Foxe all that well and her invitation for Clover to stay with her had come right out of left field. The two women were cousins several times removed, but they’d only ever met fleetingly at family events, and Olivia had always talked more to Clover’s mother than to her. And flirted with her father, of course . . . Clover hoped that the older woman would find her a useful job to do, fashion related, of course. She fancied something slightly glamorous but not too arduous, which required her to look good but would not tax her grey matter. She had a notion to go to college again at some time in the future, but for now, she just wanted to enjoy herself. She  didn’t want to be a houseguest, however, a hanger-on tolerated out of kindness, pity or as a favour.

Well, at least the place is roomy enough, thought Clover, looking around as she laboured up two winding flights of stairs, past the entrances to the shop and the workshop to the landing of Olivia’s living quarters. She’d been anxious about that. Olivia lived above her business - the entrance was completely separate, via a mews courtyard to the rear of the atelier - and Clover had imagined cramped rooms, cluttered with a paraphernalia of sewing machines, tailor’s dummies, patterns and swatches. But, as she wandered into the living room, she saw she needn’t have worried. Up here, high over London, Olivia’s apartment was spacious and beautifully decorated, a haven of peace and order away from the organised chaos Clover had imagined a fashion designer’s workroom to be. In fact, it was gorgeous, and Clover’s spirits bumped another notch as she looked admiringly around her.

Olivia had told her it was unlikely she’d be in when Clover arrived, and had instructed her to just make herself at home. Where to first? Bedroom, so she could dump her bag and unpack some of her crushables? Or kitchen, to make a cup of tea and chill out for a few minutes? She supposed she could leave her stuff on the landing for the time being; she could almost taste that tea, and biscuits too; she was starving.

But as soon as she put down her large and by now slightly battered bag, she frowned. Its incongruous presence made the cool, pure elegance around her look cluttered. Design was clearly everything to Olivia the couturière, and making a sow’s ear out of the silk purse of her decor was not a good start. Guessing the  bedrooms were probably on the next floor, or higher, Clover hoisted up her luggage and made her way along another set of stairs.

Halfway up the flight, Clover became aware of two sensations. One, that the self-conscious, manufactured harmony and tranquillity of her surroundings was making her scared to make a noise; and two, she had a distinct feeling she wasn’t alone in this part of the house. There would be people working in the boutique and the design atelier below, but she sensed a presence up here too - in the flat. This feeling was reinforced when she reached the next landing - decorated in the same light, milky blue as the one below - and heard what could only be described as a groan of pleasure emanating from a partially open doorway.

Oh my God, thought Clover, easing her load to the floor. Her whole body became alert and filled with energy. Oh shit, this is it! This is what I’ve been waiting for!


What had she been waiting for? Evidence of the racy life Olivia was supposed to lead? Well, judging by the noises she was hearing, she’d found it. In spades!

As the sound came again, louder and hoarser this time, her every instinct told her this, whatever it was, was exactly what she’d been missing whenever Roger had touched her. The X factor, the magic that had glistened like a grail before her, just out of her reach. The only time she’d ever got close to catching it was when she was on her own, and, with a delicious, grubby, daring sensation, she’d masturbated . . .

Clover crept forward, pressing her hand against her chest. The beating of her heart was so powerful now  that she could almost hear it, and she didn’t want to disturb what was going on beyond that open door - because then it might stop.

There were clearly two voices now, low, husky, and conspiratorial. And there was bumping and rustling. The sound of a passionate struggle between two bodies straining against one another.

‘Please . . . Oh God, Nathan, please!’

Clover recognised the voice of Olivia Foxe, her new hostess and protector, but she didn’t sound like the  soignée sophisticate who’d swanned around at family occasions looking fabulous. Her usually low and contained voice was breathy and had a pleading quality, and as she gasped there came more sounds of movement; kicking, grappling, a fist beating rhythmically against a hard surface.

Clover moved further forward, keeping her slim body as narrow as she could and parallel to the door so she could see and not be seen. She felt afraid to look but she simply couldn’t stop herself.

The room beyond was a small office or workroom. A heavy wooden table was covered with fashion sketches, magazines, a clutter of pens and pencils, and a spilt rainbow of fabric swatches. It was Olivia’s private haven of design inspiration, no doubt, but at that moment it was someone else who had designs on Olivia!

In front of the table, and leaning against it, were a man and a woman. And the most startling thing about the woman was that her skirt was hiked up, her pants were around her knees, and her companion’s hand was jerking vigorously between her legs.

Oh my giddy aunt, thought Clover, as the woman,  unmistakably Olivia, jerked her voluptuous body, skewered on the fingers of a lusciously muscular young man, whose curly dark hair straggled down to his broad shoulders. As his arm moved like a piston, ‘Nathan’ sucked hungrily at Olivia’s arched throat. He was wearing a thin shirt made of a white cheesecloth material and when he and Olivia rocked against the table and twisted around, Clover saw his tight denim jeans were unzipped.

What a monster! she thought, unable to look anywhere but at Nathan’s phenomenal erection where it pushed through his flies and pressed against Olivia’s crumpled skirt. He was masturbating her and rubbing himself against her at the same time, and Clover didn’t think she’d ever even imagined anything as hot as this, much less seen it.

‘Please! Oh God, Nathan . . . please!’ implored Olivia again, her hand slapping convulsively against the table, as her hips worked in synchrony with her young lover’s fervant fingers. ‘I want to come!’

Clover wanted to come too, and she had to stop herself crying out in sympathy with Olivia when Nathan rudely withdrew his hand and wiped it casually on Olivia’s strappy silk top, leaving her high, if not exactly dry, and whimpering for more.

‘Christ, Ollie, you are such a slut,’ he said contemptuously, moving away from her, his prick swinging rudely as he sat down on a nearby stool. Clover edged forward as far as she dare, so she could still see him. As if oblivious to the woman in front of him, Nathan began to caress his imposing length slowly and lovingly.

‘Nathan . . . Nathan . . .’ gasped Olivia. She was seemingly paralysed in front of him, unable to follow, or  to do anything about her rucked-up skirt and her sagging panties. Clover was transfixed by Olivia’s crotch, which was immaculately shaven, with just a tiny tuft of tawny hair guarding the division of her sex. Clover instantly decided that she must do something about her own pubes. She looked like an orang-utang down below compared to Olivia’s immaculate trim.

‘All in good time,’ said Nathan, continuing to fondle himself. ‘Now, take your pants right off and tuck your skirt up so it doesn’t hide your snatch. I want to see every little juicy nook and cranny. Come on! Get a move on!’

Olivia jumped to obey him, and Clover could see she was panting. As Olivia hooked a finger into the elastic of her silky knickers, then tugged them down and flung them away, she licked her lips and smiled in satisfaction.

She loves it! She really loves it. She gets off on him ordering her around and humiliating her.

Clover had never played such sexual power games herself, but in a flash of insight, she could see their irresistible attraction. She could feel it too, she realised, aware that between her own legs she was probably just as wet and steamy as Olivia.

‘I’m ready, Nathan,’ purred Olivia. She was wearing high, strappy heels and as she spoke, she shifted her feet to make her thighs gape, exhibiting herself to her domineering young lover. Pushing forward her pelvis, she reached down and began to stroke herself.

‘Don’t do that, bitch! Not until I tell you to,’ Nathan said sharply, continuing to do exactly what he’d just told Olivia not to.

He certainly does love himself, thought Clover, her  attention returning to Nathan and his naked penis. His erection was large - and getting larger by the second, she could swear - the angry red bulb of his glans pushing out rudely between his fingers. Clover imagined what it might be like to have him between her thighs, stretching her, making her gasp and moan and want to drive herself down hard to get the best from him.

Olivia whimpered, clenching her fists and pouting in mock disappointment. It was patently obvious that she was having the time of her life.

‘Take your top off,’ instructed Nathan, ‘Then get your tits out of your bra. Don’t take it off though, just rest them on the top so it pushes them up. Go on . . . do it!’

‘But, Nathan, that’s so demeaning. Please don’t make me do it.’ Olivia’s voice was little-girly and sing-song, but her heavy breathing told an entirely different story. Was she going to come, just from Nathan’s high-handed treatment? It certainly looked that way to Clover. The older woman was fuchsia pink in the face and her dark eyes were wide and glazed.

‘Do it, whore!’

Olivia jumped to comply, baring her body and making herself look sleazy and available. Clover wished she was part of the game too, and that she could pull apart her own clothes and exhibit herself like a slut to the dark and stroppy Nathan.

‘That’s better,’ he said, his fingers moving more carefully on his penis now. Clover could tell he too was near to climax, and she sensed he’d want to hold off from it as long as he could. As she watched, he pinched himself meticulously, just beneath the glans, an action Clover suspected was designed to tame his pleasure.

‘Now get up on that table,’ he commanded, his voice  rough as if the crisis point were looming. ‘Get up, then get on your hands and knees . . . Then take your weight on one hand, reach round and stroke yourself, but don’t come! If you come, I’ll punish you.’

Moving awkwardly in her heels, Olivia obeyed him, climbing on to the cluttered surface and sending pens, swatches and sheets of paper flying. She didn’t appear to be bothered in the least by the disruption to her work. Once aloft she knelt up, her hands slowly stroking the insides of her thighs.

‘Get on your hands and knees, Ollie,’ said Nathan roughly, ‘You know how . . . I want you kneeling just like the horny, slutty bitch that you are.’

‘But Nathan—’

‘No buts!’ cried Nathan, rising from his seat and grabbing hold of her to manhandle her into position.

Olivia wasn’t exactly a slim woman and as she crouched, her heavy breasts swung low and her generous bottom looked even bigger and rounder when offered up and prominently displayed. Her thick chestnut hair had escaped its chignon and hung down messily around her face.

What’s he going to do to her? thought Clover, mesmerised by the scene, which was out of her wildest fantasies, yet also far, far beyond them.

‘Now you can bring yourself off,’ murmured Nathan, running his hands over Olivia’s back and buttocks, slowly massaging her pearly skin in the way a sculptor might assess malleable clay. ‘But first there’s just another small refinement. Where is it?’

‘Where’s what?’ croaked Olivia, beginning to sway as she lifted one hand to touch herself.

‘Don’t mess about, Ollie. I know there’ll be one  around her somewhere. You always have one handy.’

‘In the drawer to your right.’

One what? thought Clover, dying to see.

She didn’t have long to wait. A moment later, Nathan had rummaged in the drawer and produced a long, thick vibrator made of vivid cerise plastic.

Crikey, Clover mouthed to herself, another monster!

Without so much as a warning or a smear of lubricant to ease its passage, Nathan pushed the pink dildo into Olivia, right up to its hilt. The older woman groaned and rocked, welcoming it inside her and reaching around herself to feel it.

Nathan dashed her hand away. ‘Oh no, you’ve got to hold it in the other way. Go on, grip it! Make it work. I want to see it moving while you rub yourself.’

Clover craned as far as she dare, so that she could see it too. Olivia was gasping and grunting now, rocking on one hand while the other worked incessantly between her legs. Nathan watched her closely, all the while slowly stroking himself.

Oh God, this is it, thought Clover again, her heart flipping and swooping, as she remembered the ordinariness and sterility of her relations with Roger. He’d never had the imagination to play games like this, and not for the first time she started to feel relieved and happy that he’d dumped her. If she’d still been with him, all this might have remained a closed book to her for ever. She moved as close to the pair of lovers as she dared.

Fortunately, Olivia and her young man were completely absorbed in each other. Clover reckoned she could probably have walked right into the room and sat down beside them and they would never even have  noticed her, especially when Nathan reached over, twisted the base of the vibrator, and it began to buzz loudly.

‘Oh God!’ shrieked Olivia, jerking as if she’d been stuck with a cattle prod. Her breasts jiggled, her buttocks heaved, and her whole body rocked in sudden violent motion. Unmistakably climaxing, she shouted a stream of obscenities that would have graced the terraces of a football match.

Olivia’s orgasm went on and on, and Nathan watched and laughed with pleasure. ‘Dear God, Ollie, you should have been a pro,’ he said, as his inamorata’s thrashing body gradually stilled. Then, with as little warning as he’d allowed her when pushing it in, he grasped the base of the dildo and pulled it still buzzing from her body. Throwing the sticky cylinder aside, he grabbed Olivia by the hips, dragged her towards him, and with surprising gentleness, lowered her feet to the carpet, then draped her, face down, across the disorder of her worktable.

‘My turn now, baby,’ he muttered, and though Clover could only seen his back view, it was obvious what he was doing.

With a long, hard, sustained shove, he entered Olivia, and she cried out again, her voice a croon of happy encouragement. ‘Isn’t that nice?’ Nathan whispered, his buttocks pushing and clenching beneath his jeans.

Unable to stop herself, Clover clasped a hand to her crotch, imagining a penis as mighty as Nathan’s pushing its way into her. A penis like that would stretch a woman, might even hurt her if she were not prepared for it. Not relaxed, wet and open . . . The way Olivia so clearly was.

A moan escaped Clover’s lips, but luckily it didn’t matter in the slightest. Olivia Foxe’s groans and shouts were easily loud enough to drown it out.

‘Oh Nathan . . . Oh Nathan . . . Yes!’ Olivia howled, rising to another climax scarcely moments after her last one.

It was too much for Clover. Unable to help, she slipped soundless to the floor, a fist crammed in her mouth and her other hand working furiously between her thighs.

To her own astonishment, she was sharing in Olivia’s orgasm before her hostess had even set eyes on her and as pleasure engulfed her, Nathan’s triumphant bellow said that he’d joined in too.




CHAPTER 2

‘Clover? Can I come in?’ Oh God, what do I do? What do I say?

At the sound of Olivia’s knock, Clover shot up as if she’d been goosed, and swivelled around until she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Her heart was jumping about inside her almost as much as it had been when she’d watched Nathan teasing and tormenting Olivia and making her climax.

She could feel the blood surging into her face and she wondered how on earth she could face her hostess. It would be impossible to act normally, to behave as if she hadn’t seen and heard anything . . . Olivia would know in a heartbeat, and would probably be horrified that her pervy little games had been the source of an introductory peepshow for her houseguest.

‘Er . . . yes . . . come in,’ Clover called, leaping to her feet, smoothing down her skirt and wishing her face wasn’t so carnation pink.

The door swung open.

‘My dear, how are you?’ Olivia swept in on a cloud of a sweet, exotic perfume and slithering silk. In spite of everything, Clover found herself admiring her hostess’s exquisite kimono - a confection of feather-weight eggshell pink silk, decorated with humming birds and stylised Japanese foliage. Olivia looked sumptuous, both decadent and elegant, and since the scene in the workroom, she’d restored order to her thick chestnut hair. Her chignon was sleek and smooth and pinned in place with antique tortoiseshell combs. She looked confident, relaxed and physically loose in the way only a woman who’d recently been well and truly rogered could, and as she encircled Clover in a warm and enthusiastic embrace, it was obvious she was naked beneath her robe. Clover felt the older woman’s large, beautiful breasts press perkily against her, and as Olivia drew back she seemed not in the least bit phased by the fact that her neckline was gaping and one of her dark, puckered nipples was peeking out.

Clover was thunderstruck. She didn’t know which way to look, and as Olivia took her by the hand and urged her to sit back down on the bed at her side, the older woman made no effort to cover herself, even though she had to be able to feel cool air on her naked skin. To make matters worse, when Olivia crossed her legs and raised one of her beautiful eyebrows questioningly, the edge of the slithery robe slipped up her thigh and settled dangerously close to her groin.

‘What’s the matter, dear?’ Olivia reached out to take Clover’s hand, her neckline gaping still further and allowing one creamy breast to swing completely free. ‘Did my little show with Nathan just now embarrass  you? I should have sent him away, shouldn’t I? But he turned up unannounced and . . . well . . . I just couldn’t resist him.’ She smiled a slow, witchy smile. ‘I thought I had time for just a little afternoon delight before you arrived, but unfortunately it went on much longer than I’d expected.’

Clover’s face burned. God, she does know! She knows I was watching her. This can’t be happening.

Olivia should have been asking her about her journey and what she thought of her room, and making all the rest of the harmless small talk a guest and hostess generally exchanged. Under normal circumstances, Olivia would be gently enquiring what Clover planned to do with her time while she was in London; instead she was casually asking whether Clover had enjoyed watching her have sex!

‘Now, now, sweetheart, don’t be shy,’ said Olivia, reaching out to stroke Clover’s hot face. Her bare breast swayed, and though she watched Clover’s glance flick helplessly towards it, she made no attempt to cover herself, ‘I know you watched us . . . I heard your footsteps, and your little gasps once or twice.’ She paused, her fingers curving delicately against the slope of Clover’s cheek. ‘You were masturbating while you watched us, weren’t you, Clover? Now, come on, don’t be embarrassed, it’s perfectly natural. I’d think there was something wrong with you if you didn’t.’

Clover tried to look away, but with gentle yet implacable force, the older woman made her look her in the eye. Olivia’s lips were parted and they were rosy and moist as if she’d made them ready to be kissed. Maybe she had?

A deep, dark thrill of fresh desire coursed through Clover. Oh Christ, was Olivia bisexual? Her head seemed to go light and float. And if she is, thought Clover, does she want me? Can I want her?

‘Did you masturbate, Clover?’ Olivia’s voice was suddenly firmer, more stern, and the wicked excitement low in Clover’s belly thickened and curdled. She wanted to masturbate right now, she realised suddenly, and it didn’t seem to matter that Olivia was watching her closely.

How would it be if she pulled up her skirt and slid her fingers inside her panties, in front of this beautiful older woman whom she hardly knew? It seemed preposterous, like something out of a blue movie, but at the same time, almost painfully irresistible.

Clover shifted on the bed. She felt uncomfortable between her legs again, her sex lips heavy and engorged. She did want to touch herself, oh how she wanted to! It was like a dream . . .

‘Yes. Yes, I did,’ she said, listening to the croaky sound of her own voice as if she were hearing that of a total stranger. A horny stranger at that . . . She felt a compelling urge to elaborate, to make up some bizarre variation or perversion, just to please Oliva. ‘I rubbed myself through my clothes. I didn’t actually touch myself, but I did come!’ she finished with a flourish, feeling unaccountably pleased with herself, liberated for the first time in ages.

‘Oh, well done, sweetheart!’ Before Clover could react, Olivia leaned over and kissed her on the mouth. A full kiss, not just a silly, social kiss, her tongue pressing gently between Clover’s lips. She tasted sweet and minty, and Clover let herself be pillaged for a  moment, as the older woman explored and played gently but skilfully with Clover’s tongue.

Then she drew back, leaving Clover gasping - and even more aroused.

‘Oh dear, I must behave myself,’ Olivia said cheerfully. ‘Mustn’t expect too much too soon, must I? Especially as I have to go out now and won’t have time to finish what I’ve started.’ Her beautiful eyes sparkled with blatant lust and merriment. ‘Come along, dear, I’ll show you where everything is,’ she said lightly, leaping to her feet and artlessly, or artfully, allowing her robe to fall open. As before, she made no attempt to cover herself, or re-tie her sash, and as she led Clover from the room by the hand, she treated her to another amazing show of flashing thighs, trimmed pubis, and jiggling, swaying breasts.

 
I wonder what Olivia’s doing now? thought Clover, some time later, as she sipped her wine and wandered around the palatial flat. Her hostess had gone out in a tearing hurry to her mysterious appointment, dressed to kill in a chic suit of her own design, the highest fuck-me heels Clover had ever seen, and even a jaunty little hat and veil atop her coiffed hair. It didn’t look like the sort of outfit for an evening date in a restaurant, or nightclub, but who knew the sort of circles Olivia moved in?

Not that Clover felt entirely neglected. She’d been left with a delicious ready prepared meal that only needed heating up, access to as much wine as she wanted, and to television and DVD. Her room was spacious, quite glam, but also homey, and complete with en suite bathroom and every possible bath oil,  body cream and luxury beauty product she could possibly want. She was comfortable and cosy in her pyjamas and dressing gown, she was well fed and feeling a nice buzz from good white wine, and there were a variety of entertainment options.

So why did she feel restless, dissatisfied and far more than a little horny?

Oh Olivia, you and your stud, what have you done to me?

Clover couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d seen that afternoon. It would have been mind-boggling enough even if she’d been getting regular sex, but she wasn’t and the last time she had, it’d been useless. Seeing Olivia playing her kinky little games with Nathan had primed a need Clover had been suppressing for far too long. She wanted erotic excitement, and she wanted a partner - or partners - with imagination, staying power, and probably a dark side, like the arrogant but foxy Nathan.

As Clover wandered into the soft-lit sitting room, a wicked notion occurred to her. There was nothing to stop her masturbating again, right here in the elegant, refined room. In fact, there would be even more of a thrill in doing it in such posh surroundings. And God knew, Olivia would approve.

Masturbation seemed almost de rigeur here. When the older woman had taken a phone call, while she was showing Clover around, she’d begun to touch herself during the conversation, her voice low and throaty while she clearly flirted with the party on the other end of the line. Clover had looked away at first, but then found herself irresistibly drawn. Olivia’s fingertip had circled around her nipple as she’d chatted and giggled. Her hips had begun to rock in a  hypnotic rhythm, and whoever was calling had clearly been aware of what had been going on, because Olivia had blithely told them she was horny, and needed to come!

‘Just an old friend,’ she’d said afterwards, yet made no reference to her outrageous revelation.

And now Clover was alone, and her head was filled with vivid, shocking images. She sank down on to the sofa and set aside her glass on the long, low coffee table. Half-heartedly, she cupped her crotch, but turned on as she was, she suddenly didn’t know what to do. It’d been easy when she’d been watching Olivia and Nathan; she’d been swept along on their tide of lust. But now she seemed to need a specific inspiration. She reached for a magazine from amongst the pile of Vogues,  Marie-Claires, Elles and other glossies.


Moda Uomo. Men’s fashion. Just the thing. A sumptuous magazine full of the handsomest faces and the fittest, sexiest bodies on the fashion scene.

Clover flicked through the pages, glancing at dark, wild child men; groomed, hard-faced Germanic types; and long-haired Latinos, much like Nathan the super-stud. But as fit and muscular as they looked, none of these seemed to be the trigger Clover was looking for. Then she turned a page, and discovered a photo spread entitled ‘Urban Vampire’, image after image of cool, sharp, mainly black clothing - all modelled by the same astounding, god-like man.

Oh yes, baby, I should have known you’d do the business, thought Clover, smiling and reaching for the button of her pyjama trousers.

The tall, lean blond wasn’t unknown to Clover. He was Lukas - probably the best-known, highest-paid and  most sought-after male supermodel in the business. His white-gold hair, sapphire-blue eyes and knife-like cheekbones frequently graced the pages of all prestige glossies, and his spectacular, sculptured torso made him the poster-boy for a million pubescent girls, not to mention those who were old enough to know better. Clover had to admit that it wasn’t the first time she’d wondered what it was like to have sex with this glorious, unattainable man.

And not just have sex . . .

The perverse nature of Olivia’s games with Nathan came winging back into Clover’s imagination. She pictured Lukas’s cool cobalt eyes upon her as she masturbated on Olivia’s worktable. Lying on her back, her skirt round her waist, she would afford him a perfect view of her sex, and her finger moving raggedly on her clitoris.

Or maybe she’d crouch like a little doggy and allow him to push a vibrator into her. And not just between her folds. She had a sudden flash vision of him putting it somewhere else, introducing it slowly, remorselessly into her bottom.

Oh! Oh God! A ripple of sensation - a tiny, mini-orgasm perhaps? - fluttered through the quick of her belly and made her clitoris jump even though she’d done nothing more than press the heel of hand between her legs. On the screen of her mind, she seemed to see Lukas raise an eyebrow, give her a sardonic half-smile, and the shiver of pleasure came again, low and subversive. When she reached for the magazine, his blue eyes challenged her, as if he’d seen what she’d been doing and mysteriously monitored her body’s responses.

Shocked, Clover reached for her wine and drank deeply. Had she always been waiting to discover this kinky side of her nature? It seemed so. The thought of plain old common or garden intercourse with Roger or anybody else made her want to yawn. But how could she learn more? See more? Experience more? She knew Olivia could tell her, but could she summon up the bottle to ask her hostess outright? Or would she have to approach the subject with more finesse?

Placing Moda Uomo to one side so she could sneak it away to her room and enjoy it again later, Clover flipped idly through some of the other mags, then threw them aside too. Beneath lay a number of large and intriguing looking coffee table books, each with plain, unmarked covers in rich, jewel colours.

And again Clover realised she’d found exactly what she was looking for.

The book she opened first was an art book, but like no other she’d ever seen before. Appearing almost three-dimensional on the first glossy page, and so lushly drawn that she could almost feel the heat of it, was an image of a woman’s naked bottom and thighs. Her face unseen, the woman was bent over a trestle of some kind, perhaps fastened there, perhaps not, but the most striking thing of all were the thin red marks across the plump, white rounds of her rear.

Someone’s beaten her, thought Clover, shifting her own bottom against the soft velour of the sofa. Between her legs, she felt again that faint, excited twitch in her clitoris, as if it recognised an erotic truth almost before her brain did. Running a fingertip over the exquisitely rendered weals and then down into the intense, graphic detail of the woman’s painted labia,  she gasped aloud as if it were her own flesh she were touching.
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