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Chapter 1


‘IT’S A SORRY STATE of affairs when someone like me - talented, educated and drop-dead gorgeous - can’t get a job,’ Kelly said ironically, striding about the kitchen. ‘Thank God I don’t have to pay rent. The council tax is enough to cope with, to say nothing of gas and electric, and all the other bills that seem to plop through the letterbox with depressing regularity. I’m thinking of going on the game, becoming a lady of absolutely no repute.’

‘It’s the same for me,’ Judith replied. ‘I thought when I finished college they’d all be clamouring to recruit me for high-powered posts. But zilch. The employment office staff is helpful, but keep offering me shelf-stacking in supermarkets, or waitressing. Which I wouldn’t mind short-term, but it isn’t exactly what I slogged hard for . . . I got decent grades in history and literature.’

‘And you don’t want to go on and take a teaching course?’

‘I certainly don’t,’ Judith replied with a shudder. ‘Imagine trying to control a class of spotty oiks oozing testosterone, and girls who tart themselves up as potential jail-bait. No thank you!’

Kelly smiled across at her friend. They had known each other for years, starting primary school at the same time - that neat and efficient little church establishment in a West Country village. They’d also shared secondary education, going by bus to the nearest comprehensive, there to follow their natural creative bents and, more importantly, to get a basic training in the wide and never-to-be reconciled difference between males and females.

But Judith was always the shy one, Kelly mused, refilling their cups with instant coffee. Me? I’ve never been able to keep my gob shut, always had too much to say for myself. As for the lads - I did my fair share of showing them mine behind the bike shed. They seemed impressed . . . but I can’t say I thought much of  theirs. The cock is a strange object. I thought so then and I still do now.

She was feeling particularly irritable that morning. The post had brought disconcerting news and she didn’t quite know how to handle it. She pushed the letter across the table towards Judith. ‘It’s the latest concerning my darling mama,’ she said, pretending to turn it into a joke, though hurting inside. ‘There’s good news and bad news. Which d’you want to hear first?’

‘I don’t mind,’ Judith answered, staring at her, blue eyes wide behind her steel-framed spectacles.

Kelly was tempted to ask her why she didn’t do something about those plain-Jane glasses. But then, Judith had never bothered much about her looks - skinny where Kelly was slim; hunched-shouldered, as if ashamed of her figure, while Kelly held herself proudly, breasts thrust out. And her dull, mousy hair was completely lacking in style, combed back and fastened with a slide.

‘Read it for yourself,’ Kelly said, then, without  waiting for her to do so, added angrily, ‘She’s only gone and got herself pregnant, that’s all! Had me when she was eighteen, then nothing. Now she’s run off with her toy-boy - who is younger than me - and announces that she’s up the duff! Jesus Christ, I shall be twenty-four by the time it’s born. What an age to have a new brother or sister! Well done, Mother. You always did know how to screw everything up.’

‘I think it’s rather sweet,’ said Judith, and handed back the letter. ‘If only something like that had happened to my parents . . . But they’ve stuck together, though they row like cat and dog. I was so glad when Daddy’s firm sent him to Australia and they went over there for good. And I never see my brother, Robert. He doesn’t bother to keep in touch, although there’s only him and me. He was always their favourite. I was never an achiever like him, though they tried to force me into it. I couldn’t come up to their expectations. Robert did brilliantly, of course.’

‘But you got to uni.’

‘I know. And my results weren’t half bad.’

‘There you are then. Be proud of yourself,’ Kelly said, adding, ‘Families are a pain.’

She shrugged, then ran a hand through her tousled chestnut mane. The curls coiled round her fingers, natural and bouncy and, she thought, incredibly boring. What could you do with hair that grew like a bush, stubbornly twisted itself into corkscrew ringlets and refused to be tamed? Have a crop-cut and get rid of it, she had almost decided on more than one occasion.

‘Exactly,’ Judith agreed.

‘Oh, well, according to the rest of this, her meeting Andy-baby has done me a power of good,’ Kelly  continued. ‘Dad had decamped with his secretary anyway, so I suppose you can’t really blame Mother for grabbing at happiness. The good news is that she’s written to say she’s signed this cottage over to me. Grandma left it to her. And now that she’s split from my father and bought a wine bar in Spain, she says I’m to look on it as mine. Willing to sign over the deeds. They won’t be coming back and the baby’s to be born in Malaga.’

‘You’re lucky,’ Judith murmured, huddled on the stool, her dun-coloured cardigan hunched round her, legs hidden under a long tweed skirt, the heels of her sensible brown lace-up shoes hitched on the lower rung. ‘I’m staying with Mrs Tanner . . . you know, Mum and Dad’s neighbour. She was recruited to look after me. Wish I was still at university.’

‘So do I,’ Kelly agreed enthusiastically. ‘All those blokes - it was wicked!’

‘I wasn’t thinking about them. I just loved studying.’

‘I know. You’re barking. Do you love Peter, too? Does he float your boat?’

Judith flushed, and the colour suited her. Kelly thought: I really must take her in hand - not literally, of course - well, not yet, though it might be fun to introduce her to lesbian love . . . I’m lucky to be bisexual; I get the best of both worlds. But just for now she needs me to teach her about make-up. A touch of blusher would work wonders on that dull skin.

‘Peter’s OK,’ Judith said, fiddling with the sleeves of her cardigan. ‘I’ve known him for years.’

‘Haven’t we all, dear,’ Kelly said tartly. ‘He’s a good guy, but about as exciting as watching paint dry. What’s he like in the trouser department? Have you fucked him?’

She didn’t really think Judith had, and would have put money on her being a virgin, so it came as a shock and confirmed her theory that you never really know a person, no matter how much of a bosom-buddy, when Judith said, ‘Yes.’

‘Oh? When?’ Kelly felt outraged suddenly, as if a younger sister had confided that she’d been lap-dancing. In fact, that was just how she saw Judith, even though they were the same age - as a non-streetwise sibling who needed looking after.

‘When I got back home from uni. I was lonely. Though I didn’t get on with my parents, there was a huge hole when they’d gone. They grudgingly invited me to go to Sydney, but I refused. Peter stepped in. He was kind . . . supportive. So was his mother. I think she views me as a prospective daughter-in-law.’

‘But that’s not what you want?’ Kelly asked, sitting with her legs apart on the stool opposite Judith.

She was wearing blue jeans so tight that they cut into her labia and the deep crease between her bottom cheeks. She liked the sensation, wriggling a little to drag the seam in deeper, chafing her clitoris. It was early in the year and cold, even though the kitchen was heated by a shiny red enamelled Aga. A big, sloppy sweater topped the T-shirt that covered her breasts. She could feel her nipples becoming erect, rubbed by the underwired lace and satin bra that supported those full globes.

I could do with a man, she thought. It’s been a mite too long since I had a stiff dick inside me. But the talent is limited in this one-horse town. Castleford is OK for tourists, and fine for those who commute from London or have lived in the place all their lives. But it’s not exactly conducive to wild flings and orgies.

It was different when she’d had a temporary job as  a garage mechanic. Then there were plenty of men: wealthy customers who had wanted to take her out to dinner, with all that that entailed, and fellow grease monkeys in grubby overalls who didn’t say no to a grapple in the back of the workshop. This halcyon state of affairs was short-lived, and ended when the boss’s wife caught him in the inspection pit. Kelly was with him and he was inspecting more than the underseal of a Punto.

Now she was poor, jobless and fed up. So, apparently, was Judith, despite having Peter.

‘I know,’ she said suddenly. ‘Move in with me. You can do that, now it’s mine. There’s bags of room. Are you up for it?’

‘But what about Mrs Tanner?’

‘Screw Mrs Tanner. You’re a big girl now. We can do it properly. Halve the expenses and you won’t have to pay rent as I don’t even have a mortgage to find. It’ll be a blast. We’ll look for work together. You can have Peter here overnight - but I don’t want him moving in.’

‘Of course not. I . . . I wouldn’t dream of im . . . imposing . . .’ Judith stammered, wringing her hands together nervously. ‘I’m not sure I want him, anyway.’

‘Doesn’t he satisfy you?’ Kelly asked bluntly. ‘In my experience few men know how to do this properly.’

‘I’m not sure I know what you mean,’ Judith muttered.

‘Do you climax? Does he bring you off? Is it better than when you masturbate?’ Kelly plunged on.

‘I don’t know . . . I mean . . . I never . . .’

‘Play with yourself? I don’t believe that for a moment. Everyone does.’ Kelly was nonplussed, but it didn’t stop her gabbling on. ‘Is he a caring lover? I mean, does he rub you all over with aromatic oils, kiss your toes, your  ears, the nape of your neck, then go down on you, licking your clit and slurping at your fanny.’

Judith’s head sank lower, her straight hair falling forward over her flaming cheeks. ‘No. He doesn’t do any of those things,’ she muttered.

‘Then it’s time he did,’ Kelly announced, wanting to rush off and tell Peter exactly what she thought of his lousy lovemaking. ‘I can’t stand bad manners in bed. I’ll bet the world’s greatest lovers weren’t necessarily handsome, but they knew how to please women . . . had got their diplomas in clitology. That’s what really counts, knowing how to treat the clit. It’s not the size of their tool, or the length of time they can go on humping, but their skilful use of fingers and mouth on a woman’s most sensitive organ.’

‘Is that right? I don’t know much about sex,’ Judith confessed.

‘Haven’t you ever had an orgasm?’

‘I’m not sure.’

‘Not sure? That means you haven’t or you’d be bloody well sure. There’s nothing like it. A mind-blowing sensation, and so easy to produce for yourself. When I’m in the middle of a wank, I often think to myself: who needs men?’

‘What about love?’ Judith ventured timidly.

‘What about love?’ Kelly repeated mockingly. ‘I’ve been there, done that, got the T-shirt to prove it. Love hurts. Love makes you vulnerable. Love puts you at the mercy of your beloved, allowing them to use, manipulate and control you. I don’t do love.’

‘I always thought it would be wonderful to fall in love,’ Judith said wistfully.

‘Hang around with me, girl, and I’ll educate you,’ Kelly promised, jumping up from the stool and asking, ‘When can you move in? Today? Right now?’

‘I’ll have to let Mrs Tanner know. And there’s my laundry part done, and Peter to tell.’

‘We can do it all this afternoon. You haven’t a lot of gear, have you?’ Kelly sprang into action, rummaging in her bag for her car keys. ‘Come on, I’ll take you in Tracy. We can load everything in the back. Then you can phone Peter and ask him over this evening. I shan’t be here, I’ve arranged to go to a gig at Salisbury Arts Centre with Caroline and Sally. We’re on the pull. I’ll be back late, so don’t wait up for me.’

‘All right. Gosh, am I really going to live with you?’ Judith’s face lit up and Kelly noticed how pretty she became when animated.

‘You are. And we’ll have a ball. Do all kinds of stuff,’ Kelly promised, and rushed Judith through the front door. There, at the kerb, stood the faithful though flighty red Metro, christened Tracy.

They bundled into her and headed up the high street towards the more recently developed end of town where stood Mrs Tanner’s neat detached house. The gardens were immaculate, cars washed and polished every Sunday morning and, had lace curtains still been in fashion, they would have twitched when Kelly hove into view on the horizon.

 
Judith unpacked the last of her cases and stashed her clothes in the wardrobe and chest-of-drawers. Boxes of books were stowed in a cupboard under the eaves, and her portable stereo, CDs and audio tapes placed on a low table near the double bed. Judith had stayed at the cottage before, but only as a guest, never dreaming it would one day be her home.

The bedroom was large and had a sloping ceiling, and tiny dormer windows almost at floor level. The cottage had to be three hundred years old, its bulging  stone walls several feet thick, its roof thatched and its main room boasting an inglenook fireplace. There was even the remains of a bread oven and panelling and rafters and that smell which Judith associated with dust and age.

No ghosts, she thought. She hoped not, anyway. It was daunting to think that Kelly wouldn’t be there on her first night, but she had already contacted Peter on his cell phone and he had sounded eager to come round and keep her company. She assumed that he would bring a packet of condoms and expect to indulge in a quick shag. Suddenly she realised she was adopting Kelly’s way of thinking and talking, using expressions she would have been far too self-conscious to voice once upon a time.

‘I’m off now. Will you be all right?’ Kelly shouted, seductive perfume wafting up the stairs and tantalising Judith’s nostrils as she leaned over the oak banister rail.

‘I’ll be OK. I’m going to take a shower, and Peter’s due at eight,’ she said.

‘Help yourself to whatever you need. There are cans of lager in the fridge and spare johnnies on my bedside table. OK? If you want incense, there are packets there too. Just watch the candles. The roof’s made of straw, remember.’

‘I’ll be careful.’

The outer door closed and Judith heard Tracy revving up. Now she was alone. She shivered slightly and thought about Mrs Tanner. She hadn’t been too pleased, making remarks such as, ‘I promised your mother I’d keep an eye on you. Does she know about this? Oh, well, if that’s what you want . . . I must say it strikes me as a little ungrateful and selfish, Judith, it really does. After all I’ve tried to do for you.’

If it hadn’t been for Kelly, unmoved and solidly packing up Judith’s belongings, she would probably have capitulated and stayed. But there was a steely look in Kelly’s green eyes, and a determined set to her mouth that had alarmed Judith more than Mrs Tanner’s snide remarks and offishness.

I’m free! The idea was intoxicating. There was no one she need answer to. Kelly was a breeze compared to people of Mrs Tanner’s ilk, who had always managed to boss her about.

And I’m sure I’ll get work soon, she thought, confidence soaring. Then I’ll be really independent.

She watched her full-length reflection in the pier-glass as she unbuttoned her blouse and hung it over the back of a pink Lloyd Loom chair. She had removed her glasses, and could see reasonably well without them, except when reading. It was as if she hid behind them, hoping they gave her a more scholarly look, and concealed her true feelings from a hostile world. At least, she had felt it to be hostile for as long as she could remember.

Without them, her true features emerged: heart-shaped face, with a short nose and pointed chin. Her eyes were cornflower blue, her brows arched and well defined. She grabbed a handful of hair and lifted it high, twisting it into a coronet at the top of her head. The transformation was startling, giving her a regal appearance.

Standing taller, she arched her neck and pulled in her ribs. Her breasts stood out, small though they were and enclosed in a white cotton sports bra that did nothing for uplift and separation. But I look almost attractive, she concluded.

She hadn’t been telling the truth when Kelly asked her if she played with herself. She did, of course. It  would have been unlikely for her to have reached her twenties without discovering the joys of masturbation. But she didn’t often indulge, only when the feeling built up unbearably, demanding to be relieved. This often happened after Peter had been with her, his inept lovemaking stoking her passions but never satisfying them. She was always ashamed of herself afterwards, though.

But now, senses roused by the move and the anticipation of an exciting new life, she cupped her breasts in her hands and permitted her thumbs to revolve on the hardening nipples. They responded immediately, rising under the white cotton. She rubbed them simultaneously, feeling pleasure radiate down to her pussy.

The sight of herself in the mirror was arousing, too. Gone was the timid creature who had always lacked an escort at Student Union functions. This girl looked wild and wanton, eyes heavy-lidded with lust, mouth parted over even teeth, tongue tip moistening her full, sensual lips. She watched that tongue, so pink and wet, and brooded on the idea of cunnilingus, something she’d read about in books but never tried. She imagined she’d be far too shy to let someone lick her most private place, yet hot waves of longing tingled through her as she wondered what it would feel like, and her clitoris throbbed and juice trickled from her opening in far greater abundance than when Peter caressed her.

I’m perverted, she panicked. This can’t be normal - can it?

Normal or not, she let her fantasies run riot as she lowered her hand and scrunched up her skirt, raising it above her knicker line. In the mirror, she saw that tantalising triangle emerge, a V of pure white that hid her pubic floss. Not as white as it should be, she thought, as  she glimpsed a stain following the line of her slit, and felt it too, wet and sticky. Thank goodness there was no chance of Mrs Tanner finding this evidence of her depravity in the laundry basket. She had been certain that the woman examined her underwear. Now no one should touch it but herself. Peter could ejaculate all over her panties and no one would be any the wiser. And not only Peter . . . there might be others.

She was getting hotter now, thinking about the men who would want to fuck her. Always one to indulge in unbridled imaginings, she had peopled her dream-world with swashbuckling heroes plucked straight from romantic historical novels, wearing tight breeches, velvet doublets, and wielding swords. Lately, having seen the latest epic about gladiators, she had reverted to fantasies associated with Ancient Rome and the combat in the arena, all blood, savagery and sun-browned male flesh. She had studied this period avidly, not so much to gain insight into the mighty empire, but simply because the men looked so marvellously sexy in short tunics and armour, greaves and wristbands.

Not much likelihood of meeting someone like that in Castleford, she reflected ruefully. Better to keep my rape fantasies to myself. It wasn’t real rape that she fantasised about, of course. She didn’t want to be forced by a stranger with a power complex, but rather by the man her mind had chosen. Try as she might, Peter got in the way when he entered her physically, and she found it hard to concentrate on her dream lover.

Not now, however, when she was about to give in to the urge to satisfy herself.

She closed her eyes and sighed. Her fingers crept under her panties and combed through her sparse brown bush. Then she hitched her thumbs into the  elasticated waist and eased them down and off. She could smell her own rich, oceanic odour, and slid her favourite pussy finger into her slippery avenue. Entering her love-channel was fine - two fingers, three - but after working them in and out, she withdrew and gently annointed the source of all delight - the swelling bud of her clitoris.

She parted her legs, bracing herself and thrusting her pelvis forward, chasing the sensation as her finger massaged each side of that ardent little organ, then centred just above its head, using a circular motion. It was delaying, tormenting, glorious - she was making her clit wait, prolonging the moment until she finally succumbed and rubbed herself to ecstasy.

In her head she was acting out a scenario. She had watched Marcus take part in the gladiatorial games in the circus that afternoon. He was lucky. Still alive. She had determined to have him. He had been triumphant and she had ordered that he be brought to her, a wealthy Roman lady used to being obeyed, married to a senator who was much more interested in slender-limbed young men than herself. Marcus had arrived, so handsome close up that her cunt had clenched and her pulse had raced. Still sweaty from combat, blood smeared his arms and torso. He had been pitted against a tiger and, this vanquished, his next opponent had been a man armed with trident and net. Again, he had triumphed and the crowd had roared for him. He was the hero of the hour. The Emperor had graciously awarded him the laurel wreath, and Judith had sent round to invite him to her villa.

She had fed him and given him wine, then, unable to delay while he bathed, had urged him, dirty, bloody and perspiring, to her bedchamber. Now he lay with her on her silken couch, and his rough, calloused  palms stroked her body through the diaphanous cream robe that barely concealed her. He was unexpectedly gentle, his dark eyes smiling at her as he kissed her all over - her gold-sandalled feet, her perfumed calves, thighs and belly, pushing aside her gown, nuzzling her breasts. She was smeared with blood from the wounds inflicted by the tiger’s claws. She could smell that feline creature. Its acrid odour mingled with the strong male scent of him, the sweat of exertion, the adrenaline that had pumped through his muscles, the musky odour of his genitals. She inserted a hand under his short linen tunic and ran her hand over his huge erection and heavy balls, barely contained by a loincloth.

Judith moaned with pleasure, glimpsing herself in the mirror in Kelly’s cottage, yet at the same time in Rome in the arms of Marcus. She felt hot inside, her fingers slipping in and out, her thumb pressing on her clitoris, his imaginary mouth caressing both, his tongue filling her like a fleshy penis, then jabbing at her clit, lips sucking, sucking . . .

She lifted one foot and placed it on the dressing-table stool. From that angle she could see her sex stretching from clit to anus, wet and glistening. She imagined Marcus looking at her, and this increased her excitement. She rammed two fingers inside herself and worked them around, aping the movements of coitus. This wasn’t enough to give her the ultimate pleasure. She withdrew her fingers and spread them so that two held back her labial wings, then she used her middle digit to stroke her clitoris that stood out proud, red and throbbing.

Forgetting Marcus and Peter and even herself, she concentrated on massaging that eager sliver of flesh. Her nipples protruded, lifting the cotton bra. She  hurriedly pushed down one of the shoulder straps and freed a breast, pinching and pulling at the rose-pink teat. Excitement speared her, mainlining with her needful clit, and sharp cries of pleasure escaped from her throat. She was about to come. She could feel the hot waves roaring through her body, from her toes to her cortex. Then she was swept high, lifted to the stars, in the grip of a fierce climax.

Gradually she came down from the heights. Marcus saluted and strode off in the direction of the bath. She would join him there soon. She had just bought him from the banker, Tiberio, freeing him from thraldom where he risked his life daily, and making him her love-slave . . . Then reality broke through her sensual encounter. Someone was knocking on the front door.

After hurriedly wiping her sticky fingers, she dragged on her panties, skirt and blouse and went downstairs.

‘It’s all right, Judith. It’s only me,’ Peter shouted from outside.

She let him in, hoping he wouldn’t be able to smell the taint of sex that must cling to her crack and fingers. Even washing never quite got rid of that penetrating, persistent aroma.

She gave herself a mental shake. This was Peter, one of the kindest, most gentle men she knew. He’d be terribly upset if he realised that he never satisfied her and that she invented strong, even brutal lovers as an aid to masturbation. She knew she should tell him, but didn’t know how to start. It was hard to explain, even to the most caring of partners, what you wanted them to do to bring you to completion. So embarrassing, in fact, that she couldn’t do it.

‘Come in,’ she said, standing back so that he might enter. ‘Kelly’s out.’

‘So we’re alone?’ he asked, with a quirky grin. ‘You going to show me your bedroom, then?’

She wanted to say no, annoyed by his assumption, but it was impossible. She was too used to pleasing people.

‘If you like,’ she said, and led the way, too ashamed of what she had just done to say that she’d rather sit in the kitchen and have a cup of tea with him before proceeding to more intimate matters.

She was silly, she supposed, for Peter was a pleasant-looking man, with a craggy face, pale blue eyes and fair hair that flopped over his forehead. Compactly built, he was just under six foot tall, and kept his body in trim by jogging and playing football. Absolutely reliable, he had his own business making handcrafted furniture, and orders were increasing weekly, mostly from abroad. At the moment, he lived with his widowed mother, but he had already intimated that soon he’d be buying a house of his own and wanted Judith to share it with him - as his wife.

‘You’ve done well for yourself there,’ Mrs Tanner had remarked, when she got wind of this. ‘You’ll need someone to help you prepare for the wedding. I don’t mind offering my services.’

‘We’re not even engaged. He hasn’t asked me properly yet,’ Judith had replied, outraged by the woman’s pushy attitude. What with her and Peter’s mother dropping heavy hints, it was enough to put a girl off marriage for life.

It seemed that he was delighted with the new arrangements. He stopped on the stairs and pulled Judith into his arms, kissing her soundly. She could feel his cock rising against her belly, and responded to that urgent pressure. The cottage enfolded them in secretive stillness, and she thought that maybe this  was what they had needed. They’d never made love in a bed. Their only opportunities to do it had been in the back of Peter’s car or in the woods, and on one occasion on the settee in his mother’s house when she was at a WI meeting. Judith had always been afraid they’d be discovered and this had inhibited her.

Maybe that’s why I haven’t been able to come with him, she thought, as her lips relaxed and her tongue tangled with his in a dance of desire. I need privacy in order to let myself go. She could feel excitement building up in her loins, her nipples hardening and her vagina aching for something hard and large to clench around. She closed her eyes, lying back in Peter’s embrace, his tongue exploring her teeth and the delicate inner membranes of her mouth. This time  they’d achieve that simultaneous orgasm which she’d heard was the be-all and end-all of human coupling.

‘Wow!’ Peter removed his mouth from hers long enough to exclaim. ‘You should have moved before if it meant you’d be so hot for me.’

She released herself, and, fingers linked with his, led him into her room. There she urged him to lie on the bed while she undressed for him. This, too, was a first. She let her blouse slide off, then unzipped her skirt. It slithered to the floor. She was a little embarrassed by the unadorned white garter belt that held up her stockings, but one look at Peter’s engrossed expression assured her that he had no qualms about such simple, girlish underwear. She unclipped the suspenders and rolled down the stockings, then took the belt off, each movement one of tantalising slowness.

All she wore now were her panties and bra. It was odd to be so shy in front of the man who had taken her  virginity - a painful experience as she recalled, and certainly not the high she had been led to expect through misinformation gleaned from romance stories.

She felt suddenly wanton. Peter seemed hypnotised, his hand straying to the thick baton of flesh rising hard behind his fly front. His enslavement empowered her. She could do anything she liked with him while he was controlled by his lust. Moving sensuously, as if to an internal rhythm, she gyrated her hips, reached up and cupped her breasts, then unhooked her bra at the back. The cups eased forward, but the straps kept them in place until she was ready to reveal her treasures to him.

‘Oh, Judith,’ he whispered, and reached for her, but she pushed him away.

‘Naughty,’ she scolded, still fingering her nipples. ‘I didn’t say you could touch.’

With a sudden gesture, she bared her breasts, holding the bra in her fingertips before casting it aside. As if unable to control himself, Peter unbuttoned his trousers and lifted his cock from fly front and boxer shorts. Judith looked at it boldly, no longer reticent, admiring the stubby stem rising from its nest of wiry hair, and concentrating on the bare helm. It looked so vulnerable, though huge and fiery red, its slit shining with dew.

Peter held it and said, ‘I want to put it in you.’

‘I’ll bet you do,’ she teased, then turned her back on him, pulled down her knickers and bent over from the waist, exposing her arse and letting her hips bump and grind. She couldn’t see him, but she heard his groan and the rapid friction of his palm racing over his cock.

She removed her knickers and, turning to face him,  threw them at him. They landed over his nose, a silky bundle carrying traces of her pussy juice. Peter groaned again as he breathed in.

‘Jesus God!’ he cried, his voice muffled, ‘I can smell your cunt.’

This was the moment to tell him he could get even closer to it - she could boldly sit on his face and have him lick her out - but Judith didn’t quite have the bottle. Instead, she went over to him and pushed him down on the bed. He looked up at her with passion-drugged eyes, then reared up so that he was on top, and from that minute on, Judith knew she wasn’t going to orgasm.

It was like every time before. He lay on her, kissed her, tweaked her breasts and then left her long enough to roll on a condom. Back in position, he kneed her thighs apart, introduced his latex-covered prick to her wet crack and pushed hard, lodging it inside her. He sighed, drew it out, then thrust it back in again. At no time did his cock or its base rub against her clit. He might just as well have been a mile away for all the good it did her.

Struggling with disappointment, Judith wriggled and heaved, though this was difficult as he insisted on lying on her, squashing her flat. Somewhere in her brain she heard Kelly saying in her no-nonsense voice, ‘Gentlemen take their weight on their knees and never, never use their partners as a mattress. It’s a no-no.’

‘Tell him,’ Judith’s alter-ego shouted. ‘Say to him, “Get off me, you dork! I can’t breathe. I’ll never come, even if you go on pounding for a hundred years.” ’

She couldn’t do it, but she gave up trying to enjoy it or even pretending that she did. She lay there like a stone while he humped and panted his way to completion and, when he at last grew still, his head buried in  her shoulder, she wanted nothing so much as to push him away.

A little vignette lit up her mind. Marcus was in the sunken bath, waiting for her. He leaned back against the tiled side. The black hair was wet and matted on his tanned chest, scrawling down passed his navel and joining the thicket covering his lower belly. His cock rose from the water, a stiff, fleshy rod, and his balls floated beneath it.

Peter withdrew from her, rolled on his side and started to snore. Judith lost herself in her dream, letting her flimsy white robe drop to the lapis lazuli tiles as she stepped into the bath alongside Marcus . . .




Chapter 2

‘THERE’S NOWHERE TO BLOODY park!’ Kelly shouted, steering Tracy round the back of the church at speed.

Deconsecrated, it was now Salisbury Arts Centre, a venue for bands both local and renowned, for plays and concerts and entertainment. One thing’s for sure, Kelly thought, I’d never have set foot in it while it was being used for its original purpose. Like love, I don’t do churches. I’m a pagan.

‘God, you’re wired!’ complained Sally, her hair all colours of the rainbow in the street-lights, short, spiked and streaked with green, purple, blonde and blue. Too young to be a firstwave punk, she had latched on to its most recent revival. She even had a safety pin in her ear.

‘Yeah, take it easy. If I’d thought, I could have borrowed my grandmother’s disabled person’s parking disc,’ added Caroline from the back. Her sleekly elegant appearance covered a well of depravity that Kelly had only just begun to plumb.

‘We use that and get caught, I’ll get fined a thousand quid,’ she answered. ‘The car park’s rubbish. We’ll have to find a side street.’
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