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Chapter One


‘WE’RE SPENDING THE summer on the Greek islands. D’you have to take that job? Why not come with us?’ Jeremy pleaded, using that little-boy-lost expression he had learned at his nanny’s knee.

Karen grinned, knowing this ploy worked wonders with female students and lecturers alike. Not with her, however. She recognised their relationship for what it was - mutual lust and nothing more. Not for her the agony of sighing after this handsome, feckless young man, the jealous pangs, the heart-breaking wait by the phone for calls that rarely came.


Thank God he doesn’t affect me that way, she thought, resting back against the flat corduroy boat cushions as he poled the punt along the placid surface of the Cherwell. I can admire his well-shaped head, bleached-blond hair, broad shoulders, slim waist and lean hips, and his tush, balls and cock are ten out of ten. He’s fit, muscular and tanned, but I’m not in love with him, whatever that means.


‘By “us” I suppose you mean Pete and half a  dozen hangers-on?’ she asked, idly trailing her finger in the river. It was deliciously cool, and she relished the sensual caress of the swirling water on her bare skin, a striking contrast to the hot sun beating down on her head, turning her chestnut hair to flame.

Milton’s verse ran through her mind: ‘See here the olive grove of Academe - There Ilissus rolls his whispering stream.’

She had enjoyed her years at university, indulging to the full her passion for history, revelled in the rich social life, the plethora of red-blooded males, and had come out with brilliant grades - but it was time to go.

‘My parents have a villa in Corfu. They’ll be in Miami, and we can use the place as a base.’ Jeremy jabbed the pole into the greenish water then lifted it out. Diamond drops sparkled from it at every storke. He regarded her from under thick fair lashes hedging pale-blue eyes. He was sweating, though they had not been out long. Karen was sure his body heat had something to do with the fact that her thin cotton skirt had become wet when she climbed into the unstable craft. It was sticking to her, outlining the curves and angles of her bare legs.

With a smile tugging at the corners of her generous mouth, she deliberately let her eyes rest on the solid bulge straining the zipper of his tight denim jeans and then looked up into his face. So intent was he on trying to make out the dark triangle at the apex of her thighs, he very nearly overbalanced from his precarious perch at the back of the punt.

‘Whoops! Steady!’ she warned, laughter bubbling up in her throat. It amused her to see him showing off for her benefit and to guess at the discomfort of his swollen phallus confined by Levi’s.

Jeremy Hurst-Pemberton, popular athlete and champion oarsman, the darling of the campus, pursued by a horde of doting women, had tried everything to win her over. Bouquets, champagne suppers, windswept rides in his Ferrari, even a long weekend at his aristocratic father’s Scottish castle.

Win her over? She smiled to herself at the old-fashioned phrase. It sounded vaguely Victorian - all hearts, flowers, chaperones and blushing maidens. The reality had been very different.

Karen had seduced him after a select dinner party given by a university professor and his wife whose soirees were renowned in academic circles both for the cuisine and the engaging conversation. It was she who had taken him to her room, eased him out of his tuxedo, lured him into bed and shown him how to pleasure her.

He had been disappointing, she remembered. Though living off a reputation as a stud, his knowledge of female arousal had been abysmal. He wasn’t much better now, needing constant reminding that slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am just wouldn’t do.

He steered the punt into a secluded creek, screened almost entirely by overhanging willows. After shipping the pole and tying the painter securely, he slid over to where Karen was sitting. He rested a hand on her knee, started to move his fingers up under her skirt, heading towards the  damp, cotton-covered mouth of her sex. He was eager to probe the entrance to the liquid centre of her being, but she closed her legs, not ready for him yet. He was always so precipitous, grabbing at her breasts, homing in on her clitoris. She made him wait.

Karen sat up and took the velvet scrunchie from her hair, shaking out the tumbling mane of Medusa curls till they flowed across her shoulders and halfway down her back. Jeremy watched her, biting his lip in frustration. She was like a woman from a Rossetti painting- tall, full breasted, with an almost barbaric beauty, an exotic bloom who captured attention wherever she went, admired, envied, even disliked, but never ignored.

Although he had known her carnally, drawn into the vortex of her tumultuous orgasms, he still shuddered with a feeling akin to awe whenever she was close. He was mesmerised by the enticing perfume that emanated from her skin, frightened by the fierce light in her green eyes, chastened by her intellect and biting sarcasm. Karen was clever, quick-witted and confident. A free spirit who took no prisoners.

Jeremy had only to crook his little finger to summon a bevy of girls panting to have him shaft them. They flattered him, made him feel macho and virile, but none was as exciting as Karen. She was a potent drug, too powerful for all save the strongest personality. The need to convince himself that he could tame her forced him to attempt it again and again.

He took the tartan rug stowed under the seat, stepped on to the bank and held out a hand to her. The willow formed a perfect bower; the  blanket spread on the short grass invited fornication. Karen sank down on it, linking her hands under her head and looked up at the bright dazzle filtering through the swaying branches.

How she loved summer; she became listless and droopy during the dull rainy days of winter. Now energy poured through her veins, revitalising her, running like quicksilver along every nerve, inflaming her senses.

From beneath curling dark lashes she considered Jeremy, who sprawled beside her, propped up on one elbow. He leaned over, and his mouth caressed the smooth, petal-soft skin of her cheek. She turned her head and their tongues met and tangled. He grunted and pulled her closer, the tips of her breasts bunching as they brushed against the material of her flimsy blouse. She was warming to his kisses, her juices already pooling at the opening of her vagina, the ripe, sweet scent of her rising into the warm air.

Jeremy might not be a ideal lover, but the afternoon was filled with a golden haze, heavy with langour. The sound of water, the rustle of leaves, the birdcalls and distance voices of other boaters combined to rouse in her a deep and enticing longing for fulfilment, and a heaviness gathered in her groin.

Had she been there alone she would have lifted her skirt, pushed aside her briefs and played with her clitoris, stroking, petting, rubbing it, bringing herself to climax in that entirely satisfying way that no man had yet surpassed. She suspected that another woman might, but had not yet tried, merely fantasising about it sometimes when she masturbated.

She relaxed in Jeremy’s arms, and he lowered his mouth, fastening his lips around her nipple, sucking it through the cotton till it stood up in a needful little peak, hard as stone. She gritted her teeth and closed her eyes, drawing in a sharp breath at the delicious friction of his tongue. Her hand smoothed the outside of his jeans, tracing the large, elongated shape of his cock that throbbed urgently, demanding release from its imprisonment.

Gently but firmly she unfastened the metal button at his waistband, then seized the zipper tag between thumb and forefinger. Tantalisingly slowly, she pulled it down, the gap widening till it freed the pulsing member, which sprang out to nestle in her palm. Her hand closed round it and she applied pressure, her touch slippery smooth, enjoying the sensation of the damp, hot hardness jerking and moving as if it had a life of its own, a thing apart from Jeremy.

He opened her blouse. She was not wearing a brassière. Her breasts bared to his gaze, beautiful in form and colouring, firm and high and lightly tanned, with faint blue veins and luscious nipples ringed with darker brown.

He eupped her right breast in his hand, his thumb revolving on the tense tip. Then he bent his head and sucked it into his mouth, teasing and tonguing it before moving to the other, while Karen moaned her appreciation of this tribute. Such attention was irresistible, but it made her clitoris ache. She wriggled her hips, attempting to rub her inner lips together and put pressure on her rampant nub.

Jeremy responded to her need, one hand  straying below her waist, across the flat bowl of her belly and under her panties, easing them down. Karen kicked them aside, and he brushed the abundant tangle of brown pubic hair, a finger finding its way into the deep avenue between. It parted to reveal her labia, swollen now, her clitoris standing out from its hood, glistening like a silver-pink pearl, quivering with want.

Karen closed her eyes, her hand working up and down his engorged phallus, but aware that she must not rouse him too soon or he would lose patience and plough into her, forgetting that she, too, needed orgasm. She slowed the movement, caressed him gently, though lost concentration as she waited breathlessly for him to bring her off.

Jeremy was panting, nibbling at her breasts, his finger dipping into the scented pool of her vulva, then, once moistened, moving upwards along her crevice to spread silkily over the sensitive head of her lovebud. She could feel herself spiralling as he settled into the slick, wet rhythm she so desperately needed to carry her over the edge.

Up she rode, up and up, waves crashing hard on one another. ‘That’s it,’ she whispered hoarsely, clutching at his cock. ‘Don’t stop! Go on! Go on! Oh - oh! Yes! Yes!’

She was peaking. She was there. Sensation washed over her, tingling from the tips of her toes to the recesses of her brain, glorious release provided by that tiny organ existing solely for delight, her precious, delectable, wonderful clit.

Jeremy pushed between her relaxed thighs, his thick member plunging to the hilt in her warm, convulsing depths. A couple of strong thrusts, and she felt the twitch of his cock as he came,  clasping her tightly to him. After a moment, she freed herself from his weight, shifting to lie with an arm across her eyes.

Karen was filled with a sense of well-being, the rolling spasms of pleasure receding, leaving her limp and momentarily satiated. Her thoughts wandered aimlessly. Fragments of music floated in her head - ideas, plans. She was aware of the lovely sounds of nature, the lapping of the river, the fussy cheep of the moorhen calling her fluffy black chicks. Summer in England, and where more summer-like than magical Oxford?

At the same time she was aware of her juices bedewing her thighs and puckered folds. She could smell Jeremy’s sharp, male sweat cutting across her familiar female fragrance which carried the odour of seaweed and shells. Sex, raw and untamed. Sex and only sex. She felt a pang of loss, of regret. Was there nothing more?

Poems, music, great works of art all spoke of something deep and meaningful. Whenever she listened to symphonies or opera her throat constricted and tears pricked her eyes. She had not yet found this elusive, heart-stopping element during her congress with men, and her experience had been considerable.

Fastidious and choosy, she had applied her intellect to her experiments with a number of them. Each had been carefully selected, but even so, none had moved her beyond satisfying the yearnings of her loins. There seemed to be an emotional block. She was aware that some accused her of being cold but knew this to be untrue. If anything she was too sensitive, too vulnerable, and this made her afraid to lower her  defences. Too often she had comforted women friends devastated by callous males, and she had vowed it would never happen to her.

Karen pulled herself up, leaning back against the bole of the willow, and Jeremy shifted over to lie with his head in her lap. She pushed her fingers through his rumpled curls. A pattern of leaves dappled his face and spilled across his eyes.

‘You’ll come to Greece?’ he asked softly, seizing her hand and running his tongue over her fingers, sucking each digit with absorbed concentration.

Karen frowned, withdrawing her hand. His licking was too canine to be pleasant. ‘I can’t,’ she said. ’I’ve told you before. There’s a post waiting for me in Devon. If I turn it down, I’ll never get another chance like that. It’s just what I want.’

‘Why so keen to work?’ He rolled on his stomach, his head to one side, resting on his folded arms, regarding her with a sulky expression.

‘It’s not a question of keenness. I have to earn a living,’ she replied crisply. ‘We don’t all have rich parents, you know.’

‘Yours can’t be badly off.’ Jeremy was in a perverse mood. She guessed he was annoyed by her refusal, probably more upset than he cared to admit. ‘Your mother’s just had another book on archaeology published, hasn’t she? And your old man appears on BBC2 regularly in those philosophy programmes.’

Karen was decidedly bored by this. When he could not get his own way, Jeremy displayed the less attractive side of his character. She picked up  her discarded knickers and stuffed them in her pocket, then scrambled to her feet, parted the peridot veil of leaves and dropped down into the punt. It wobbled dangerously.

‘I don’t have to explain anything to you,’ she said, lowering herself on to the seat. ‘Come on. It’s time we went back. I’ve packing to finish.’

In silence they drifted up the river, sometimes hailed by fellow students on other boats. The shadows lengthened and the bells chimed from spires poking admonishing fingers into the plum-blue dusk. They left the punt moored under Magdalen Bridge alongside several others, then strolled through the Botanic Gardens towards the High Street. It was busy as always, but with an extra frenetic buzz about it - it was the end of the teaching year; for some, like Karen, the end of an era.

It seemed incredible that it was over four years since she had obtained sufficient A Levels to be accepted at this, the crème de la crème of universities. She had spent three years as an undergraduate, finally achieving degrees in history, art and English with an additional familiarity with Latin. This had not been the end, however, for she had stayed on to take a postgrad course in archive administration. This might have led to the position of records manager’s assistant in local government of a big company, had not Tony come up with the invitation to work as his aide at Blackwood Towers.

Just because her parents were famed intellectuals, it had not been easy for her. In fact it had been hard - a case of the cobbler’s children. They had expected her to do well simply because she  was their daughter and had never had the time or inclination to give her extra tuition themselves.

Standing by the archway leading to her lodgings, Karen said goodbye to Jeremy, aware of the cool air breathing on her bare thighs and naked pussy. He was aware of it, too, and she felt the heat of his hand on her backside, curving round the tight globes, pushing into the crease between in a proprietorial way that she found offensive.

‘You’ll write?’ he persisted anxiously, a sullen expression spoiling his near-perfect looks.

‘Yes,’ she lied. ‘Have a good summer, Jeremy. Be happy.’ She rested the back of her hand against his cheek in a casually affectionate gesture.

He gripped her arm, tried to stop her going, but she broke free and disappeared into the passageway. Jem, the porter, stuck his head out of his cubbyhole of an office.

‘Letter for you, Miss Heyward,’ he said cheerfully, handing over a white envelope. She was going to miss Jem, perpetually optimistic despite the weather, the recession, the peculiarities of dons, the behaviour of students. Nothing ruffled him.

‘Thanks,’ she said with a smile.

‘You off then, miss?’ Jem lingered to talk. His ruddy face with the bushy walrus moustache would be etched on her memory.

‘Tomorrow morning.’

She ran lightly up the dark, winding staircase leading to the rooms she shared with Alison Gray. Alison had finished, too, but she was taking a year off in Boston before embarking on a career.

Karen looked out through the landing window. Below lay the quad, across it the stately buildings that had sheltered aspiring students for over five hundred years. Not women, of course - they were a late addition. At one time no females had been permitted beneath the sacred portals of those male-dominated seats of learning.

Just one more night spent there. It was sad, really. Despite her assertions to Jeremy, Karen was nervous of taking up the position she had been offered. She unlocked the door of the college flat. Inside the cosy panelled sitting room she stepped out of her sandals, padded across to the little kitchen and switched on the kettle. While waiting for it to boil, she opened the letter.


Dear Karen,

Am looking forward tremendously to having you join me at Blackwood Towers. You’ll like Porthcombe. Miles of beach, a pounding sea and spectacular cliffs. The library is a mess. I really need your help. It’s too much for one person. The late marquis neglected it. He was only interested in the farming side of the estate. But Lord Mallory Burnet is different and wants everything in order. There’s enough work here to last us years!

See you on the 20th, Exeter Station, Platform 2, at 2.30 p.m.

Yours,

 



Tony



Tomorrow, Karen though, folding the letter and returning it to the envelope. By this time tomorrow  I’ll be there. One door closing and another opening. Dear Tony. He must be keen. We’ve already settled these arrangements by phone.


My old friend and teacher who got me the job. He’s a gentleman and won’t expect anything in return, though I’d not say no. He’s forty-something, I know, but it was he who taught me how to achieve an orgasm. Before his tender tuition, I was a bundle of ignorance and frustration. I wonder why he never married. The typical bachelor, but what a lover! Jeremy could take a few leaves from his book.

Even remembering those hours spent in Tony Stroud’s apartment when, as an unhappy, rebellious teenager she had discovered what sex really meant, made her loins ache and her clitoris pulse. Maybe it, too, remembered its awakening, she thought. The first time it had blossomed and bloomed, rising hard and proud at her teacher’s expert caressing. His long fingers, his skilful tongue, her nub sucked and fondled until it reached such a frantic explosion that she had fainted with the shock and pleasure of it, then begged him to do it again - and he had. She recalled achieving nine orgasms during that night with him, a record she had not yet beaten.

The kettle steamed and Karen poured water on to instant coffee granules in a pottery mug and settled down on the shabby cretonne-covered couch, tucking her feet up under her. Her packing was almost done, the evening ahead planned. She had half an hour of rest before she set off - space to herself, a time to get her thoughts in order.

Her books and belongings had been boxed up and waited collection. Most of them would be dispatched to her parents’ home in Wimbledon.

The housekeeper would take them in and store them. Karen’s father was on a lecture tour of the States and her mother had gone with him. They never liked to be apart, utterly absorbed in each other, still madly in love after twenty-five years, a phenomenon Karen found remarkable, moving and exasperating.

She had always felt surplus to requirements, sure she was an accidental not a planned child. Not that they were ever unkind or neglectful, far from it, but she had been aware, right from the start, that they were so wrapped up in each other that anything or anyone else was considered to be an intrusion. Even a well-loved offspring. Needless to say, Karen had been an only child.

Such an upbringing had made her independent, a loner, living a great deal in a fantasy world. History, literature, antiquities of any sort, these had become her obsessions. Boarding school had cemented her emotional isolation, then university.

‘I’m so sorry we shan’t be in London when you finish,’ her mother had said on one of her recent visits, drifting about the flat in an elegant navy and white Chanel outfit. ‘Unfortunately we’re off to America.’

‘Don’t worry, Mother. I’m going straight to Devon,’ Karen had assured her, feeling gauche in the face of such perfection, while Alison had obligingly aimed the camera, capturing the three Heywards for posterity.

Now Karen set down her cup and went into her room to change. She stripped, glad to remove her stained skirt, and thrust it into the linen basket. Naked, she prowled to the bathroom and stepped into the shower cubicle.

The jets gushed, stinging her skin with pleasurable little jabs, pouring down her shoulders, over her breasts, across her belly and between her legs. She soaped herself, breathing in the scent of showergel, enjoying the sensation of her own hands sliding across her flesh. She circled her nipples, which rose instantly at her touch, travelled down to her navel, made tiny soapy swirls and corkscrews in her pubic hair and gently rinsed between her pouting lips.

Wrapped in a white towel, she padded into her room with its low, sloping ceiling and black beams, chintz curtains and powder-blue carpet. This had been her home for months. She had taken time to settle but having done so had no desire to move. It was inevitable, however, and a part of her was excited by the challenge - fresh fields to conquer, new people to meet, opportunities, even lovers. She had the urge to snort and paw the ground like a warhorse scenting battle.

She let the towel drop and considered herself critically in the long mirror fastened to one wall. It wasn’t a bad body, all things considered. Working out and practising martial arts had kept her in trim, and she was streamlined - tall but slender boned, and her breasts were full, her waist slim and her stomach flat. She ran her hands down the long sweep of her thighs, past the shapely knees and rounded calves to the trim ankles. Her body thrilled at the friction of palms of skin.

Amoral, wanton body, she addressed it sternly. You don’t care who offers you caresses just as long as you can purr under them. Particularly if they culminate on your clitoris, the epicentre, the key to ecstasy, the only organ in the entire human body  designed exclusively for pleasure.

Why had it been put there? she wondered. Was it to compensate the female for the pain of childbirth? Sensible, really, for had the vagina been the seat of orgasm, then it would have been impossible to endure the passage of a baby through it. As it was, the clitoris was well up out of harm’s way.

Her hand wandered involuntarily down to part the freshly washed hair and press on her bud’s stem, tracing it back to where it joined her pelvic bone. At once a tremor of excitement stirred in her loins, and her honeydew commenced to flow. She wriggled her hips against her finger’s sweet invasion while, in the glass, she could see her nipples becoming redder, hardening in response.

Stop it, she chided herself. Save it for later.


Karen controlled the urge to bring herself off, smoothed body lotion into her skin, and dusted talc over her mound and between her legs. She sprayed deodorant beneath her shaven under-arms and applied a matching haze of Casmir.


She glanced at her watch. Ten to seven. No time to waste. White cotton briefs now concealed her genitals, followed by a black tracksuit bottom. A matching sweatshirt was pulled over her head. Her hair was piled high and confined by a headband. On her left breast was a badge -emblazoned in red and gold which proclaimed  ‘Shotokan Karate’.


After peeling on white socks and lacing her trainers, Karen picked up a tote bag and left the apartment. In a few moments she was cycling through the streets towards the sports centre. This had been the major backdrop for much of  her life at college. Here she had practised karate three times a week, playing badminton, pumped iron and swum. A fitness fanatic? Hardly. One of the prime instigators of her interest had been the man under whose direction she would train tonight - her sensei.


After chaining her bike securely to a stand, Karen pushed through the swing doors into the foyer. The centre was, as always, busy. Young, beautiful people wearing colourful leotards, shorts, legwarmers and T-shirts were chatting as they made their way to the various rooms devoted to their particular sport. Karen walked towards the lofty gym, which had been transformed into a training dojo for the evening. She nodded to several students who were already in the changing room, replacing her tracksuit with a white gi, the thick cotton unyielding against her skin, the brown belt folded correctly round her waist. Barefoot, she trotted back to the dojo,  bowing to her master as she entered.

Kan Takeyama was standing by the window, illumined by the sunset glow behind his body. He straightened, returned her bow. ‘Good evening, Heyward,’ he said, poker-faced. No smile of recognition crossed his impassive features.

‘Good evening, sensei,’ she replied, equally formal, though her nipples tensed under her fighting suit.

His fiercely masculine yet sensual good looks instilled in her a feeling of tranquillity on one hand and awoke her slumbering sexual passion on the other.

His body was perfection. Now, like her, he wore a white gi, though his was girded by a black  belt, as he was a third dan in the art, but she knew what he looked like naked. Besides being her master in karate, he lectured on oriental history and art. Karen had proved his most promising student. The opportunities for lovemaking had been legion.

In the dojo, however, Kan was severe and professional. Twenty novices were put through their paces. First the rigorous warm up, enough to exhaust all but the fighting fit, then from simple groups of techniques the class moved to exacting  kata, before progressing to sparring.

Karen was paired with a short, stocky opponent, quick and light on his feet but no match for her. She was the star of the dojo. But Kan would not permit anyone to think themselves superior to the rest. He took over, giving her no quarter, an exacting taskmaster, intent of pushing her to the limit, for she was due to grade as a black belt soon.

This was a responsible position, and she would be issued with a licence only if she used her hands in self-defence, not attack. Empty hands - karate, the name given to it centuries before when disarmed Okinawa islanders found a subtle way to fight their tyrannical Japanese conquerors.

As Kan her sensei and mentor, worked with her, she was aware of the tension growing between them, an electric thrill passing through her every time he touched her in correction or instruction. This always happened, always had, always would - and her need for physical contact with him became almost painful in its intensity.

She was volatile as she fought him, every line of her expressing not only the spiritual warrior but  the woman, too - her green eyes, her firm mouth, lithe limbs; she was powerfully aggressive, gloriously female; sexuality incarnate. Kan was conscious and responsive to all these things yet did not betray it with the flicker of an eye.

The session ended. Everyone bowed to everyone else. People trailed off to the changing rooms. Karen sat panting, wiping her face with a towel, aware of an echoing wetness between her thighs.

‘You’re doing well,’ Kan said in his quiet, serious way, never giving praise lightly. ‘You’ll get your black belt. No problem.’

‘I’m moving away,’ she replied regretfully.

‘You’ll keep training, and come to Crystal Palace next May. Grade then. I’ll arrange it with the judges. We’ll keep in touch.’

As usual after training, they wound up at Kan’s cool, light apartment. Karen thought of the opera  Madame Butterfly every time she set foot in there: there were low tables, low stools, a paper screen, artistically arranged flowers, netsuke in a glass cabinet, a couple of gnarled and ancient bonsai trees on the balcony. Taped music of the samisen,  a three-stringed lute, tinkled in the background.

‘Is this new?’ she asked, pointing to a delicately executed print of Mount Fuji with a peaceful river and a pine tree in the foreground.

‘Yes. I’ve started a collection. Japanese wood blocks are known as ukiyo-e, which means images of the floating world.’

‘How lovely,’ she replied, a catch in her throat. Soon she would be without her charming, aesthetic sensei.


‘I’m glad it pleases you,’ Kan said, watching her with wise, slanting eyes.

‘Can I take a shower?’ Karen needed to be fresh for him, as if trying to recapture her virginity. This was so divine and pure a setting that she wanted nothing to mar her final experience of it, wishing to be fragrant from top to toe, her flesh masked in silk, which she knew would be appreciated by the beauty-loving Kan.

‘Be my guest.’ He ran his fingers through his straight black hair, every gesture graceful. ‘We’ll make love and then I’ll send out for some sushi.’

The bathroom was immacluate, the shower hot and refreshing. After she had anointed her body with jasmine-scented lotion, she draped herself in the splendid cream kimono Kan reserved especially for her. Padded and lined with crimson silk, it was rich with embroidered chrysanthemums and applique birds outlined with gilt thread. The hanging sleeves were wide, and she fastened a magnificent obi round her waist. It was the attire of a court concubine, and Karen could feel herself changing, taking tiny steps, moving modestly, eyes cast down.

‘I’m too tall to be a geisha,’ she said as she glided back into the room.

‘You’re beautiful,’ he replied earnestly, his eyes darkening with desire.

He was kneeling on the tatami, wearing a turquoise silk robe patterned with trees set amid snow-covered foilage. Karen sat on her haunches facing him, fingers linked lightly in her lap, and for a moment he did nothing but gaze at her. Then he took her hands and placed them on his thighs, doing the same to her. Silence descended on them, a deep, meditative silence, healing and cleansing.

He sighed, reached for her, drew her into his arms. His kisses were just right, tongue flickering over her lips before venturing between. And his hands cupped her silk-covered breasts, the nipples rising urgently against the crimson lining. He rewarded them with the merest grazing touch. Lust snaked through her like a white-hot flame.

Kan rose, lifting her with him. He released her for a second and slid the gown from his body. His smooth, silky skin was bronze coloured. It had the sheen and texture of polished marble, every muscle honed, unmarked by a single blemish, free from hair except for the wiry black thicket covering his pubis.

This served to accentuate a formidable penis, long, thick, copper hued, curving above a pair of plump testicles hanging in their scrotal sac. His smouldering eyes, his voluptuous lips, exquisite mouth and magnificent prick promised ecstasy and never failed to deliver.

Kan’s eyes continued to hold hers, and what she read in them sent a shiver right down her spine to her clit. He took one of her hands, raised it to his lips and licked the centre of the palm with the tip of his tongue, sealing it with a kiss. She sighed, trembled, his every touch a strong aphrodisiac.

His hands as gentle as a woman’s, in odd contrast to his reputation as a warrior, he removed her kimono. Her nipples sprang erect with excitement and sudden chill and, standing before her, he took the weight of her breasts in his hands, then lowered his shining dark head to lick over the tips. She could feel the swollen cap of his phallus nudging intimately against her belly.

Leaving her breasts momentarily, he took the band from her hair and let the burnished curls fall across them like a veil.

Karen stood perfectly still, legs pressed together, and Kan stroked her mound of Venus gently, seductively, inserting a finger along the dark fissure which opened like a flower under the knowing caress. He was a master of sensuality, a student of ancient books of all kinds, particularly those that dealt with the language of love. His knowledge of the female body was extensive, and he took pride and delight in playing it like a finely tuned instrument.

Karen closed her eyes, the double action of his lips sucking her nipples and his finger stroking each side of her clitoris, but carefully avoiding the head, lifting her to the brink of orgasm. Kan had no intention of allowing this yet. Her pleasure would be heightened if the tension was built up slowly and gradually.

He lifted her in his arms, and she gripped him round the waist with her legs, her wide open pussy rubbing on the stalk of his cock, her juices glinting against his pubic hair. He carried her across the room and mounted a couple of wide, shallow steps to the area he used as a sleeping place. There she was laid down on a double futon. Pools of soft golden light filtered through the globular paper lampshades, casting a subdued glow.

Kan submitted every inch of her to attention, a man so secure and confident in himself that he could lavish admiration on the woman in his arms. His mouth feasted on hers, while his hands made exciting and passionate love to her breasts,  then he kissed between them, his tongue lapping her waist, her belly, dipping into her navel, burrowing lower like a hungry little animal amongst the thick curls protecting her sex.

He paused, his head between her legs, eagerly observing her reaction as he held her labia majora apart with two fingers. The inner ones opened like petals at his stroking, and Karen gasped as he wetted the cleft between with saliva and started to caress her clitoris. Her pleasure was his, it seemed. He didn’t hurry, content to have her fondle his cock as he brought her closer and closer to ecstasy.

Karen was hot, slick, the force gathering to roll across and through her. Kan judged her condition, held off for a second, his fingertip hovering over but not touching her tortured bud, then sliding across it once more, back and forth. He stopped and she groaned in protest, then felt him shift down, felt his tongue sucking her clitoris into his mouth, rolling it, licking it. Her climax flared through her body like an electric current, making her shudder and cry out.

While she was still convulsing, he slid his penis into her depths, yielding to the sexual rhythm of passionate intercourse. She embraced him with her thighs, urged him on, impaling herself on his raging prick, till at last he gave a long groan, his spasms echoed by her throbbing vagina.

 



It was past midnight when he dropped her off. Jem had shut up his office and gone home.

‘What about your bike?’ Kan had asked as they left the apartment and headed for the parking lot and his Nissan.

‘D’you know someone who’d like it? I shan’t be  taking it to Devon,’ she had replied, feeling sleepy, ripe, languid with sex, her other hunger sated with raw fish, rice and saki.

He promised to find a home for it and kissed her again. Karen clung to him for an instant. ‘I’m going to Tokyo for the vacation. Come with me,’ he whispered, his hands slipping under her sweatshirt and skimming over her naked back. ‘I’ll be training with my own sensei. He’s an eighth dan. You’d like him. He’s very wise.’
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