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Prologue



THE FORD ESCORT pulled out of the driveway of their house. She ducked below the level of the dashboard so he wouldn’t see her. It turned left at the roundabout a hundred yards down the road. She started her car and gave chase, staying well behind, not wanting him to spot her if he glanced in his rear-view mirror.


He wouldn’t recognise the car. She’d hired it an hour ago. As far as he was concerned, she was in Manchester until Friday — that’s what she’d told him. He had no reason to be suspicious. There had been many nights away from home; her job demanded it. And that was the trouble. She had given him too much opportunity.


She knew he was having an affair. He had been having one for the last four months, she was sure of it. All the signs were there. He was never at home when she rang from which ever ghastly provincial hotel she was staying in. He never wanted to make love to her when she got home. Then there were the phone calls, a caller who  refused to speak if she answered the phone.


Kate Hailstone was not a fool. She could put two and two together. The fact that she had found a used condom packet in the pocket of his jacket yesterday afternoon just served to confirm everything she’d suspected.


Her first emotion, if she were truthful with herself, was relief. Her marriage to Sean had not been going well even before his affair. She supposed she should have just faced him with it there and then, and asked for a divorce, but curiosity got the better of her. She wanted to know who he was seeing. She was interested to know whose charms he rated higher than her own. She wondered if it might even be Mandy Summers, one of their neighbours, whose long legs and blonde hair had always attracted her husband, and whose flirtatious manner with him had indicated the attraction might well be mutual.


So she had carefully rearranged her schedule, picked up the hire car at the end of her working day and driven straight to her house, parking just around the corner where she could see the entrance to their driveway. She watched Sean arrive home and, sure enough, watched him emerge thirty minutes later.


The Ford Escort was white and easy to follow. It swung onto the dual carriageway, going south, and Kate tucked her Mondeo in behind it. The pursuit did not last long. After three or four miles, the Escort indicated left and turned onto a small country lane. After half a mile or so, Kate saw a  large, modern and totally anonymous hotel set in an acre of concrete car park, landscaped with plane trees growing in large circular concrete planters.


Pulling over to the side of the road, she waited and watched Sean get out of the car and walk through the large glass doors that fronted the main entrance, carrying a small case. As soon as he had gone inside she drove into the car park and parked her car. She waited, estimating how long it would take to register, then be taken to his room. Would his lover already be here, recumbent on the inevitable double bed, her slender body swathed in a black satin négligé? Sean had always had a penchant for high heels. Would his lover have been briefed to provide this delight?


She gave him thirty minutes, then got out of the car, feeling surprisingly calm. Up until now she supposed that all her suspicions, even the evidence of the used condom packet, might be unfounded and have some other explanation. But the moment that Sean’s car had turned into the hotel she knew for certain that they were not. According to him, he was going to spend a quiet night at home, working on one of his accounts. Now she knew he had lied.


The glass doors slid open automatically as she approached.


‘Good evening,’ she said to the receptionist behind the long, fake wood counter immediately to the left of the entrance.


‘Good evening, madam,’ the young man said. ‘How may we help?’


‘I’m meeting Mr Hailstone. Sean Hailstone.’


‘Certainly, madam. Hold on a minute.’ The man tapped the computer terminal at his side. ‘He’s in room 120. I’ll call him for you.’ He picked up the phone.


‘No,’ Kate said quickly. ‘No. Don’t do that ... I ... The truth is, it’s a surprise.’ She smiled seductively, hoping to suggest all sorts of scenarios.


‘Of course,’ the man said at once. ‘Just follow the corridor round to the right. It’s on the ground floor.’


‘Thank you.’


The young man gave her an appreciative look that suggested Sean Hailstone was a lucky man.


Kate strode off down the corridor.


Her planning had got her this far but no further. She had imagined following Sean to some rendezvous but what she would do after that she had no idea. Was she going to knock on his hotel room door and force her way in? Was she going to wait outside until the couple came out?


Room 120 was at the far end of a long corridor. She stood outside indecisively. She could hear nothing from inside.


‘Can I help?’ A young chambermaid had appeared from a door marked ‘Staff Only’. She was pushing a trolley laden with towels and cleaning equipment.


‘Oh, sorry. Forgot my key. Better go back to reception.’


‘No, it’s all right. Here ...’ The chambermaid took a key from her pocket, unlocked the door of room 120 and opened it.


‘Thanks,’ Kate said.


‘No problem,’ the chambermaid answered, moving away. She used the same key on the room next door and entered it, smiling at Kate as she did so.


Committed now, Kate edged through the door. She found herself in a small hallway. There was a bathroom on her right, a large open wardrobe with a line of empty hangers on the left and another door immediately in front of her which presumably led to the bedroom.


As quietly as she could she closed the exterior door. She listened. She could hear a faint moaning sound and there was no doubt that it was a moan of pleasure.


She edged towards the bedroom door; it was firmly closed. The moaning noise increased, becoming louder and longer. She supposed she should have just burst in, caught them in flagrante delicto, ranted at Sean and his girlfriend for a few minutes then walked out, out of the hotel and out of his life. But she didn’t. Curiosity took hold of her once again.


She gripped the door handle and eased it down slowly and quietly, then pushed the door open until there was a big enough gap for her to see.


Sean was naked and kneeling on the floor by the double bed. A pair of long and slender legs were hooked over his shoulders. The legs were sheathed in sheer black hosiery — the nylon woven with Lycra to give it a glassy sheen — and taut black suspenders that pulled the jet black welts of the stockings into chevrons on creamy thighs. Red  patent leather high-heeled shoes with an ankle strap — their heels the highest Kate had ever seen — were digging into Sean’s back rhythmically, urging him to greater efforts while their owner whimpered, the noise she made oddly deep and husky.


The woman’s face was obscured by Sean’s body, but Kate could see her long black hair streaming across the dark blue counterpane of the bed — which they had clearly been in too much of a hurry to remove.


Fascinated, Kate remained absolutely still for a moment as she watched Sean’s head bobbing up and down. It was ironical, she supposed, that Sean had never been keen on performing this particular service for her.


Enough is enough, she thought after a few minutes. The moans of pleasure from the woman were nearly continuous, and so baritone they were almost like a man’s.


‘Good evening, Sean,’ she said quietly.


She expected him to be surprised. What she did not expect was to be even more astonished herself. As Sean spun around, the alarm and shock written all over his face, the figure on the bed sat up. The black suspenders were attached to an extremely tight black satin basque that was clinched down the front with red laces. The bra of the basque was not filled with quivering female breasts but semicircular flesh-coloured plastic. The long black hair was a wig, its tresses falling around a face that, though admittedly rather feminine and fully made-up with lipstick, eye-shadow, eye-liner and  blusher, definitely belonged to a man. And to confirm it there was a large erection rising from his loins, the condom that covered it glistening with Sean’s saliva.


Kate had imagined that, faced with the truth of his infidelity, she would be calm and collected. She had prepared a few bon mots. They all deserted her. As she stared at the object of her husband’s affections she felt a peculiar pulse of desire. In the black stockings his carefully shaved legs were quite as good as hers.


‘Kate, look, I can explain,’ Sean said, with absolutely no conviction.


‘Don’t bother,’ she said.


She walked out of his room and out of his life. At least that bit of her plan had worked out as she’d expected.





Chapter One

‘SO YOU’RE DIVORCED?’

‘Yes.’

‘How long ago?’

‘Two years.’

‘And?’

She wasn’t sure what else he wanted her to say. ‘I’m sorry?’

He smiled. He had a lovely smile. His lips were thin and very smooth and the philtrum deep. Her mother had always told her that’s where an angel had left its fingerprint. The angel must have pressed hard in his case. ‘I mean, did it leave scars, hang-ups?’

They were sitting in a small Italian restaurant in the King’s Road, which had white walls and a terracotta floor. She had only known him a week. He was a barrister she’d instructed on an industrial injuries case where the insurance company were stubbornly refusing to settle. He’d asked her out to dinner after their second case conference.

Kate Hailstone looked into his dark blue eyes.  ‘Yes. It was probably more traumatic than I like to admit. I like to kid myself it didn’t matter. But it was partly my fault. I got married before I realised my career was going to be the most important thing in my life.’

‘The most important thing?’ he queried, raising one eyebrow.

‘Yes.’

‘You won’t get married again?’

‘I might. But it’s not a priority.’ She looked across the table at him. Duncan Andrews was the most attractive man she had met in a long time. He was tall and slender but with broad shoulders that suggested a powerful physique. He had short brown hair and his face was handsome with a straight rather small nose and a firm jaw. But it was his eyes that had first drawn Kate. Their colour reminded her of the sea, the blue of the ocean far out from shore. ‘And what about you? Are you married?’

‘I was. Separated now.’

‘And?’ she mimicked.

‘Actually, I think I could use the same reasons as you. My career came first. I’m not a homebird.’

The waiter arrived with two steaming plates of fettucine Alfredo. He refilled their glasses from the bottle of Frascati that sat in the metal ice bucket swathed in pink linen.

The pasta was delicious.

Since her divorce Kate had found it increasingly difficult to meet eligible and appealing men. The men that she came into contact with during the  course of her work as a solicitor tended to be too old, too young or too married. There was a fourth category that she didn’t like to admit to publicly because such things weren’t supposed to matter, but the truth was that a lot of the men she met were also too unattractive. She just couldn’t see herself with a fat lump of a man with a large gut, three double chins and breath that smelt of stale beer and cigarettes — which was why she was feeling increasingly more at ease with Duncan Andrews.

They talked shop as they ate. Duncan told her about the implications of the last case he’d worked on which was going to appeal and she told him about the way a rogue barrister had handled one of her cases, but her mind wasn’t really on it. She kept wondering what it would be like to unbutton his white shirt and run her hand over his chest. His wrists and the back of his hands were covered in quite thick brown hair and she imagined his chest was hairy too. She’d always loved that.

They had ordered fish as a main course: grilled sea bass, a speciality of this establishment according to Duncan, whose choice it had been.

‘I suppose every man you’ve ever been out with tells you that you’re beautiful,’ he said as they dissected the fish.

Kate smiled. She had never had any trouble attracting men. She had a slim body that curved in and out at all the right places and jet black hair, cut into a neat bob that was shorter at the back than at the front. Her face was rather elongated, she thought, and her nose slightly too pronounced, but  her dark brown eyes were large and her cheekbones high. Her best feature was her legs. They were long and contoured, her calves neat and her ankles pinched. She kept them that way by a rigorous exercise regime. ‘If you want the truth, I haven’t gone out with that many men recently.’

‘I find that hard to believe.’

‘Believe it. If I find a man who is even half-decent, you can bet he’s married.’

‘Perhaps you haven’t been looking in the right places.’

‘Actually, I suppose I haven’t been looking at all.’ That was true. Kate had been totally absorbed in her work. A year ago she had been made the youngest partner her firm had ever had and drew in billing hours that meant she could afford to move from the suburban house she’d shared with Sean to a terraced house in Kensington.

‘Does that imply lack of interest?’ he said.

‘I get discouraged easily,’ she replied.

The remains of the sea bass were taken away and they decided against dessert. They ordered espresso coffee and vin santo.


‘I’ve really enjoyed myself,’ Duncan said as he sipped the wine.

‘So have I.’ Kate looked into his eyes. She didn’t want the evening to end.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘I only live just around the corner. Why don’t you come around for whatever euphemism you care to name?’

Kate laughed. At the same time she felt a sharp pulse of excitement. ‘How about we skip the  euphemisms altogether?’ she said uncharacteristically, for once allowing her instincts to override her caution.

‘What a very civilised arrangement,’ he said. He smiled without smugness.

‘Deal.’

They finished their coffee and Duncan paid the bill with his American Express Gold card.

Outside it was a pleasant summer’s night. He took her arm and they walked lazily. He lived in a flat-fronted Georgian house off Smith Street.

‘Nice,’ she said as he let her into the front door.

As he closed the door behind them, he grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into his arms, covering her mouth with his and plunging his tongue between her lips. His body was muscular and hard, his strong arms wrapping themselves around her. She gasped.

‘You said you didn’t want euphemisms,’ he said, breaking away.

‘I don’t, Kate said, her heart beating like a wild bird trapped in a cage.

‘Good.’

He kissed her again, harder if that were possible, crushing her against his chest. She could feel his penis swelling rapidly. She ran her hands over his back, down to his buttocks. They were small and hard, exciting her.

His mouth moved to her neck, sucking and licking and nibbling at her flesh as she threw her head back, the sinews of her throat stretched like cords of rope. She felt her sex melting, like ice-cream in  hot sun, producing a sticky wetness. She realised that she actually couldn’t remember the last time she’d had sex.

Duncan’s hand ran over her breast, cupping it then rubbing his palm against her nipple. She felt both nipples stiffen, creating hard pebbles of sensitivity that tingled as he moved his hand from one to the other. The sensation made her gasp for a second time.

‘You want it, don’t you?’ he whispered.

‘God yes,’ she muttered.

He wrapped one arm around her neck and the other around her knees, and lifted her into his arms without any apparent effort. There was a straight staircase in front of them and he climbed it without the slightest hesitation.

On the first floor landing there were three doors. He kicked one of them open and carried her inside. The bedroom was large, the double bed covered with a white silk counterpane.

Kate was so turned on she found it hard to remember to breathe.

Duncan lowered her to the bed and kissed her again, more gently this time.

‘You’re very strong,’ she said. ‘I like that.’

‘And you’re very beautiful, Kate.’

He stripped off his jacket and threw it on the floor. The skirt of Kate’s sleeveless black dress had ridden up over her thighs and Duncan was staring at them, at her flesh sheathed in sheer champagne-coloured nylon.

‘Let me get undressed,’ she said, trying to sit up.

But Duncan had other ideas. ‘No time,’ he said. He leant forward to kiss her again. This time as he plunged his tongue between her lips he unbuttoned the front of her dress and forced his hand under the material until he found her bra. He slid his hand under the black lace of this garment too and dosed on her right nipple; Kate moaned as he pinched it.

‘God, I want you so much,’ he said.

Kate never did things like this. Sex had always been a considered and calculated part of a relationship with a man. She had never allowed herself to be seduced on the first date. Judging from the extraordinary sensations she was feeling now, that had been a mistake.

Leaving her breast, his hand ran down over her belly. He pushed it up between her legs and Kate felt a huge throb of pleasure as it nudged against her sex. Almost unconsciously she opened her legs wider.

Duncan slid down the bed. As he rubbed his hand against the nylon and silk that covered her crotch his lips kissed the inside of her thigh. He worked himself around until he was kneeling between her legs. There was a seam right down the centre of her tights. Using both hands, he gripped the nylon and pulled it away from her body. She heard a ripping sound and felt the nylon giving way. Almost before she realised what he had done his fingers were pulling her black panties aside and his hot lips had descended on her labia, kissing it like a mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her whole body trembled and her sex oozed a sticky nectar. She had little pubic hair between her legs but what there was had already been plastered down by her wetness. Duncan’s tongue was insinuating between her labia; as he found her clitoris she moaned loudly. He flicked it to one side, then pressed it back against the underlying bone just as she felt his hand working up under her thigh, still sheathed in nylon. His fingers found the entrance to her vagina and pushed inside, one, then two, screwing up into her and again making her moan. The juices of her body had coated the cleft of her buttocks. Immediately she felt a third finger exploring the little puckered crater of her anus. Her sphincter resisted momentarily, then relaxed, allowing his finger to slip inside. He wriggled all three around, the thin membrane that separated them suddenly as sensitive as her clitoris.

She was moaning continuously now. She’d never thought of herself as a noisy lover, but then it was a long time since a man had done anything like this to her. In fact she was having trouble remembering anyone who had.

The fingers pushed deeper. As they did the tip of Duncan’s tongue began to circle her clitoris with the regularity of the second hand on a watch. The whole circuit was a wonderful tour of delight but Kate soon realised that there was one particular spot that caused absolute paroxysms of pleasure. Her body was arched off the bed and each time his tongue passed the fatal spot, her body seemed to  arch higher. She heard herself cry out in ecstasy too, louder and longer each time, because each touch was not an isolated event but part of a progression that she realised, in a matter of seconds, was taking her to the brink of orgasm and beyond.

Suddenly he changed tactics. He pushed his three fingers as deep as they would go, sensing that her climax was approaching rapidly, then, abandoning the circular tour, managed to concentrate his tongue on that one ultra sensitive spot, just skating back and forth over it.

Every muscle in Kate’s body was rigid, her body bent like a long bow off the bed. She felt an enormous wave of feeling, so sharp it was almost painful, then a shock of pleasure that seemed to go on forever, rippling through every nerve.

Her mind just seemed to close down, wiped of everything but pure sensation. She was only vaguely aware of his fingers being pulled out of her, her body limp as a rag doll, her eyes closed, the darkness behind them pulsing purple and scarlet.

That did not last long. Instantly she felt a new set of sensations. How he had freed himself from his clothing she didn’t know but suddenly Duncan’s cock was nosing between her labia, its breadth spreading them apart. It nudged quite deliberately against her swollen clitoris, making her body shudder, then dived lower. He bucked his hips and plunged into the liquid centre of her sex, the lubrication she had produced making the  penetration frictionless, his cock driving all the way up into her, past where his fingers had dallied, until his glans was butting against the neck of her womb and his pubic bone was grinding against hers.

He filled her completely. Perhaps it was because it had been such a long time since a man had been inside her, or perhaps he had an especially large and very hard cock, but whatever the reason Kate could not remember ever having felt her vagina filled to this extent. The feeling created such a shock of pleasure that, almost before her first orgasm had died, a second was being born, swelling up like a musical crescendo.

Her first orgasm had been sharp and centred on her clitoris. The second was totally different, an all-embracing pleasure that got stronger and more profound, gathering strength from her emotions, feeding on itself, until it had affected every nerve in her body. They all sang in unison, a vast chorus of passion that continued to resonate for a long time.

‘What are you doing to me?’ she managed to say after the impact had begun, finally, to die away.

‘I’d have thought that was perfectly obvious,’ he said, raising himself on his elbows and smiling down at her.

She glanced down between their bodies. He had managed to pull his trousers down to his knees. Her dress was rucked up around her waist and she could see the tear he had made in her tights. At the apex of her thighs she saw the thick rod of his  phallus half-buried in her sex, her black panties pulled over to one side.

‘Let me undress,’ she said.

‘Not yet.’ He kissed her on the mouth again, very lightly, then began moving his cock in and out of her, all the way in and almost all the way out again. It felt delicious. She dropped her head back onto the bed, the sensations too good to ignore. She felt his hand feeling for her breasts again, pushing the cups of her bra aside. Then his mouth moved onto her left breast and his teeth fastened around her nipple. He nipped the hard bud of flesh sharply. A new pleasure trembled through her body. It seemed to run directly down to her clitoris, the two connected as if an electrical circuit had just been completed. To her astonishment she felt the tell-tale signs of orgasm stirring again, her sex clenching around the bone-hard cock inside her, her clitoris pulsing wildly.

She ran her hands down over his buttocks, feeling the hard muscle as it drove him forward. That too increased her excitement.

‘You’ll make me come again,’ she warned.

‘That’s what I want.’

He introduced a new tactic now. Instead of thrusting back and forth, he plunged his dick as deep as it could go and held it there, grinding its base against her clitoris. It was perfect. Perfect. She felt her body opening for him, letting him in even deeper, her feelings concentrated on the crown of his penis, its heat penetrating the very centre of her. And at exactly the moment her orgasm rippled  out from this spot, his dick jerked against the silky-soft core of her body and flooded her with warm sticky fluid. This time she screamed. He had sensitised every part of her sex, making it vulnerable to this attack and exposed nerves that had not been activated before. Raw feelings took her orgasm to new heights, her whole body concentrating around this single event.

In time he rolled off her. Gradually, very gradually, she became aware of more mundane things like the fact that her clothes were clinging to her uncomfortably, and that she was hot. The crotch of her panties, pulled into a thin string, were cutting into her.

‘God, Duncan, that was wonderful,’ she said. She sat up and unbuttoned her dress, pulling it off her shoulders. Her black bra had been pushed up above her firm, round breasts.

‘I know,’ he said, grinning.

‘I’ve got to use the bathroom.’

‘That door,’ he said, indicating a stripped pine door. ‘Don’t be long.’

Kate got up off the bed with an effort and walked unsteadily toward the bathroom. She had barely noticed the decor. The bedroom was wall-papered in a flowery print with a light blue carpet. There were two or three water-coloured landscapes on the wall, and a large built-in wardrobe.

The bathroom was tiled in small white tiles with a white bathroom suite. On the glass shelf above the wash-basin was a glass with a single toothbrush.

Kate stripped off her clothes, used the toilet, then ran some water and wiped her body down with a face cloth. She stared into the mirror. Her eyes stared back at her, still slightly glazed from the aftermath of such shattering and repeated orgasms.

Duncan was lying on the bed when she walked back into the bedroom. He was naked. His body was athletic, all the sets of muscles well defined, particularly his abdominals which were flat and hard. His cock was still partially erect, its glans circumcised. He had a mat of thick hair on his chest.

‘My turn,’ he said. He bounced up off the bed, kissed her on the cheek as he passed her and closed the bathroom door behind him.

Kate tried to smoothe the creases out of her dress, stretching it over a small boudoir chair, then sat on the bed and looked around the room. The bedroom was neat with not a thing out of place. Well, almost nothing. That’s when she noticed it. At the foot of the bed, peeking out from under the valance that matched the counterpane, was a scrap of white lace.

Unable to control her curiosity, Kate stooped down and pulled the lace out from under the bed. A very revealing white silk négligé had clearly been stuffed unceremoniously under the bed. She lifted the valance. There was a pair of white satin open-toed slippers too.

‘Do you want a drink?’ Duncan shouted from the bathroom. ‘I’ve got champagne in the fridge.’

‘No thanks,’ she said. She heard the shower running. Why should he hide these items, she asked herself? Very quietly she got to her feet and went to the wardrobe. She opened the first door. There was a rack of men’s suits. She opened the third door along. This time the clothes hanging from the rail all belonged to a woman. The floor of the wardrobe was racked with women’s shoes.

Going back to the bed she opened the drawer of the bedside table. A silver-framed photograph stared back at her: Duncan with his arm around a pretty blonde in a black swimsuit.

Very calmly she picked up her clothes and climbed into them. Fully dressed again, she opened the bathroom door. Duncan was standing under a powerful shower, steam rising all around him.

‘Who does this belong to, Duncan?’ Kate asked, holding up the white silk négligé.

‘What?’ he said, looking astonished.

‘Why did you lie to me?’

He turned off the single mixer tap. ‘Look, I didn’t ... I mean I thought ...’

‘You thought if you told me you were still married and you wanted to fuck me in the marital bed I might not be so keen on the idea, is that it?’

‘No. Yes. I didn’t mean to ...’

‘Where is your wife?’

‘Away on a course.’ He smiled, trying to be ingratiating. ‘Don’t worry she won’t be back till Monday. We’ve got all weekend. Or we could go to your house. Whatever ...’

Kate took two steps forward. ‘I don’t sleep with married men,’ she said. She reached forward, pulled the lever on the mixer tap full over so that a stream of cold water jetted over Duncan, then turned on her heels and marched out of the house.




Chapter Two


IT WAS RAINING. Hard. The rain bounced off the roofs and over-flowed the gutters. It had started in the middle of the night and continued all morning.

Kate had planned to do some gardening. The garden had been one of the reasons she’d bought the house in Kensington; it was long and narrow and had been carefully planted some years ago so the trees and shrubs were now mature. Though Kate employed a gardener to do most of the hard work, she liked to potter around at the weekend as a way of getting her mind off her most pressing cases.

But there was going to be no gardening today. Instead she sat in her kitchen, with her briefcase open on the kitchen table, and pored over her files. Unfortunately she found it difficult to concentrate, just as it had been difficult to sleep last night.

What Duncan Andrews had done to her rankled. At first she had been angry with him; then she had registered disgust at herself for being so  gullible. By four o’clock in the morning she had begun to think about revenge. She was certainly going to withdraw the brief she had been working on with him and make sure no one else in her firm gave him any business. She contemplated marching up to his front door on Tuesday evening and confronting his wife.

Why any man would be turned on by such circumstances she did not know, but she was certain that taking her to his house and fucking her on the marital bed was all part of Duncan’s warped sexuality. She was sure he’d done it before, salting his wife’s things away so his victim wouldn’t suspect. She wondered how many others there had been. She also resented the fact that he had been lining her up, clearly making the necessary arrangements at his house before he’d taken her out to dinner, expecting her to fall under his spell.

The trouble was, as the rain had pounded on her roof, and she’d lain awake, that was not all that she had felt. There was another set of feelings entirely, feelings that emanated in strong, surging pulses from her clitoris and vagina, not to mention little trills of pleasure from her nipples. Despite all her anger and disappointment, Duncan Andrews had set her body alight, and she found it impossible to put out the flames.

Eventually she had slept. She had got up late and made a large pot of coffee which she still hadn’t finished. But as she sat at the kitchen table trying to read through the depositions of evidence in a case that was a week away from a court hearing,  she found herself staring out of the window instead, watching the rain splashing up off the paving stones on the patio outside.

In the end, all the emotions Duncan had provoked had faded bar one. She was no longer angry or resentful or vengeful, but she was still terribly aroused. Her mind refused to think about anything else. It played and replayed the images of what had happened last night, like some gaudy pornographic film on a continuous loop. She kept feeling his tongue tormenting her clitoris so wonderfully and the way his fingers had thrust into both passages of her body. She kept seeing the picture of his cock impaled in her sex and the torn tights. She kept remembering the incredible impact as his cock had penetrated her, filling her so totally. She could conjure up the sensation of each orgasm, each different yet each essentially the same.

Sex had never played a very important part in Kate’s life - not that she had any hang-ups about it. She had lost her virginity in a civilised way when she was sixteen to a man five years her senior. At university she had selected her lovers with care and had rarely been disappointed. Men had made love to her with kindness and consideration, indulging in foreplay, and doing everything a modern man was supposed to do. She, for her part, had never had any difficulty reaching orgasm.

But after she had got married her interest in sex had declined. Like all couples, she supposed, at the beginning Sean had made love to her frequently. But that had soon died away and his interest in her  body seemed to have died too. She had no idea how long he’d been having an affair - or whether the man she had caught him with, the stunning looking transvestite, had been his first homosexual lover - but after six or seven months he had certainly shown little interest in sexual relations with her.
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