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Chapter One


THE SURGERY WAS about to close when Merran walked under the shell-shaped arch and through the glass-panelled front door. The reception area had a friendly atmosphere, with its Edwardian surround and graceful circular staircase. There was nothing clinical about it. It could have been a private house.

This is one of the bonuses for being in a small country town, she decided, saying to the motherly body behind the desk, ‘I’ve an appointment with Dr Medway’

‘He’s waiting for you, Miss Faulkner. Room four,’ the woman answered, with a smile that could only be called roguish. There was no doubt in Merran’s mind that this respectable female had the hots for Dr Medway. ‘You’re his last patient for tonight. I see you’re down for another inoculation. Going somewhere nice?’

‘South America,’ Merran said and, though used to exotic locations, she could still hardly believe it. She liked to say the words aloud, just to convince herself it was true.

‘Lovely,’ the receptionist responded politely. ‘On holiday?’

One of the disadvantages of small-town life was the nosiness of the population, though Merran preferred to think they were genuinely interested. She had certainly given them food for gossip over the years, as had her parents before her.

‘Yes,’ she replied, and headed for Oliver Medway’s consulting room. It was easier not to go into details. She so often flitted off abroad that folk were accustomed to her extended holidays.

No carefree jaunt this time, she thought as she stood outside the doctor’s door. I’m on a mission.

Her skin tingled, little shocks of excitement raising the fair down on her limbs. Her destination was Brazil and the very name had an evocative ring. She remembered her grandfather quoting a poem by Rudyard Kipling, with lines that went: ‘Something hidden. Go and find it. Go and look behind the Ranges - Something lost behind the Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. Go!’

How much she missed him, that genial, bluff military man who had been father and mother to her after her parents’ premature deaths. Brigadier David Carter, explorer, historian and eccentric. It was five years now since he had had a fatal stroke and, in an attempt to bury her grief, she had plunged into a hedonistic lifestyle, appearing to be wilder and more abandoned ever than any of her jetsetting friends. She had earned the reputation of being a cold-hearted man-eater.

‘But you’ve done it, Brig,’ she addressed him mentally as the surgery gradually quietened, wintry darkness beyond the tall windows of the  corridor. ‘You worked a flanker with that codicil to your will. I’m ready to inherit, but you want me to go adventuring first. All very Indiana Jones. On your head be it.’

She tapped on the door, and a deep, cultured voice called to enter. The softly lit room was a familiar one, rather shabby, with an old-fashioned treatment couch, the only concession to modernity being the state-of-the-art PC sitting on the flat surface of a heavily carved desk. Yet she knew Oliver to be as scientifically tuned-in as any graduate fresh from medical school.

He rose to greet her, a bulky, ruggedly handsome man with close-cropped, silver-sprinkled hair and alert crystal blue eyes. A casual, well-cut charcoal-grey suit draped his broad-shouldered body, the trousers loose yet somehow underscoring the generous sexual equipment of a mature man.

Merran felt her nipples crimp and heat rush between her legs. She had always had a thing about Dr Medway, right from the time she was a teenager. As the family doctor, he had attended her and the Brigadier, a solid, dependable part of her life when all else was chaotic.

‘Merran.’ Oliver held out a hand and she slipped one of hers into that warm, smooth paw, thrilling at the touch.

‘Hello there,’ she said, returning his smile and settling herself in a chair on the opposite side of his desk. As she crossed her black-stockinged legs she was aware that the silky gusset of her panties was damp, her female juices conjured by the mere presence of this man.

‘No after-effects of the jab?’ he asked, one of his bushy eyebrows lifting quizzically.

‘No. Are there really so many nasty diseases in Brazil?’

His smile deepened, and he picked up a pen, tipping it slowly end to end as he considered her thoughtfully. ‘There are where you’re proposing to go,’ he said. ‘That was an odd thing for the Brigadier to do, wasn’t it? Sending you off to the jungle. Have you any idea what it’s like?’

‘I’ve seen Mosquito Coast,’ she replied. ‘And watched wild-life documentaries.’ Then she shrugged her narrow shoulders under her black sweater and added, ‘But no - I don’t suppose I really know what it’s going to be like. Do you?’

He shifted in his chair, muscular legs stretched out under the desk and aimed in her direction. ‘Well, no - never been up the Amazon myself, but I’ve spoken to colleagues who have. It’s always been a fever spot. Unless you’re a Forest Indian, of course. A great deal of it has been tamed now. Tour operators offer trips by steamer to some of the more accessible areas, but I gather that you’ll be going off the beaten track.’

She nodded dreamily, listening to the cadences of his voice, which seemed to vibrate tantalisingly through her clitoris. She was sharply aware they were now quite alone in the building. From outside she could hear the footfalls of passersby and the occasional purr of a car, but these were fading.

Tawstock, a Cotswold market town, fell quiet once the shops shut, especially after dark. The only nightlife took place in the pubs, and then mostly at  weekends. Merran and her GP were enclosed in peaceful intimacy, and this caused a thrill to run down her spine and connect with the deep, secret core of her.

The room was warm and she was grateful, ever a martyr to the cold. February in England was such a contrast to Bermuda, where she had been living since last summer. After touching down at Heathrow she had gone shopping in London and added to her winter wardrobe, so different from the casual beachwear of the past months.

The Polo Ralph Lauren outfit she now wore consisted of a black wool pencil skirt that clung to her slim hips and touched her ankles, a beige tweed jacket and waistcoat, and a matching beret pulled over her mane of tawny blond hair. It had cost a king’s ransom, but Merran had never needed to worry about money. She didn’t even glance at price tags, merely purchasing whatever took her fancy.

‘The Brig explored the Amazonian Basin when he was a young man,’ she said, her voice low and mellifluous. ‘I think he’d rather hoped for a son to carry on where he left off, but he only had one child, my mother, and then there was me. When I came home to celebrate my twenty-fourth, fully prepared to take over Tawstock Grange, Henry Foster told me about the will.’

‘Your lawyer?’ Oliver asked interestedly

‘And grandfather’s executor. OK, so I would have inherited anyway, but once he had shown me the log the Brig had kept and the torn half of an old map, I wanted to go. I was always fascinated when my grandfather used to tell me about his adventures. They were my favourite bedtime stories.’

‘You’ve got guts, Merran,’ Oliver observed, and there was a bright, almost predatory keenness in his eyes that stabbed into her. ‘I wouldn’t mind tagging along, but I’ve too many other commitments.’

He was a widower and had brought up his two children with the aid of a devoted housekeeper. Considered to be the most eligible man in the district, he had stubbornly remained single. He sang tenor in the church choir, belonged to the music society, the sailing club and the bonsai association.

Merran was possessed of the sudden, rabid desire to crawl under the desk, open his fly, take his cock out of his pants and give him the best blowjob he had ever had. This could be the last opportunity. There was a possibility that she might never return from the trip.

It seemed that Oliver was thinking this, too. By mutual accord they stood up, and she could see the bough of his erection straining against the fabric of his trousers. Her amber eyes travelled from this promising package to his face. His mouth had softened, the lips slightly parted, and she imagined them closing over her own. Her breath shortened and her heart started to race.

‘We’d better get on with that jab,’ he said, without making any move to do so.

‘Yes, Doctor,’ she answered, and started to take off her jacket. Then, driven by a mounting lust, she added, ‘Shall I undress behind the screen?’

His hands came out, gripping her slender upper arms but holding her away from him. His face was  tense. ‘Undress? That hasn’t been necessary before,’ he said, and his voice was full of questions to which she had only one answer.

‘But I’m going away very soon. I shan’t see you again for ages.’

‘It’s not bothered you in the past.’

For the first time she realised he might have resented this, and the shock of such a revelation froze her momentarily. ‘I never thought you cared,’ she gasped.

‘Cared? My dear Merran, I’ve always had my vocation to consider. Doctors shouldn’t get involved with their patients. It’s unethical and dangerous. But I’m not made of stone and you’d tempt a saint into sin. Don’t go behind the screen. Undress here, where I can see you. I’ll lock the door.’

‘Will you do something for me?’ she whispered, hesitating by the couch, the fire in her loins mounting beyond control.

‘Anything within reason,’ he replied, and his hands were trembling. He pulled her into his arms and his mouth began to plunder hers, his thick, fleshy tongue delving deep, tasting her teeth, her gums, tangling with her own.

She surrendered herself to pleasure, lying limply against him, her arms lax at her sides. He was so big, so powerful a man, and she could feel the heat of his arousal pressing against her belly.

When she managed to draw breath, she gasped, ‘Put on your white coat and stethoscope. That’s how I always think of you.’ Her eyes shone and her coral lips glistened where his tongue had moistened them.

Blood rushing with delirious anticipation, she yanked off her beret and waistcoat and pulled her sweater over her head. Her full breasts were cupped in underwired lacy baskets, the nipples hard as cherries peeping over the low-cut edge. She stepped out of her skirt and stood with her pelvis pushed forward, wantonly displaying the glory of her body. She was brown all over, wearing an expensive, year-round tan acquired in the Bahamas, Miami, California or wherever her restless feet had taken her.

A garter belt of the same cream lace and satin as the bra held up thick black stockings. Minute bikini briefs barely covered the feathery brown hair of her mons, and medium-heeled court shoes encased her slim feet with their elegant ankles, arched insteps and straight toes.

She ached for him. He was white-coated now and serious of expression, her doctor of fantasy and reality. She could see the high ridge of his phallus and longed to close her palm round it, at the same time fondling the balls in their velvety purse beneath.

‘On the couch, if you please, Miss Faulkner,’ he said, adopting his most professional manner. Bedside? she wondered, and a giggle caught in her throat.

‘Yes, Doctor,’ she replied meekly, and obeyed.

The surface was covered by crisp white sheeting, cold to her bare skin as she lay down, her head supported by a pristine pillow. Oliver stood close to her, so close that had he unbuttoned his trousers she could have taken his cock in her mouth. She turned her head towards him, lips parted and as  wet as her lower, secret ones. Every sensible thought had abandoned her, leaving her melting and lubricious. The crotch of her panties had worked up into the aisle between her labia, adding its own friction.

‘I’m going to give you a full examination,’ he went on calmly, though his voice was husky. ‘It’s necessary for me to find out if your sex organs are perfectly healthy. When you get to the tropics there may be no opportunity for medical advice should these start troubling you.’

‘I’ve never had any trouble down there, apart from an itch that needs to be scratched,’ she murmured. ‘I’m not a virgin, you know.’

His face, tanned from sailing, flushed to a deeper hue. ‘Nevertheless, Miss Faulkner, I should be failing in my duty if I didn’t inspect you thoroughly. I’ll begin with your breasts.’

He reached under her, hands lingering on her firm buttocks, and she raised her torso so he could move upwards and unfasten the catch of her brassière, sliding her arms out of the fragile creation. She heard his sharp intake of breath as he stared down at her breasts.

‘They’re beautiful,’ he exclaimed, and squeezed them gently, while his thumbs rotated on the puckered nipples.

Merran gritted her teeth and moaned, her eyes slitted as she gazed up at his intense face. She knew her breasts were perfect, had been told so by lovers, and had caressed them herself as an adjunct to masturbation, but it was exciting to hear it from the lips of this man.

He was tender in his touch, bending his head to  nuzzle at her nipples, his tongue lapping at the rock-hard tips. They seemed to swell, as if trying to fill the cavity of his mouth. Merran could feel love-juice trickling from her vulva, smearing the insides of her thighs. She parted her legs almost involuntarily and lifted her pubis, the wings of her labia swollen, her clitoris hungry for pleasure.

She felt him leave her for an instant, and heard him unzipping. Turning her head towards him she saw him take his penis from his trousers. It jutted from a nest of hair, a thick, skyward-pointing weapon, the shaft veined, the bulbous, fiery head standing free of the foreskin, a pearly tear weeping from its single eye.

Her face was close, and he nudged it against her cheek, the glistening pre-emission leaving a stripe on her skin. She opened her lips and tongued the glans, dipping into the slit. He tasted salty and strong. Adopting a sucking action, she drew his phallus into her hot, willing mouth. It felt wonderful, silky smooth, its width stretching her, its length butting the back of her throat.

She raised her hand, held his cock at the base and rubbed it gently as her lips continued their magic. Her other hand dived into the gap of his boxer shorts, finding his balls, which were all she had imagined, and more - weighty fruit ripe with luscious semen.

Oliver stood motionless, accepting the sensations she was lavishing on him. Then he stiffened, reached down and wound his fingers in her tousled hair, holding her still.

‘Not yet,’ he cautioned. ‘Any more of your delicious mouth and I shall come, but first I must  complete my examination. Raise your knees and open your thighs.’

She kicked off her shoes and splayed her legs, the air chilly on the flesh bared above the tops of her stockings. Oliver moved round till he was at the foot of the couch. He seized her hips and slid her towards him till he was between her legs.

He stared down almost reverently, as if he stood before an altar. Merran watched him in rapt concentration - those carefully manicured hands, the white linen coat, the gleaming metal stethoscope, symbols of his calling that had given her wet dreams for as long as she could remember.

She waited breathlessly for his touch, her love-bud enlarging, her vagina hungry for a cock to clutch. She kept her knees raised, gripping his hands, guiding him. He removed her panties with care, not revealing her secret in a crude way but as if performing a ritual, paying homage to her womanhood.

He brought the scrap of material to his lips, kissing it and breathing in the female essences clinging there. She remained still under his glance as it raked over her long slim thighs, flat belly, the fairness of her bush, and the darkly enticing cleft within.

Leaning closer, he parted her labia with his fingers, exposing the shining pink avenue between, then slid a finger into her, worked it around, withdrew it and trailed moisture between the pouting lips and over the needful clitoris.

‘There’s nothing wrong with that,’ he announced, massaging it firmly. ‘A perfect specimen. You should be proud of such a beautiful  organ, Miss Faulkner.’

‘You really think so?’ Pleasure-pain speared her belly at his words and her clitoris thrummed. This was so heady a compliment that she almost climaxed.

‘I do, and I think I can demonstrate it,’ he muttered, his penis leaping as it protruded from his fly, still wet from her saliva and his own clear lubrication.

His fingers stroked and petted her bud, easing the tiny hood back, rubbing each side of it, tracing its stalk to where it joined her pubic bone, causing tumultuous sensations. She raised her hands and played with her nipples, pinching them into peaks, the ache within them communicating with her clit till it seemed she had three points of power.

Oliver worked skilfully, using his knowledge of the human response system. He never allowed his touch to become repetitious or boring, instead varying it, sometimes a hard friction, at others a feather-light caress. Merran could feel the waves rising from her lower back to her groin, one after the other, each higher than the last as he stimulated her gem-hard clitoris.

She was hot, so hot. The sweat broke out on her forehead, plastering her hair to her brow. Her mouth was dry, her sex wet. Her breath came in short, harsh gasps. The feeling was building, higher and higher. Rainbow shards of colour flashed behind her closed eyelids as she came in a sudden, violent welter of pleasure that shocked from her toes to her brain. She was overwhelmed in wave after wave of white-hot sensation, her body jerking, her vagina convulsing.

Her head thrashed from side to side and blindly she reached for Oliver. He reared over and positioned his cock against the entrance to her vagina. She bore down on it, feeling it impale her, filling her to the limit, chafing the spasming walls and giving her a glorious feeling of repletion.

He had waited so long for his own satisfaction that he could not hold back, plunging and ploughing, burying his shaft inside her, his balls jouncing against her perineum. Merran strained him to her, arms wound round him, legs resting on his shoulders, opening herself completely, a flower in full bloom. His hips pumped faster and faster, his prick sliding in and out as he raced towards orgasm.

Merran saw his head fall back, the thick tendons of his throat standing out like cords, then felt that sudden extra hardening and the twitch of his penis as he poured out his libation.

Later, dressed again, she sat on his knee in the leather swivel chair behind his desk. One arm was wound round his neck and her head rested on his shoulder. He smelled so good, a pungent combination of antiseptic, aftershave and semen. He held her gently, and kept raising his fingers to his nostrils, inhaling the spicy, shell-washed odour of her pudendum that lingered there.

She was indulging herself, pampering the lost little girl who inhabited her wounded heart. Oliver represented the father-figure that had been snatched from her, not once, but twice - the first Timothy Faulkner who had sired her, and then the Brigadier.

She did not like to think about her parents, imprisoning the memory in a remote corner of her  mind. Better to laugh, to fling herself into the half-world of the rich and famous, to try to escape reality She shivered suddenly, as if a breeze had rippled over her body.

Oliver’s arms tightened, his eyes concerned. ‘Are you cold, Merran?’

She snuggled closer, pressing into his lap, feeling his phallus swelling again. ‘No, just thinking. I guess I’m worried about the trip.’

He smiled and set her from him. ‘Speaking of which, it’s time we did what you came here for.’

She grinned up at him impishly. ‘Don’t worry, Doc. We’ve already done it.’

 



‘Adrian’s in the library. So’s his uncle. You’re late,’ said Lyn bossily. ‘What have you been doing? Bonking the doctor?’

‘How did you guess?’ Merran quipped, strolling into her bedroom at Tawstock Grange.

She smiled at her secretary-cum-personal maid, the irrepressible, bisexual Lyn Macdonald - skinny as a boy, clad in a purple leather mini-skirt and metal studded top, her claret hair gelled into spikes, her dangling silver earrings shaped like dragons.

‘Are you telling me you actually got into his underpants? Not our drop-dead gorgeous medic!’ Lyn sat on the ostentatious bed, original Art Nouveau and so valuable that no broker would insure it. ‘Tell all. Is he well hung? Has he a monumental cock or a tiny little apology for a willie ?Big-built men can be disappointing.’

‘Oh, Lyn!’ Merran sank down on the stool before the dressing-table that matched the bed. She  nursed her sore arm and added, ‘I don’t know why I put up with you.’

‘Sure you do.’ Lyn sashayed across and perched on the edge of the dressing-table, swinging one seemingly endless, leather-booted leg. She squinted at herself in the mirror, and touched a fingertip to the mauve powder-shadow above her right eye. ‘I’m your chief cook-and-bottle-washer. I organise the packing, book flights, and keep the paparazzi at bay.’


‘You’re good at that,’ Merran conceded. ‘Their interest is the price I have to pay for being born to notorious parents who came to a sticky end. And if that wasn’t enough, I’m the granddaughter of a well-known, immensely rich man.’


‘Aw - poor old you!’ Lyn mocked affectionately, head to one side, her large hazel eyes emphasised by mascara and black liner. ‘Such a drag being a millionairess and getting your photo in every upmarket mag.’

‘Shut up!’ Merran retorted, then, catching a glimpse of her reflection, she moaned, ‘My God, I look wrecked.’

‘Is it the injection or the doc? You’re not falling for him, are you?’ Lyn stood behind her, lifted long thin hands with purple lacquered nails and started to massage her employer’s neck and scalp under the thick curtain of curls.

Merran leaned against her, aware of those tiny breasts and slight hips, needing the bliss of a quiet, loving encounter, a tingle budding in the secret garden between her thighs.Though nothing like as promiscuous as people thought, her amatory experiments had included the delights offered by  female lovers, but it had not yet happened between herself and Lyn.

Till now their relationship had been informal though businesslike, but tonight Merran was acutely aware of the girl’s vitality and attraction. Maybe it was time to lift the restraint imposed by their status as boss and employee.

She moved away from her a little, saying, ‘You know I never fall in love.’

‘It’s because of your mother, isn’t it?’ Lyn said, and helped her ease off her jacket and sweater, taking special care not to touch the painful arm.

Then she ran her hands down Merran’s spine, past the little hollow at the base and disappearing into the dark furrow that divided the rounded bottom cheeks. Merran pressed down on those clever fingers, half hoping one of them would dip into the tight mouth of her anus.

‘So my shrink says,’ she replied. ‘She was a victim of the Charm Syndrome. Her number one was interested in nothing but fast cars and his own ego. The Brig recognised the type but she wouldn’t listen, so my father drained her, emotionally, spiritually and financially. She had a career as an actress, but he drove her to pill-popping and alcohol. He was killed at a Monte Carlo rally and she took an overdose.


‘Don’t let it get to you,’ Lyn advised, bending her head and trailing her lips across the sensitive zone where Merran’s neck joined her shoulders. ‘Not all men are total dorks. I’ll run you a bath. Adrian and Mr Foster can wait. I’ve fixed them up with drinks and warned Mrs Harper dinner will be a tad late.’

‘Liam will be along too,’ Merran reminded, an instant image of him springing to mind, incredibly sexy in sweatshirt and skin-tight jodhpurs.

Liam Brent, her horse-trainer, he of the gypsy blood, fiery temper and swarthy looks, his large phallus like a serpent coiled between his thighs. Many a time she had roused that beast into spitting fury. Desire inched along her nerves as she recalled steamy episodes in the stables with him. It was not simply as a stalwart member of her backup team that she had invited him along to Brazil.

She mused on him as she relaxed in the large porcelain tub standing on clawed feet in the centre of her marble bathroom. It was filled with almond-scented water rendered smooth as satin by costly oils. The bathroom led from the bedroom, and was equally ornate and decadent in decor, keeping to the fin de siècle, late Victorian theme.

Lyn leaned across, working the large sponge, filling it then squeezing it over Merran’s arms and shoulders. She was stripped to the waist, and the pert brown tips of her nipples stood out proud, infinitely enticing. Merran could not help touching them.

Lyn gasped and froze. Both women knew they had reached a point of no return. There was a sudden shift, a recognition. Their relationship would never be the same again.Their eyes met and their lips smiled. There was no need for words.

Merran’s body glistened with a thousand jewels of water trickling over her breasts and caressing her skin, wavelets weaving amongst her pubic hair. And Lyn’s fingers disappeared below the surface to part Merran’s thighs, penetrate the pink  folds and stimulate the ardent kernel.

Merran had enjoyed Oliver, achieved an ambition, but the silken skin, small-boned body and knowledgeable fingers of her aide promised unadulterated joy She lay back in the water, her head supported by the rim of the bath, and allowed herself to float. Lyn, gaining confidence, took off the rest of her clothes and slipped into the water. Then she lowered her head and ran her pointed tongue across the corner of Merran’s mouth, advancing slowly, her movements ones of languorous grace and subtlety.

Men were Merran’s preferred sex. She enjoyed their power and force and the sensation of being of little consequence in the face of such virility. But tonight she was feeling fragile, prey to unwelcome ghosts from her childhood, needing the tenderness and total understanding that only a woman could give.

They lay together in the deliciously warm water, smooth skin to smooth skin, legs entwined, hands caressing, lips testing. Lyn continued her subtle exploration of Merran’s labia, softly stroking the enlarged clitoris that reared from its cowl under such delicate coaxing.

She knew so well how to proceed, and Merran became very still, letting her take charge. Passion flowered within her, spreading through every nerve and particle, and she allowed herself to be drawn into orgasm, welcoming the rush of ecstasy, falling from the heights to be held in Lyn’s arms.

 



Adrian Foster had taken up a spread-legged stance on the rug before the roaring logs set between iron  firedogs in the massive stone hearth. Crimson light flickered over the library, touching panelling dark with age, booklined shelves, rich tapestries and comfortable leather-upholstered chairs.

He swirled the amber liquid in his glass and lifted it to his lips, Adam’s apple bobbing as he took a deep swallow of the vintage malt whisky. He melded into his surroundings superbly. Tall, fair-haired, charming and handsome, and his hand-tailored dinner jacket fitted his broad shoulders magnificently, crisp white poplin shirt showing off his Florida tan.

He was conversing with his uncle Henry, thick-set and distinguished-looking, the Carter family lawyer, but hardly registered what was being said. He was on edge, chain-smoking and uncertain, waiting impatiently for Merran to arrive, his grey eyes a little bleak as he thought of her.

All the way down from London she had occupied his mind, and he had wondered if he would have her that night, his penis hardening as he relived other occasions. While the headlamps flashed and the motorway unwound before him, it had seemed that the darkness was scented with blossoms and her own magical emanations.

He had imagined her hands rubbing his cock, driving him to the brink; her lips feeding on him, milking him of his fluids; her sleek limbs, her luscious sex, her wildness and passion that verged, somehow, on the edge of tears and tragedy. Her cruelty, too - her refusal to commit herself, or to love him.

He wanted to marry her, and it had nothing to do with her fortune. Unable to wait, Adrian had  paused at a service station, parked the BMW in a shadowy area, switched off the engine, opened his fly and massaged his hard-on till he came into his monogrammed handkerchief. Only then had he been able to continue his journey.

Now, when at last Merran entered the room, his cock rose again. He was sure she was even more lovely than the last time he had seen her. She wore a peacock blue satin sheath. Its low neckline emphasised the curve of her breasts, and her nipples lifted the fabric in two widely spaced points.

He longed to fasten his lips round them, to suck and bite them through the material. His penis throbbed and moved against his silk underpants as he stared at the deeper shadow formed by the apex of her thighs and wondered if she was wearing panties, searching in vain for a betraying line. She often went naked beneath her expensive gowns. He could almost smell the combination of Joy and her own sweet nectar. He abandoned his pose in front of the fire, fearful that his erection would be noticeable.

She advanced, smiling, fully aware of and amused by his lack of control over his wayward prick. ‘Adrian. How goes it? Nearly ready to leave? I hope you’ve bought snakeboots and a bushjacket, had your jabs and fixed yourself up with a gun.’

‘Don’t worry, darling. I’m fully equipped, as any intrepid explorer should be.’ He grinned at her and her body responded. What woman in the drifting, partner-changing circle in which they both moved did not grow wet and desirous when he strode  across her field of vision?

She knew his uncle had tried to interest him in business, but though Adrian had gone through the motions of attending university he had no need to worry about a career. His mother had left him well off, and with his good looks, breeding and confidence, he was an extremely sought-after stud.

There was a disturbance at the door, and,‘Sorry I’m late,’ exclaimed Liam, bursting in. He was followed by Lyn, flamboyant in a green plastic skirt no bigger than a lampshade, a scarlet satin bustier and gold lurex stockings.

‘That’s all right,’ Merran assured him, watching Adrian bristle. There was no love lost between these two attractive men, and she suspected that, apart from the usual clash of male egos, it had something to do with herself.

Smiling impudently, Liam came across and lifted her hand to his lips, hovering over but not touching her skin. The warmth of his breath was enough to make her clitoris swell within its moist folds.

He straightened and looked into her eyes, his own peat-dark and shining, matching the hair that curled below his collar. Not much taller than her, he was wiry and strong, putting his own unconventional stamp on the midnight blue velvet evening jacket, brocade waistcoat and black trousers so tight that they might have been sprayed on, his manhood very much in evidence.

‘Ready for the trip, Brent?’ Adrian drawled, staring down his patrician nose at this interloper.

‘You bet,’ Liam answered laconically, no way disturbed by Adrian’s hostility ‘It’ll be successful.  Ma read the cards for me yesterday, and saw it all - a river so wide you can’t see the banks, and huge mountains. There’ll be danger, of course, but we’ll pull through.’

‘Superstitious bullshit,’ Adrian snapped hastily, adding aside to Merran, ‘Why the hell did you ask him along? He’s nothing but a jumped-up stable-boy’

She stepped closer and her breasts grazed his chest. Looking up into his angry eyes, she ran her fingers over the satin lapels of his dinner jacket, then dipped lower. His cock stiffened beneath the expensive cloth of his trousers as her hand passed over his crotch, firm enough to be felt and fast enough not to be seen.

She said sweetly but with an underlying edge, ‘This is my show, Adrian. No one else’s. I’ll include who I like.’

‘Bitch,’ Adrian muttered, in torment. ‘Can I come to your room later?’

‘I’ll think about it,’ she replied, and moved away.

‘And how do you really feel about the trip, Merran?’ asked Henry Foster, offering her his arm as they moved into the dining room in answer to the gong.

‘It’s a challenge. I needed something like it to stretch me.’

She glanced round the room with satisfaction. It was hers now - all hers. She was already accustomed to acting the hostess.There was nothing to it really, the hard work done by her housekeeper, Mrs Harvey, and Griffen, the butler.

It was they who had cared for the manor under  Henry’s guidance while she was away. Thus it had been kept in trust for her, that gracious old house which had been in the family for over three hundred years. Merran loved every stick and stone of it, her home - her heritage.

One day, she promised herself, one day when I’ve finished roaming, I’ll settle down and raise children here, little replicas of those portraits of my ancestors that line the walls. And who shall I select as the sperm donor? That remains to be seen.

‘I’ve talked over the phone to Miguel Garcia, and he’s looking forward to seeing you. Once you’ve shown him your bit of the map he can begin planning the expedition,’ Henry informed her quietly as they took their places at the oval table shimmering with antique silver, china and glass. He lowered his voice still more and added, ‘Of course, as I’ve already said, it’s vital to keep quiet about the treasure.’

‘Don’t worry’ she whispered conspiratorially. ‘I trust Adrian, Liam and Lyn, but I’ve only given them the barest details. The only other person who knows is Dr Medway and doctors are like priests, aren’t they?’

Henry nodded his grizzled head. ‘I guess so. Don Garcia is very concerned that you be careful. Brazil can be a trouble spot. Plenty of people there who’d like to get their hands on the map.’

‘What’s he like? D’you know him?’ she asked, as a footman served the main course, the air redolent of roast lamb, boned and stuffed with mushrooms, crisply browned potatoes and vegetables tossed lightly in butter.

Henry paused, fork halfway to his mouth. ‘No, I  don’t, but his father, Don Roberto, had been the Brig’s comrade during a former expedition. Miguel has inherited the Garcia fortune, and his father’s private papers. You can’t get anywhere without his cooperation.’
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