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      Chapter One

 

      CAROLINE BECK STOOD in the dark, peering out through the Venetian blind. She dare not put the lights on. With the slats of the blind open and
         the interior of the room lit up the large window would provide a clear view of everything inside. Of her, in fact. And she
         didn’t want to startle any passersby.
      

      
      They would undoubtedly have been shocked at her appearance. She was wearing a boned waspie corset that was cinched tightly
         around her narrow waist. It was made from transparent scarlet tulle with long satin suspenders snaking down over her thighs
         to the welts of sheer and shiny black stockings. The waspie tucked neatly under her breasts, leaving the round, firm and remarkably
         buoyant flesh exposed. She hadn’t bothered to put on panties.
      

      
      She peered out of the window, looking for the car. She knew she didn’t have long to wait. Bob Everett was usually punctual.
         Men in his position were expert in time-management. They couldn’t afford not to be. The habit extended into their private
         lives. He had said he would be there at eight and it was exactly two minutes past when his black Rolls-Royce pulled up outside Caroline’s door.
      

      
      She watched as the chauffeur got out from behind the wheel and opened the rear door. Bob Everett climbed out. He bounded up
         the four steps that led to her front door as the Rolls pulled away, the chauffeur looking for somewhere to park until he was
         required again.
      

      
      The doorbell rang.

      
      Caroline walked out into the hall and turned the light on. She was wearing spiky, red high heels. They clacked on the wooden
         floor. She smiled to herself, enjoying the experience, knowing what Bob’s reaction to her brazenness would be. She caught
         sight of herself in the full-length mirror by the front door. There was a wrinkle in the stocking at the knee on her left
         leg and she stopped to smooth it out, readjusting the suspenders to hold the nylon more tightly. A few strands of her flaxen
         blonde hair, cut into a neat bob and parted down the middle, had come astray and she combed them back into place with her
         fingers then stared into her eyes. They sparkled back at her, the whites pure, the irises a pale blue. The doorbell rang again.
      

      
      ‘Impatient, aren’t we?’ she said as she flung the door open.

      
      Bob’s answer turned to a meaningless babble as his eyes lighted on her semi-nakedness. He wasn’t the only one. A man was passing
         with his golden retriever. Both man and dog stared up at the vision standing in the doorway.
      

      
      ‘You’d better come in,’ Caroline said, as Bob stood apparently rooted to the spot.

      
      
      She closed the door after him, giving the man and his dog a coquettish smile.

      
      ‘You look great,’ Bob managed to splutter.

      
      ‘Thank you, kind sir,’ Caroline said. She turned on her heels, the leather soles of her shoes squeaking on the floor, and
         walked up the straight staircase to her left. She knew Bob would be staring at her, watching her pert, pouting bottom sway
         from side to side as she mounted each step. The higher she climbed the more would be revealed. Towards the top he might even
         be able to glimpse the sparsely covered lips of her sex. He might even be able to detect the sheen of wetness that Caroline
         was sure had seeped out over them.
      

      
      Without looking back she walked into her bedroom. It was already prepared. The bedding had been stripped and the mattress
         was covered with a single cream sheet. The bedside lamp had been dimmed and the curtains drawn.
      

      
      Caroline lay on the bed. She squirmed over to the middle of it and opened her legs, then crooked them at the knee, making
         the spiky heels dig into the sheet. It creased around them in little circles.
      

      
      She arched her buttocks upward and snaked her hand over the red tulle to the delta of her belly. Her blonde pubic hair was
         short like the stubble on a man’s unshaven chin, but unlike stubble it was soft. All the hair pointed inward and down to the
         apex of her thighs. She had never had to trim it. It grew that way naturally.
      

      
      Her hand delved lower, her middle finger nosing into the slit of her labia. She could not stop herself from moaning as her
         finger brushed against her clitoris.
      

      
      
      Bob stood in the bedroom doorway. It was immediately opposite the foot of the bed and she saw his eyes moving slowly up her
         long, nylon sheathed-legs, coming to rest on her sex. It seemed like a thing apart, its deckled labia set against the sleek
         smoothness of her thighs, whose softness was somehow emphasised by the jet-black welts of the stockings that cut across them.
      

      
      ‘Aren’t you a little overdressed?’ she asked. She slid her finger lower, watching as his eyes followed the movement. She pushed
         one finger, then two, into the maw of her vagina.
      

      
      Bob threw off his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt. A large bulge protruded from under his flies.

      
      Caroline’s fingers were bathed in her own juices. She was soaking wet. Her sexual excitement had been burgeoning for the last
         two hours. It didn’t take much to provoke it. Not these days. A year ago she had barely been conscious of sex. It was so low
         on her agenda that months would pass without her noticing the fact that she had been entirely abstinent. Not any more. Now
         sex took pride of place. She had learned that she could not live without it. She had learned how good it could be. The two
         things went hand in hand, of course. Before, her sexual experiences had been dull and unsatisfying. Now they were wild and
         incandescent, the slightest thing creating a state of sexual need.
      

      
      This evening it had been a book. After a shower when she got back from the studios she’d sat down to read a novel sent to
         her by a literary agent in the hope that she might want to produce an adaptation of it. She didn’t. But there was one passage
         in the book, graphic and sensual, that had set her blood racing. She had intended to spend the night quietly. Tomorrow was the
         wrap-party for her latest production and she knew it would mean a late night. But the language of the novel, the thrusting
         phallus it described – and the melting body of the woman it had assailed so comprehensively – had changed all that.
      

      
      She could have masturbated, of course. She loved to masturbate. She was good at it. She had taught herself what her body liked.
         She had used a vibrator for the first time with amazing results. What was more, so much had happened to her sexually in the
         last year that she had myriad images to choose from, a hundred different playlets she could conjure up to titillate and tantalise
         her sexual pleasure. But tonight she had wanted more. As she read and re-read the novelist’s description of an adamantine
         penis plunging into a melting pocket of silky, wet flesh, she realised that there could be no substitute for the real thing.
      

      
      Fortunately she had the means to satisfy that particular end.

      
      Bob stripped off his shoes and socks and pulled down his trousers and boxer shorts together. He kicked them away from his
         ankles, not bothering to pick up the expensively hand-tailored trousers but leaving them lying in a heap on the floor. He
         had an attractive body – no Adonis, but though his belly was round his arms and legs showed evidence of an effort at regular
         exercise. His cock was erect, its shaft a network of red and blue veins standing out prominently all along its length. His
         glans was sticky from his own secretions.
      

      
      ‘What’s got into you?’ he said as he watched her fingers slide up into her sex again.

      
      ‘Are you complaining?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘For Christ’s sake, Bob, you’ve been in this house two minutes and you haven’t fucked me yet. How much more time do you need?’
         She pulled her fingers out of her body and brought them up to her mouth, dabbing at them delicately with her tongue, tasting
         the sweet juices they were coated with.
      

      
      She arched her buttocks off the bed again, undulating her hips as if already engaged with some invisible lover.

      
      Bob knelt between her legs. Her sex was opening and closing, like a little mouth gasping for air.

      
      ‘Please…’ she said.

      
      He leant forward, dropping his head until his mouth was poised above her sex. She felt his hot breath playing against her
         labia, then his lips brushed against them. His tongue darted out to find her clitoris. He was good at this. Very good. She
         had thought all she wanted was to feel that rigid, gnarled cock thrusting up into her vagina, but she discovered his artful,
         probing tongue was just as affecting.
      

      
      He knew just what to do. He pushed her clit back against the underlying bone then wriggled his tongue from side to side. It
         was hot and wet. The tiny movement dragged her clit from side to side, stretching the nerve cells and making them tingle.
      

      
      ‘Love it,’ Caroline muttered as the waves of pleasure made her whole body tremble. This is what she’d wanted for the last two hours. It had seemed like an interminable
         wait. She had got through to Bob’s office, who’d told her he was in his car driving back from Birmingham. She’d called the
         car. The conversation had been brief. ‘Come here and fuck me,’ she said as soon as he answered, not in the mood for equivocation.
         ‘I need it.’
      

      
      He hadn’t demurred.

      
      His tongue was relentless. She felt his fingers parting the mouth of her vagina and screwing up into her. He had long, slender
         fingers. He inserted two, crooking one to push gently against the inner flesh; for some reason this always drove her crazy.
         She felt her body tense, her nerves on edge, its ability to respond so quickly no longer a surprise to her.
      

      
      ‘You’re making me come,’ she said in a wavering voice.

      
       ‘Mmmm…’ he muttered without breaking his rhythm.

      
      Caroline stretched her arms out, clawing at the sheet as if it would save her from falling. With the heels of the shoes still
         digging into it, she could lever herself up towards him, making his fingers sink deeper and his tongue press harder against
         the little nut of nerves. And then she came, tossing her head from side to side and opening her mouth to scream. No noise
         came out. She was rigid, every muscle locked, each tiny movement at the very core of her magnified by her orgasm to assume
         gigantic proportions.
      

      
      Then she was melting, her body falling back on to the bed, a small gush of juices seeping out of her as they were wont to do when she had come.

      
      Bob knew her well enough to realise this was the overture and not the main event. Immediately he withdrew his fingers and
         lifted himself up over her, supporting himself on his arms and staring down into her face, his cock nudging into her wet labia.
      

      
      ‘Is this what you wanted so badly?’ he said as soon as he saw her eyes open again, the impact of her orgasm having forced
         them closed.
      

      
      ‘You know it is,’ she said breathlessly. Instead of leaving her replete, the instant satisfaction of one orgasm had created
         an intense desire for another.
      

      
      He smiled. He had a handsome, rather large-featured face, with a tanned complexion. His eyes were a soft green, his hair a
         shock of white. He held himself above her, teasingly.
      

      
      ‘You want me to beg you?’ she asked, trying to twist her body up towards him. She felt his glans nudge between her labia but
         could not persuade it deeper. Her clitoris was throbbing violently, blood coursing through it.
      

      
      She looked up into his eyes, wanting to make sure he could see her need.

      
      ‘Kiss me,’ he said.

      
      She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his mouth down on to hers. As their mouths melded together and she plunged
         her tongue between his lips, he, in tum, drove his phallus deep into her vagina. The feeling of the hard sword of flesh forcing
         its way up into her almost made her scream. She had wanted this so badly. Her body convulsed, clenching around him, drawing
        him up deeper. 

        
        ‘So hard,’ she moaned without taking her lips away from his. His tongue danced against hers, pushing it back into her own
         mouth and gagging any further effort to speak.
      

      
      At first he just held himself inside her, concentrating his powerful body on pushing his phallus up into her as deeply as
         it would go. But then he began to stroke in and out of her, pulling almost all the way out, then plunging back up again, the
         base of his bone-hard erection hammering into her clitoris with a force that made her quiver.
      

      
      He moved his mouth to her ear, probing the inner whorls with his tongue, then blowing hot air into it. She loved that. It
         added an extra frisson of sensation to her already overwrought nerves.
      

      
      His mouth trailed down her neck, sucking on the cords of her throat stretched taut by her passion. Arching his body, he fastened
         his lips on her nipple, sucking at it, his teeth pinching the puckered bud.
      

      
      She was coming again, irresistibly. As his cock sawed into her, she felt her orgasm blossom, her body opening like a flower,
         allowing him deeper. She could feel every inch of him, his cock throbbing as wildly as her vagina. She felt her sex contract
         tightly around his shaft and instinctively he stopped pounding into her, then pushed forward once again, using all his energy.
         Almost immediately her orgasm exploded. She clawed at his back, as earlier she’d clawed at the sheet, lifting herself up towards
         him, her whole body as rigid as a board, except the very centre of her which, by contrast, felt impossibly soft and malleable.
         It was incapable of doing anything but feeling the silky smoothness of his glans pulsing inside her.
      

      
      Then it was his turn. She wanted his spunk. She wanted it as badly as she’d wanted her own orgasm. And she knew how to get
         it. As soon as the waves of her orgasm ebbed away, she stretched her hand down over his bottom and, pushing a finger down
         into the cleft of his buttocks, felt his cock jerk inside her, in anticipation. Her finger found the puckered crater of his
         anus and immediately pushed inside.
      

      
      Bob moaned. His cock twitched wildly again.

      
      Caroline raised her shoulders off the bed so she could stretch her arm further forward and probed her finger deeper, searching
         for the tiny spot which always made him lose the last vestige of control.
      

      
      His body tensed. As she forced her finger into the hot, clinging tube of flesh, her own sex spasmed too. In that special place,
         deep inside her, she could actually feel his glans recoil, readying itself for orgasm. With one last effort she screwed her
         finger into him, its tip pressing at the tiny gland. At exactly that moment his cock erupted and she felt hot jets of spunk
         spurting out into her in a seemingly endless stream.
      

      
      One moment she was firmly in control, using her wiles to make him come, wanting nothing else but that single goal, and the
         next she was drowning in a new flood of sensation, each tremor of his ejaculation creating hot spots of pleasure inside her,
         so many and so close together that they were impossible to ignore. Despite the two comprehensive orgasms she had already experienced
         her third was the most profound, the first two seemingly lingering in her body waiting to feed it, enhancing and extending it by a sort of osmosis. She clung to him for support, her body wrapped around
         his, aware of nothing but the shivers of pleasure that affected them both.
      

      
      ‘What got you so turned on?’ he said eventually, rolling on to his back.

      
      ‘Thinking about you,’ she lied.

      
      ‘I thought I wasn’t going to see you until Saturday.’

      
      ‘You weren’t.’

      
      ‘So?’

      
      ‘I changed my mind. Woman’s privilege.’

      
      ‘That’s the first time I’ve ever heard you claim that. I thought it was against your principles.’

      
      ‘It is.’ Caroline got to her feet. Her knees felt weak. She kicked off her shoes, put her foot up on the bed and began unclipping
         the suspenders. ‘Let’s just say I’m feeling particularly feminine tonight.’
      

      
      ‘I can vouch for that,’ he said, grinning.

      
      ‘Undo me,’ she said as soon as she had stripped off the stockings. She sat on the bed and he unhooked the eyes of the scarlet
         waspie one by one. ‘I’m going to take a shower. Then you can take me out to an expensive dinner.’
      

      
      ‘And then?’

      
      ‘And then you can go home; Unless, of course…’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Unless you happen to be unable to keep your hands off me.’

      
      ‘In which case?’

      
      ‘In which case I would be forced to bring you back here again and give you a repeat performance.’

      
      
      She saw his cock stir. That was the thing she liked about Bob. He was indefatigable.

      
      ‘You are in a demanding mood.’

      
      ‘Being demanding turns me on. You’re not complaining, I hope?’

      
      ‘Certainly not. So where do you want to have dinner?’

      
      ‘You choose.’

      
      Which he did.

      
      ‘Ms Beck, Ms Beck, there’s a call for you.’ The young, rather intense and thin-faced PA was tugging at Caroline’s sleeve to
         attract her attention. It was not surprising. The music played over the studio’s sound equipment was loud. Very loud.
      

      
      ‘Sorry,’ Caroline said, almost unable to hear herself speak.

      
      ‘Call, phone,’ the girl said, putting her fist to her ear in
         an attempt at mime.
      

      
      ‘Oh right,’ Caroline said, nodding and signalling that she would take it upstairs in the sound-proof gallery.

      
      The PA burrowed a path through the throng of actors, technicians and other television company personnel who crowded the studio
         floor, some dancing to the music, others intent on drinking as much of the free booze as they possibly could.
      

      
      There was a long perforated metal staircase on the outside of the studio wall, leading up to the gallery from where all the
         studio output was controlled. The steps clanged as the two women climbed to the top.
      

      
      As the sound-proof door swung closed behind them a blissful peace descended.

      
      
      The PA went to the phone console on the mixing desk and pressed two buttons.

      
      ‘I have Ms Beck for you,’ she said efficiently before handing Caroline the phone.

      
      ‘Hello?’

      
      ‘Hi.’

      
      ‘Ted?’ She recognised his voice immediately.

      
      ‘Don’t sound so surprised.’

      
      ‘I’m not. I mean I am. We’re in the middle of the wrap party.’

      
      ‘Yeah. It took them some time to find you. So how are you, sweetness?’

      
      ‘I’m fine.’ Caroline put down the glass of champagne she had brought with her and tried to concentrate on Ted. He was the
         last person she’d expected to hear from. The Mangroves, the seven-part series they had just concluded, had been financed by the British arm of Ted Revier’s international media
         company, but she had hardly heard from him during the making of the show. Not that she’d expected to. Ted was a financier
         with a special interest in the entertainment world, not a hands-on television executive.
      

      
      ‘So aren’t you going to ask me why I’m calling?’

      
      It was almost a year since they had had their affair, an affair which – despite his denials to the contrary – had, she was sure,
         cemented his interest in her as a producer and in The Mangroves as a project for his company. He had shown no interest in reviving the intimate side of their relationship since then.
      

      
      ‘All right,’ she said. She found she was smiling at the sound of his voice. It revived extremely pleasant memories. ‘Why are
         you calling, Ted?’
      

      
      
      ‘Because the first episode of The Mangroves has just been aired on NBC and it’s got the highest ratings of any drama in the new season. Ten points up on the remake of
         Ben Casey. Eight on the new series of Doctor Quinn. It’s the highest-rated Brit TV ever. So congratulations.’
      

      
      ‘Really?’ Caroline felt a flush of pleasure. Her cheeks reddened.

      
      ‘Really. It’s hot. We’re getting advertisers flocking to buy prime time. We’ll be able to hike the prices at least twenty
         points. You’re going to make me a fortune.’
      

      
      ‘You’ve got a fortune.’

      
      ‘Hey, what’s another fortune between friends. Listen Caro…’ He had never called her that in the bedroom, but during the
         infrequent business calls they had had since it had become his pet name for her. ‘I want you to come to New York tomorrow.
         We’ve got to sit down and talk about the future.’
      

      
      ‘Tomorrow?’

      
      ‘Sure. Martin’ll pick you up. My jet’s at Heathrow.’

      
      Caroline felt an unexpected jolt of emotion at the mention of Martin’s name, though what emotion it was she was not sure.

      
      ‘It’s not a problem, is it?’ Ted continued.

      
      ‘No.’ That was true. Ted’s British television company had already exercised its option on the second book in The Mangroves series but production was not slated to start for two months. There were lots of details to sort out but nothing that couldn’t
         be done by the production manager.
      

      
      ‘Good. I’ve booked a suite for you at The Pierre. Martin will look after all the details. I’ve told her to pick you up at twelve. Take-off at one. You’ll be in New York by
         six our time.’
      

      
      ‘Great.’

      
      ‘You know I always had a hunch about you, Caro. You’re a star. Do you know that?’

      
      ‘I’m delighted it went well.’

      
      ‘Caroline.’ The change of name came with a
      
      change of tone. ‘I want you to know I’ve been thinking a lot about you.’

      
      ‘Have you?’ She was surprised by that. Their affair had been short and though very intense he hadn’t given her any hint, at
         the time, that she was anything more than a casual fling. Not that she had expected it, or wanted it. Ted Revier was an international
         financial tycoon with offices in London, New York and Los Angeles. Involvement with him would have been a major change of
         life-style that Caroline would not have been happy to contemplate. Especially as her career was going so well. Especially
         as, at that point a year ago, she had just discovered how wonderful sex could be and would have been reluctant to settle for
         one man. when there were so many other possibilities. That didn’t mean that the thought of seeing Ted again didn’t excite
         her.
      

      
      ‘As a matter of fact I was going to suggest you came over when The Mangroves finished, even before I heard this news.’ He had a soft voice with a cultivated East Coast accent.
      

      
      ‘And now?’

      
      ‘Now we can combine business and pleasure. There’s a project I want to discuss with you. And it would be just great to see
        you again.’ 

        
        ‘OK. I accept,’ Caroline said, feeling her pulse quicken.
      

      
      ‘Great. I’ll see you tomorrow.’

      
      Caroline put down the phone. She felt a little dazed. She looked around the empty gallery, the banks of television monitors
         all turned off, a pall of cigarette smoke still hanging in the air from the director’s habit of chain-smoking during recordings.
         It was comfortingly familiar. She had spent her whole career in such places. Going to New York and seeing Ted Revier again
         was a big leap into the dark. It would mean seeing Martin again too.
      

      
      She picked up her champagne glass and raised it in a toast. ‘Here’s to the Big Apple,’ she said aloud. ‘And to Mr Revier.’

      
      It was a beautiful May day, fluffy white clouds floating aimlessly in a big blue sky, the sun pleasantly warm. Leaves on the
         ancient horse-chestnuts that lined the street were just beginning to unfurl, their bright green catching the light as they
         moved in the lightest of breezes.
      

      
      The car pulled up at five minutes to twelve. Caroline had packed a single bag. The shopping in New York would be good and
         she planned to do a lot of it. Anything she hadn’t packed she would buy, including an extra suitcase for the journey home.
         The deal for The Mangroves had left her extremely well-off. The news that it was doing well in the American ratings would benefit her financially too.
         The last time she’d been there, on location with a BBC drama on which she’d been the PA, she hadn’t been able to do much more
         than gawk at the expensive shops on the Upper West Side. Now she could afford a shopping spree.
      

      
      Though Ted Revier always referred to Martin the woman never called anything but this single, masculine name – as his chauffeur
         it appeared she rarely drove a car. Today, as before, Caroline watched her climb out of the back of the black stretch Mercedes,
         another liveried, male chauffeur opening the rear passenger door for her.
      

      
      Martin was undoubtedly one of the most beautiful women Caroline had ever seen. She had long slender legs and an hour-glass
         waist. Her breasts were full and high, jutting proudly from her chest, and she had a long, sinuous neck. Her cheekbones were
         hollow, her nose long and thin, and her eyes the darkest of greens. Of course her most noticeable feature, the one that turned
         heads, was her flaming red hair, a mantel of it surrounding the sharp, chiselled features of her face. There was no doubt,
         from the way she carried herself, her manner haughty and proud, that she knew exactly how beautiful she was and saw no point
         in false modesty. She wore clothes to accentuate the positive – today, as often in the past, a black silk one-piece suit that
         clung to every curve and contour of her body, and black calf-length suede boots with a heel that increased her already considerable
         stature by a good few inches.
      

      
      Caroline opened the door before she could ring the bell.

      
      ‘I’m all ready,’ she said.

      
      Martin smiled the briefest of smiles, then flicked her fingers towards Caroline’s suitcase. The chauffeur, who had followed
         her up to the front door, took the case and loaded it into the boot as Caroline set her burglar alarm then double-locked the door.
      

      
      ‘It’s been a long time,’ Martin said as they walked to, the car. The chauffeur opened the passenger door again and Martin
         gestured that Caroline should get in first.
      

      
      ‘A year,’ Caroline said as they settled into the back seat. The rear of the stretch was spacious, custom-fitted with a telephone,
         fax machine and television – everything an international financier would need to keep in touch with his empire from the middle
         of a traffic jam in central London.
      

      
      ‘You’ve changed,’ Martin said as the car headed off. She twisted round, hitching her left foot up under her right thigh and
         leaning against the side of the car so she was looking straight at Caroline. The pose spread her thighs apart and Caroline
         found her eyes straying to her crotch, the silky black material of the suit having dimpled there, as though it had been sucked
         into her sex.
      

      
      ‘Have I?’

      
      ‘I think so.’

      
      ‘In what way?’

      
      ‘More assured.’

      
      ‘Is that a compliment?’ Though Caroline hadn’t seen her for a year she clearly remembered the unsettling effect the redhead
         had on her. It was the same now. She seemed to have a way of looking at her and through her at the same time, laying all her
         secrets bare. Last time they had met Martin had told her bluntly that she was a lesbian and had unashamedly asked Caroline
         to go to bed with her, an offer Caroline had refused. Perhaps it was not surprising that her presence made her uneasy.
      

      
      ‘Of course. Ted’s looking forward to seeing you.’

      
      ‘He told you that?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      The real nature of the relationship between this gorgeous woman and Ted Revier remained a mystery to Caroline. It was quite
         evident the girl did more for him than her job description implied.
      

      
      ‘Well, the feeling’s mutual. I like Ted,’ Caroline said.

      
      ‘Have to call the plane, tell them we’re on the way,’ Martin said, picking up the phone. She punched in a single digit and
         let the phone’s built in memory do the rest. She told whoever answered that they expected to be at the airport in half an
         hour, a good estimate since traffic was light and they were already on the dual carriageway outside Hammersmith.
      

      
      ‘They’ve got a take-off slot in forty minutes. One of the advantages of private planes,’ she said as she slotted the phone
         back into its housing.
      

      
      Not much more was said as the big car cruised along the motorway. At Heathrow it turned into a special paddock where a small,
         neat building housed immigration. It took a matter of minutes to clear the necessary checks and walk across the tarmac and
         up the steps of the Gulfstream 340, its engines already running. It was quite obvious that the business tycoons and foreign
         diplomats who used private jets demanded and got a very special service.
      

      
      Caroline was impressed. She had never been on a private jet before. The interior of the plane was luxurious. The long narrow
         cabin was divided into 
      two by walnut bulkheads. At the far end were two large and comfortable armchairs upholstered in dark blue leather, a long
         sofa and a desk with inbuilt telephone and fax machine. On the near side was a bar and a dining table complete with four chairs.
      

      
      A steward in a white linen jacket with gold buttons and epaulets stood waiting to greet them. He had pink, paper-thin skin
         and a slight body with spindly arms and legs.
      

      
      ‘Good morning. May I get you a cocktail before take-off?’ he asked, as he swung the outer door closed.

      
      ‘Not just yet, thank you’ Caroline said. She walked down the cabin examining the fixtures and fittings. There was a television
         screen mounted in an overhead console. It was displaying a map of the Atlantic, with the east coast of America and the west
         coast of Europe, the land masses coloured green and the ocean a light blue. A little white plane-shaped dot flashed over London.
      

      
      ‘What’s this?’ Caroline asked.

      
      ‘Five channels of films, the latest Press Association and Reuters news, and real-time Stock Exchange monitors for New York
         and London,’ Martin told her. The redhead sat in one of the leather armchairs and crossed her slender legs.
      

      
      ‘But the map?’

      
      ‘Satellite guidance for navigation. It sends out a signal to a responder and tracks our movement. So you can see where we
         are.’ She picked up a remote control that was fitted into the arm of the chair and pointed it at the television. The map changed
         to a menu of all the other command options.
      

      
      
      ‘Leave it on the map,’ Caroline said.

      
      Martin pressed the remote again and the map returned.

      
      ‘Ladies, this is your captain speaking.’ The voice came over the Tannoy. ‘We have permission to taxi so if you’ll take your
         seats and fasten your safety belts and extinguish all cigarettes we can be on our way.’
      

      
      The steward disappeared into the forward cabin, closing the door behind him. Caroline sat in the armchair opposite Martin
         and fastened her seat belt. She looked out of the large oval cabin window as the plane started to move forward. They reached
         the runway and took off almost immediately – so quickly in fact, she wondered if private planes were given some sort of priority.
      

      
      The steward reappeared as the plane levelled out.

      
      ‘Can I get you a drink now, madam?’ he said, looking at Caroline.

      
      ‘A glass of champagne would be nice,’ Caroline said.

      
      ‘Certainly, madam. And for you?’ He looked at Martin.

      
      ‘The same.’

      
      ‘We’ll be serving lunch in an hour,’ he said.

      
      They drank a bottle of champagne and lunched on caviar and smoked salmon, refusing a main course of fillet steak. They drank
         coffee, however, and both toyed with a chocolate cake and a selection of beautifully prepared petits fours.
      

      
      The ride was smooth and remarkably quiet, with little air turbulence.

      
      After lunch Martin ordered a small brandy and Caroline decided she would have one too. They decamped from the dining table to the aft of the cabin where Martin sank on
         to the sofa.
      

      
      ‘That was good,’ Caroline said.

      
      ‘It’s the only way to travel. Grenville?’ she called through to the steward.

      
      ‘Yes, madam?’

      
      ‘We don’t wish to be disturbed.’

      
      ‘Of course not, madam,’ he said, clearing the rest
      
      of the things from the table. He walked to the galley and closed the door behind him.

      
      ‘How many times have you done this trip?’ Caroline asked, settling into one of the leather armchairs.

      
      Martin ignored the question. ‘Can I ask you something personal?’ Her dark green eyes were boring into Caroline.

      
      ‘You can ask. I might not answer.’

      
      ‘Fair enough. You remember I told you I was a lesbian?’

      
      ‘Yes. Is that the question?’

      
      ‘No. I’m curious to know whether you’ve ever had sex with a woman.’

      
      Caroline laughed. ‘You certainly don’t believe in beating about the bush, do you?’

      
      ‘I think I know the answer.’

      
      ‘Do you? What is it?’

      
      ‘That you have. Occasionally. With only one woman. Perhaps two. Am I right?’

      
      Caroline wasn’t at all sure what she was going to say. She looked across at the woman, her eyes met by a fierce stare. ‘I
         actually don’t think it’s any of your business,’ she said coolly.
      

      
      ‘It’s something about flying.’

      
      
      ‘What is?’ Caroline asked, puzzled at the apparent change of topic.

      
      ‘The vibration, I think. It makes me incredibly randy.’ The redhead ran her hand down over the front of the black silk and
         rubbed the palm of her hand against the summits of her breasts. It was perfectly obvious that her nipples were already erect.
      

      
      ‘I’d rather you didn’t do that,’ Caroline said.

      
      ‘I’m sorry. I thought it might interest you.’

      
      ‘Interest me?’

      
      ‘I told you in the car. You’ve changed. When we first met you were frightened. You weren’t sure what you wanted. You’d just
         had sex with a woman for the first time and you weren’t sure how you felt about it. Am I right?’
      

      
      ‘And now?’ Caroline asked without answering her question.

      
      ‘Now you’re more confident, you know what you want.’

      
      Caroline laughed. ‘You can tell all that just by seeing me again?’

      
      Martin’s hand was moving across her left breast, pressing the flesh back against her chest. ‘I know I’m right.’

      
      ‘When we first met you asked me if I’d go to bed with you.’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Would it surprise you to know I just didn’t want to? As simple as that. Please stop touching yourself like that.’

      
      ‘Why? Would you rather do it for me?’ Martin moved her hand away. Her nipples stuck out of the black silk so prominently they
         looked as though they might pierce it.
      

      
      ‘Do most of the women you try to seduce fall into bed with you?’

      
      ‘No. What makes you think I’m trying to seduce you?’

      
      ‘Aren’t you?’

      
      ‘I merely asked you a question. To satisfy my own curiosity. It needn’t affect what happens between us.’

      
      There was something about this woman that made a knot tie itself tightly in the pit of Caroline’s stomach. She wasn’t sure
         whether it was caused by fear or excitement. What Martin said was perfectly true. When they had first met she had just been
         to bed with a woman for the first time. One woman. She had enjoyed it. But she had viewed it as part of the voyage of sexual
         discovery she had embarked on, part of getting to know her own sexuality, and she was not sure she ever wanted to repeat the
         experience. Certainly since that night with her friend Adrianne Rhodes, the woman who had largely been responsible for awakening
         her sexual consciousness with men as well as providing her first homosexual experience, the occasion hadn’t arisen. Nor had
         Caroline made any attempt to create it. During the last year at least she had been content with men.
      

      
      ‘If you must know,’ she said reluctantly, ‘you’re right. Now are you satisfied?’

      
      ‘With one woman, or more?’

      
      ‘Why are you so curious?’

      
      ‘Born like it.’

      
      ‘With one woman. An old friend.’

      
      ‘She seduced you?’

      
      
      ‘No. It wasn’t like that. We decided to experiment, that’s all:’

      
      ‘I see.’ Martin stretched on the sofa. It was a sinuous movement, her legs pressed together, her whole body writhing as if
         she had been touched on the most sensitive of places. ‘I really find it exciting to think of you in bed with another woman,
         Caroline.’
      

      
      ‘I haven’t done it since.’

      
      ‘Have you thought about doing it?’ Her eyes were looking straight at Caroline again. Their stare was so acute she would know
         the truth whatever Caroline said.
      

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘With whom?’ Martin arched an eyebrow.

      
      ‘You know the answer to that too, don’t you?’

      
      ‘Yes. You’ve thought about doing it with me.’

      
      It was true. Over the last year Caroline had found herself wondering what it would have been like if she’d accepted the redhead’s
         invitation. She wondered how it would feel to press herself into that long, voluptous body and give in to the woman’s obvious
         expertise.
      

      
      ‘So what does that prove?’

      
      ‘It proves that if I come over there and kiss you, you will not find the idea repulsive.’

      
      ‘Won’t I?’

      
      ‘Let’s see.’

      
      Slowly the redhead got to her feet. She shook

      
      out her mane of wavy red hair and took one step forward until her knees were touching the armrest of Caroline’s armchair.
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