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      Sunday


      

      Erica stared at the view. Her suite was on the sixteenth floor and the vista of New York from the west side of Central Park

         was unobstructed. There were no lights in the Park, at least none that could be seen through the trees. In contrast to the

         tall brightly lit buildings that surrounded it, the Park was completely black, Stygian black, a bottomless pit. There was

         something fascinating about the darkness at the heart of the city. It was hypnotic.

     


      

      Eventually she tore herself away from the window. A truly massive display of flowers had greeted her arrival in the suite

         together with a bottle of champagne in a silver wine-cooler packed with ice and a card that read: WELCOME TO NEW YORK. Now,

         after the long flight from London she could think of nothing better than a long bath and a glass of champagne. Success has

         its own rewards and Erica Langham was successful.

     


      

      She poured the chilled wine into the tall flute they had provided, sipped it appreciatively and walked into the vast bedroom

         decorated in pastel shades of blue. Putting the glass down on one of the bedside tables, she stripped off the jacket of her

         red suit. There was a long bank of wardrobes opposite the bed and Erica looked at herself in their full-length mirrored doors as she undressed, letting her skirt fall

         to the floor and unclipping her bra to release her breasts from their lacy cups. For a moment she gazed at her reflection,

         standing with her legs apart and her hands on her hips, dressed only in her red high heels and black panties. Apart from her

         full fleshy breasts, her figure was slender. Her waist was narrow and her belly flat. She had long, finely contoured legs,

         hollowed at the top of her thighs immediately under the triangle of black silky nylon that covered her pubis. After being

         worn for so long on the flight from London, the crotch of the panties had been sucked up into her labia, following the long

         crease of her sex. Black curly pubic hair escaped the material at both sides, evidence of the prolific growth it struggled

         to contain.

     


      

      She walked right up to the mirror and stared at her face. She had a long straight nose and high, sharply boned cheeks that

         gave her a haughty look softened by a dimple on both sides of her mouth whenever she smiled. Her eyes were the colour of dark

         amber and her hair, short and expertly cut in layers, was jet black. Despite the long flight her eyes sparkled with excitement.

     


      

      She took her champagne glass into the bathroom. Like the rest of the suite the bathroom was on a grand scale, walls and floors

         in white marble striated with grey, a large tub and a separate shower cubicle.

     


      

      Erica ran a bath, stripped off her panties and shoes and added foaming bath gel from one of the little bottles arranged on

         a small glass shelf. She climbed into the hot water and let it wash over her. The sensible thing to do, of course, was to go to bed. It was three in the morning London time. But Erica wasn’t feeling sensible. If she went to bed she

         wouldn’t sleep. She had never been to New York. She wanted at least to walk down Fifth Avenue, look in the shop windows and

         experience the buzz. Then perhaps she’d come back to bed.

     


      

      She dried herself on a huge white towel, wrapped herself in the towelling robe that hung on the back of the bathroom door,

         walked back into the bedroom and turned on the television. She sat at the dressing table to attend to her make-up. The channel

         had obviously been selected by the suite’s previous occupant. As the picture resolved, Erica was astonished to see a large,

         very tanned breast being manipulated by two hands. It was too large for the hands to contain and its flesh, shiny from some

         sort of oil, spilled through the fingers like plasticine. Erica got to her feet and found the channel guide printed by the

         hotel. She was watching the adult channel on cable television.

     


      

      The angle of shot had widened. Both the woman’s breasts were in shot now and the hands tried to squeeze them together, making

         the woman moan. Despite the size of her bosom the woman was slim, with a domed belly and long slender legs. She was lying

         on a sun-lounger and the hands produced a bottle of sun-tan oil, slathering more of it over her body, concentrating now on

         her stomach and thighs, and the thin patch of pubic hair that covered her mons. The fingers kneaded and pinched and caressed

         the woman’s flesh and she moaned again loudly, arching her body off the lounger.

     


      

      Erica watched, fascinated, as the camera moved round so the scene included the owner of the hands. To Erica’s surprise it was a woman, a small black-haired Oriental woman with

         tiny round breasts and a tight pert bottom. She was kneeling beside the lounger and a man, a deep-chested muscular blond,

         was kneeling behind her, pumping his penis regularly into her sex, holding her long black hair in his hands like the reins

         of a horse.

     


      

      The brunette’s hands opened the woman’s thighs, the camera positioned so it could get a close-up of her sex. She had neat

         symmetrical labia that were completely hairless. The Oriental woman’s fingers plunged into her vagina.

     


      

      Erica realised her mouth was open. She had only seen one pornographic movie before, at a party in a friend’s house. Attractive

         women ran around in provocative lingerie, there were lots of black stockings and suspenders, and heavy, pendulant breasts.

         There had been glimpses of naked men too but the action had been confined to kissing and hugging and heavy breathing, carefully

         avoiding any glimpses of genitalia. This was different. She had never seen anything like it. She had been told that cable

         television carried explicit movies of this kind, but had no idea how explicit they really were.

     


      

      Walking through into the living room of the suite, the moans of the blonde followed her as the Oriental woman prodded and

         probed her clitoris. Erica poured herself another glass of champagne. Back in the bedroom, she propped a pillow against the

         headboard and arranged herself comfortably on the bed, sipping the champagne and watching the screen, feeling a little like

         a naughty child who is looking at a programme forbidden by its parents.

     


      

      

      Apparently not satisfied with the Oriental’s ministrations, the blonde woman sat up, her big breasts quivering.


      

      ‘My turn don’t you think, honey bunch?’ she said to the man.


      

      ‘Sure thing,’ he said, pulling his erection from the brunette’s sex. It was large and glistening.


      

      The sun-lounger was on a private patio, with brick walls surrounding it on three sides and a large glass patio door on the

         fourth. In one corner was a wooden hot tub with steps leading up to it. The blonde scrambled off the lounger and, kneeling

         in front of the man, sucked his cock into her mouth. The Oriental bent down too. The camera closed on the man’s loins and

         Erica could see the blonde’s mouth sliding up and down on his phallus while the Oriental tried, at first with little success,

         to capture his balls in her mouth. Finally she succeeded. The man moaned.

     


      

      Erica felt her body pulse. This was an entirely new experience. Women’s response to visual images was supposed to be limited.

         Women were not supposed to get the same sort of pleasure from looking at pictures of naked men as men got from looking at

         naked women. Wasn’t that the theory? But as Erica saw, for the first time, a tight close-up of a hard throbbing erection,

         its smooth pink glans disappearing into the blonde’s wet mouth, Erica’s fascination was matched by her body’s response. She

         felt her sex moisten and her clitoris engorge.

     


      

      The blonde twisted around, came up on all fours and presented her bottom to the camera and to the man. The brunette took his

         penis in her hand and guided it into the blonde’s sex. He pushed forward.

     


      

      ‘Great cock,’ the blonde said.


      

      

      ‘I knew you would like it,’ the Oriental said.


      

      ‘Pity he hasn’t got a friend.’


      

      ‘You’ll have to make do with me.’


      

      The brunette crawled up to the front of the blonde, lay on her back and wriggled herself down between her arms, until her

         sex was beneath the blonde’s face and her jet black hair between the man’s thighs. Immediately the blonde dropped her mouth

         on to the Oriental woman’s mons, licking and sucking at it. The camera cut between a close-up of this action and a close-up

         of the Oriental woman’s mouth kissing the man’s balls, as the shaft of his cock pumped into the blonde’s vagina.

     


      

      Unconsciously Erica had began to rub her thighs together, squeezing her labia which in turn put gentle pressure on her clitoris.

         Her nipples were hard under the robe. She felt her body asserting its needs, the rhythms of sexual pleasure, coming in soft

         waves, lapping at her senses, tugging at the reins of her self-control.

     


      

      Erica loved sex. Like everything else in her life, she took it seriously and she was good at it. And like everything else

         in her life she worked at it. She had cultivated her sexual awareness. She had come to know her body. She knew how to listen

         to its rhythms and the demands it made on her. She knew what it wanted and how and when. She had progressively explored her

         erogenous zones and discovered what pleased them most. She had developed a masturbation ritual and could deliver a satisfying,

         if limited, orgasm.

     


      

      But, despite conscientiously applying the principles she used in her self-pleasuring to her relationships, she had to admit,

         if she were honest with herself, that her experiences with men had been disappointing. Something was missing.

     


      

      

      She knew what it was, of course. Erica had addressed the problem as objectively as she would work out a problem in business.

         In her professional life she was used to being in control. She carried that over into her private life. She liked to be the

         one to decide where to go for dinner, what wine to drink, what film to see. She liked to decide when to go to bed and what

         to do, who was going to be on top, who would come first and by what means. She had never met a man who had challenged her,

         who had managed to take control. She had never met a man who had taken her, used her, even – dare she say it? – abused her.

     


      

      Was that what she wanted? Perhaps not, perhaps her logical analysis was wrong. But it was certainly what she’d never had.

         She had never abandoned herself completely to the demands of someone else.

     


      

      With control went responsibility and that, she decided, was what she didn’t want, it was a stone weight tied around her neck.

         If she lost control, she could hardly be held accountable for what happened to her.

     


      

      But now she was in New York, a stranger in a strange city. A city of sin. She had seven days. There was business to attend

         to, of course – the reason she was here – but out of office hours her time was her own. She had no attachments. There was

         no one waiting for her back in London, no one to call each evening, no one to care for. She only had herself to think about.

         Of course, knowing what she needed and finding it was a very different matter, even in New York.

     


      

      On screen, the man pulled out of the blonde’s sex, holding his cock tightly in his hand. Immediately, in a rehearsed manoeuvre, the two women rolled over on to their sides and wriggled around until their faces were under the man’s

         erection. They kissed passionately, their tongues spilling from their lips as they vied for position. The man moved his fist

         up and down his shaft three or four times and then held it tight. White semen jetted in a stream from his cock, splashing

         down on the two women’s faces. Their moans of pleasure joined the man’s as the camera closed on their thighs where each woman’s

         hand played with the sex of the other.

     


      

      Erica had started to stroke her own sex as the credits began to roll. She felt deliciously relaxed and sexy but she was not

         in the mood to come. As the screen began to show a trailer for another blue film she reached for the remote control on the

         bedside table and turned it off. For a second she closed her eyes, her finger rubbing her clitoris with the gentlest of touches.

     


      

      Then, with her famous self-control, she pulled her hands away.


      

      Five minutes later she was dressed, a pair of sheer black tights, a little black dress with a short skirt and a box neckline.

         She brushed out her hair and climbed into a pair of black high heels. As she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, a

         flame of excitement danced in the amber pools of her eyes.

     


      

      New York, here I come, she thought.


      

      The Fifth Avenue shops were as dazzling as Erica had expected. She ogled at the windows of Tiffany’s and Bergdorf Goodman

         and walked down towards the Empire State building. But she did not get far. The heat hit her like a wave, draining her energy and reminding her that her body clock was still on London time. Despite the fact that it was eight

         at night the temperature was still in the mid-eighties, the humidity unrelieved by the slightest breath of breeze.

     


      

      The streets were full of people, all apparently in a hurry to get to wherever they were going. The noise of traffic, sirens

         wailing and cars crashing over the numerous pot holes in the roads, was continuous. On every corner, down the long straight

         streets that bisected the avenues, there were breathtaking vistas of the huge buildings that formed, like a man-made mountain

         range, the backdrop of New York. Some of the buildings were ugly and plain, thrown up quickly with no thought, while others

         were structures of such beauty they were like monolithic sculptures as well as extraordinary feats of engineering.

     


      

      Even though she had not got much further than the Trump Tower, Erica needed to cool down before she attempted the walk back

         to the hotel. She also needed a drink. Looking around for a bar, she spotted a smart but old hotel a little way down one of

         the streets off Fifth Avenue.

     


      

      The blast of air-conditioning as she entered the hotel was like stepping into a cold shower. It was so welcome Erica stood

         still and savoured it, the sweat that had enveloped her body drying instantly. She felt rejuvenated, excitement winning out

         over tiredness again.

     


      

      The bar was dimly lit. It walls were panelled in dark oak. Semi-circular booths lined three sides of the room in the American

         style, while a long bar was sited on the fourth. Two barmen fixed drinks for the waitresses who plied the tables and for the customers who sat on high, leather-padded bar stools.

     


      

      Erica selected a stool that gave a good view of the rest of the room. Only two other people sat by the bar, two platinum blonde

         women in their fifties, their figures willowed by years of dieting, their faces leathered by years of tanning, gold jewellery

         weighing down their hands. They talked intently to each other, the words ‘bitch’ and ‘slut’ turning up at regular intervals.

         Erica guessed they were talking about one or other’s divorce.

     


      

      ‘What can I get you?’ the barman said.


      

      ‘Oh, some sort of cocktail,’ Erica said.


      

      ‘You want a list?’


      

      ‘No. A martini, a vodka martini.’


      

      ‘Up or rocks?’


      

      ‘Sorry?’


      

      ‘You want it on ice or straight up?’ he said as though talking to someone with the mental age of ten.


      

      ‘Straight up?’


      

      ‘Stirred over ice, then strained,’ he continued in the same vein.


      

      ‘Oh, right. Up then.’


      

      ‘Olive or a twist?’


      

      That at least she understood. ‘Twist.’


      

      ‘You got it.’ He turned to the racks of bottles and mixed the drink, pouring the ingredients into a tall jug filled with ice.

         He strained the cocktail through a little stainless steel sieve into a triangular glass he took from a refrigerated vault

         set just under the bar counter. He twisted a slice of lemon peel over the drink, causing a spray of zest, then dropped it

         into the liquid. A paper coaster, bearing the hotel’s logo, was placed on the bar in front of her and the glass, frosted with condensation, on top of that.

     


      

      ‘Thank you.’


      

      ‘Shall I open a tab?’


      

      ‘Sorry?’ The American language was proving a problem.


      

      ‘You want to pay or shall I run a tab for you?’


      

      ‘I’ll pay.’


      

      ‘Seven fifty.’


      

      Erica dropped a ten-dollar bill on the bar and waved away the change.


      

      The drink was delicious. As she sipped it she surveyed the room. Several of the booths were occupied. There were four or five

         couples, two groups of four men and a group of women. One of the men in the group nearest to the bar, a large man with a receding

         hairline and a paunch that distended his shirt, was watching Erica intently. His eyes were focused on her legs, as if trying

         to imagine what lay under her skirt. He tried to catch her eye but Erica studiously avoided his look.

     


      

      Then she saw him. He was sitting in the booth nearest the entrance door. She couldn’t imagine why she hadn’t noticed him as

         she’d walked in. She had heard it said that strong physical attraction was the function of a subconscious psychological preference.

         If that were the case her subconscious was definitely trying to tell her something about this man. He was one of the most

         attractive she had ever seen. In his thirties, he had curly dark brown hair, almost-black eyes, straight nose and high, sharp

         cheekbones. Though his jaw was square, his mouth formed a perfect, almost feminine oval. His chest was broad and he gave the

         impression of physical strength.

     


      

      

      Erica tried to suppress the strong pulse of excitement she felt. There was no point in getting worked up – he was sitting

         in the booth with another woman.

     


      

      With nothing better to do, Erica examined her. She was blonde and young and looked as if she needed a good meal. She wore

         jeans and a faded cotton top. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. Not that she needed one, her breasts – clearly outlined

         under the thin beige material – were no more than slight extrusions from her chest. But her nipples, perhaps because of the

         chill of the air-conditioning in the bar, stuck out prominently, large and knob-like, out of all proportion to the surrounding

         flesh.

     


      

      Her hair was long and unstructured and looked as though it hadn’t been washed. She wore no make-up apart from bright red varnish

         on her fingernails. Despite all this she was not unattractive. There was something about the way she held her body, and the

         way she moved it, that suggested a sensuality belying her appearance.

     


      

      The man and woman were arguing. At least they looked as though they were – they were too far away for Erica to hear what was

         being said. From her body language it seemed the blonde was angry. Her face, her hands, her legs were aimed at the man like

         a weapon, reinforcing the points she wanted to make.

     


      

      He appeared impassive. Erica was sure he had noticed her at the bar and glanced over to look at her several times, though

         never allowing their eyes to meet.

     


      

      His indifference served only to increase the girl’s fury. She was coiling herself tighter and tighter, the lack of response

         – of any sort – winding her to breaking point. Suddenly, the bright fingernails of her right hand lashed across the table towards the man’s face. They did not hit their target however. With impeccable reflexes he caught her arm

         by the wrist before she could make contact. He held her hand firmly, resting his elbow on the table and talking to her in

         what looked like a plea of mitigation.

     


      

      It did not work. She tried to twist her arm out of his grip but he would not let go. He raised his hand and stroked her cheek

         but she turned her head quickly, her teeth bared, as if to bite the hand that had caressed her.

     


      

      The expression stuck on her face, contorting it. She got to her feet, still tethered by his grip.


      

      ‘Let go of me, you son-of-a-bitch,’ she said. Erica could hear that. The whole bar could hear it.


      

      The man opened his fingers without moving his arm, like a conjuror showing his audience he had nothing to hide.


      

      The blonde stared at him for a moment. She was trying to think of something to say that would wound him more than her nails

         would have done. But nothing came to mind. On that note of anti-climax she strode out through the door, deliberately not looking

         back.

     


      

      Sipping her martini, Erica waited for the man’s reaction, hoping he would not get up and go after the girl. He did not. He

         sipped his beer, his face registering no expression Erica could read. There appeared to be no pleasure or regret in her departure.

     


      

      Erica tried to analyse why she felt so attracted to him. He was beautiful, certainly, with a face that could have launched

         a thousand products, suggesting to the female consumer that he would be their reward if they bought. But it was more than

         the way he looked. Her attraction to him was a recognition that he represented a deep-rooted psychological need that she was responding to. By the same token, though without a single shred of evidence, she knew he was

         attracted to her. He was glancing her way unobtrusively, making no attempt to establish eye contact but studying her from

         head to toe.

     


      

      Erica had finished her drink. She was thoroughly cool now and should go back to the hotel. No doubt the blonde would return

         in a few minutes and reclaim her man. And if she didn’t? If the man came over, what was she going to do? She felt an attraction

         for him like a magnetic force, invisible but irresistible. Was she actually going to allow herself to be picked up by the

         first attractive man she’d seen? She’d fantasised about what she would do in New York. Did she want those fantasises to be

         turned into reality?

     


      

      Of course she did. If she was going to use the next seven days in the way she had promised herself, then she knew instinctively

         that this was the right man. The thought of him was already making her pulse race.

     


      

      ‘Can I buy you a drink?’ He had covered the few feet between them so quickly she was surprised when she heard his voice.


      

      She looked into his eyes. Close up they seemed warmer and more friendly, or perhaps that was just what he wanted them to be.


      

      ‘Isn’t your friend coming back?’ she asked candidly.


      

      ‘I’d be very surprised if she did.’


      

      ‘Vodka martini up,’ she said, learning the argot quickly.


      

      The man attracted the barman’s attention and ordered the same for himself.


      

      ‘You’re English?’ he said.


      

      ‘And you’re American.’


      

      

      He smiled. His smile was enchanting, she fell under its spell. ‘Does everybody say that?’


      

      ‘So far.’


      

      ‘Let’s go and sit in the booth. It’s more comfortable,’ he suggested, moving before she’d had a chance to refuse.


      

      She slipped into the leather-buttoned banquette that formed a crescent around the circular table. She saw him looking at her

         legs.

     


      

      ‘So what was that all about?’ she said as the waitress brought over their drinks.


      

      ‘You seemed very interested.’


      

      ‘I was interested in you,’ she said it without meaning to, but it was the truth. ‘But then you’re used to that, aren’t you?’


      

      ‘Which question do you want me to answer first?’


      

      ‘The argument …’


      

      ‘She was complaining about the way I treated her.’ He grinned, a boyish grin that opened up his face, the adult suddenly banished

         and replaced by a playful child.

     


      

      ‘How did you treat her?’ Erica asked, sipping her drink, still not quite believing this was happening. The closer she got

         to him physically the more the attraction increased. Seven days with this man could leave her fantasies standing.

     


      

      ‘Badly.’


      

      ‘What does that mean?’


      

      ‘I’m not ready to settle down.’


      

      ‘I see …’


      

      ‘You’re very beautiful.’ His dark brown eyes stared at her without blinking. The little boy she had glimpsed disappeared.

         ‘What sort of woman are you?’

     


      

      

      ‘I don’t understand.’


      

      ‘I only know American women. I can’t judge English. I mean, we get this image of cool reserve. I don’t know what you’re like.’


      

      ‘Don’t you think women are all the same?’


      

      ‘Basically, of course. But in the here and now, no. I don’t know what to do.’


      

      ‘What do you want to do?’


      

      ‘You may find it offensive.’


      

      ‘Say whatever you like.’


      

      ‘I may be completely wrong about you.’


      

      ‘If you are, you are. I promise I won’t create another scene.’


      

      ‘How long are you in New York for?’


      

      ‘Seven days.’


      

      ‘Do you like sex?’


      

      ‘Yes.’ It was a simple question and deserved a simple answer. Erica felt a knot of excitement tighten in the pit of her stomach.


      

      ‘I’d like us to go to bed together.’ But there was more he wasn’t saying.


      

      ‘And?’


      

      ‘That depends on you.’


      

      ‘How depends?’


      

      ‘I don’t know. I have a feeling about you. About what you want. Perhaps I’m wrong. I’m not usually. There’s something about

         you. A need. I’d like to explore it. I’d like us to explore it together.’

     


      

      ‘What sort of need?’ She knew perfectly well of course. It was uncanny. She felt he had looked into her soul with those black

         eyes.

     


      

      

      ‘I think you’d like to discover things about yourself. I can help you.’


      

      ‘In seven days?’


      

      ‘Yes.’


      

      It was as though the world had stood still. For a moment, Erica could say nothing. She felt her heart beating fast but her

         mind was in limbo, frozen by the speed with which she found herself exposed by a perfect stranger, her most profound secrets

         apparently transparent.

     


      

      ‘Am I right?’ he said.


      

      ‘Yes. I want an adventure.’


      

      ‘Good,’ he grinned. ‘And what about another drink?’


      

      ‘I think I need one.’


      

      As he signalled to the waitress, Erica finished her martini in a single gulp.


      

      ‘Are we going to my hotel?’ Erica said.


      

      ‘I think we’d be more comfortable at my place.’


      

      Returning to her hotel was a different proposition from going with a perfect stranger to his apartment. The latter was fraught

         with danger but the danger thrilled her.

     


      

      ‘My mother told me never to go to strange men’s apartments.’


      

      ‘And you never did listen to her, did you?’


      

      The waitress brought their drinks.


      

      ‘Are you all right?’ he asked.


      

      Erica was still having trouble accepting the reality of the situation. She sipped the new martini.


      

      ‘Are you real?’


      

      He smiled indulgently. ‘I think so.’


      

      She had a choice. She could get up and walk back to her hotel. He wouldn’t follow her, she knew that. She didn’t have to allow her fantasy out on to the streets of New York. On the other hand, she could go through with it. She could see

         whether reality lived up to her wild imaginings and take the opportunity that had been presented to her.

     


      

      ‘I think we should go,’ she said decisively, the words taking her choice away.


      

      ‘Sure,’ he said as if there was never any question that they would.


      

      Erica slid along the leather seat and stood up. He followed her without touching his drink. He was wearing a white shirt and

         light blue jeans with a black leather jacket and expensive Gucci loafers. He took a money clip from his pocket and tore off

         a fifty-dollar bill which he dropped on the table.

     


      

      Outside it was still incredibly hot. After the air-conditioned chill of the bar the heat was a shock. The doorman asked if

         they wanted a cab and hailed one for them, holding the passenger door open when it arrived at the curb. Five dollars was palmed

         into his hand for his trouble. Erica got in first and shifted along the leather bench seat so he could climb in beside her.

         She was excited. She had never allowed herself to be picked up so quickly or to be propositioned so blatantly. But she only

         had seven days – there wasn’t time for social niceties. The view of New York that sped past the window – the long straight

         avenues, the food vendors and their steaming trolleys, the shop windows gleaming like multi-faceted jewels in contrast to

         the grime and dirt of the streets – added to the impression that this was all a dream.

     


      

      ‘I don’t know your name,’ she said. She was going to a man’s apartment to have sex with him and she didn’t even know his name. In London it would have been important. In New York it seemed curiously irrelevant.

     


      

      ‘Joel,’ he said.


      

      ‘Erica.’


      

      ‘It’s a little late for formal introductions.’ They did not shake hands. In fact he made no attempt to touch her at all, even

         leaving a gap between them on the seat. ‘How far are you prepared to go?’

     


      

      ‘What does that mean?’


      

      ‘There are a lot of social conventions, a lot of unspoken shibboleths of so-called good behaviour.’


      

      ‘When it comes to sex you mean?’


      

      ‘Exactly.’


      

      ‘My experience is very limited,’ she said, turning to look at him. ‘I can’t tell you how far I’ll go until I get there.’


      

      ‘How limited?’


      

      There was something about him that made her want to tell the truth.


      

      ‘I like sex. I’m not afraid of it. But I don’t think I’ve ever found the right man.’


      

      ‘You’re a beautiful woman. You’ve never had to go looking. Men come to you.’


      

      ‘That makes a difference?’


      

      ‘Sure. Plain girls have to try all sorts of things.’ He smiled broadly. ‘You’re not married, are you?’


      

      ‘No ring,’ she said holding up her finger.


      

      ‘You could have left it in your room.’


      

      ‘I said I’d never found the right man.’


      

      ‘Being married doesn’t mean you’ve found the right man. Women get married for other reasons. Power. Money. You’re well dressed.

         Expensive clothes …’

     


      

      

      ‘I earn my own money,’ Erica said quickly. ‘I make my own choices.’


      

      ‘That’s good.’


      

      It was her cue to ask whether he was married but she wasn’t sure she wanted to know. It would make no difference to her if

         he was. If she were honest with herself she couldn’t have cared less. All that mattered to her was the profound physical attraction

         she felt for him. 

     


      

      ‘I find you very attractive, Joel.’ It was the first time she’d used his name. It sounded pleasant.


      

      ‘The feeling’s mutual.’


      

      He looked sideways at her. She saw his eyes roaming her body and felt a pulse of excitement. There was something about the

         way he was keeping his distance that increased the sense of anticipation that knotted her stomach.

     


      

      Erica watched the city pass by, her mind in a sort of limbo, the rhythms of her body taking control. She was aware of the

         steady beat of her pulse and had to keep reminding herself to breathe. They were heading through the garment district. Behind

         steel cages the shops displayed bolts of material wrapped untidily around badly-put-together mannequins, their heads at unnatural

         angles to the shells of their torsos.

     


      

      There was a silence but despite the fact they were both strangers it was not uncomfortable. There were a dozen things he could

         have said to make small talk but he appeared content to say nothing. She found his silence attractive.

     


      

      The heat was oppressive. She felt her tights sticking to her thighs.


      

      ‘Where are we going?’


      

      

      ‘Soho.’


      

      ‘A loft in Soho?’


      

      ‘Right.’


      

      They crossed Madison Square and were soon SOuth of HOuston. The cab squealed to a halt outside a large building a block from

         Spring Street. It looked as though it had once been a warehouse.

     


      

      Joel gave the driver, an unshaven Arab, a twenty-dollar bill and made it clear that he didn’t expect change. The gesture provoked

         a twisted smile that showed the driver’s crooked teeth.

     


      

      As the cab pulled away Joel unlocked the door to the building and held it aside for her to enter. It swung back after them

         on a strong spring and crashed shut. With similar violence of movement Joel grabbed Erica’s wrist, pulled her arm up behind

         her back and pressed her against the wall. His mouth descended on hers and he kissed her hard, his tongue invading her. She

         kissed back, squirming her lips against his and pushing against his tongue with her own. She felt her pulse race and her sex

         moisten.

     


      

      The attraction she had felt for him in the bar had not been on a conscious level. But whatever the process, whatever secret

         signals had been unconsciously exchanged, the first physical contact lit a fire that assured her she had not been misled.

     


      

      He stepped back, taking his hand from behind her and tracing it over the outline of her breast.


      

      ‘I’m not sure you’re real,’ he said.


      

      ‘I am.’ She took his hand and pressed it against her chest.


      

      

      The elevator had once been used for transporting large loads. It whirred and groaned as it descended to the ground floor.

         Joel pulled up its slatted wooden gate and they climbed aboard.

     


      

      His apartment was on the top floor. Only the bathroom was separate. The kitchen, sitting room, and bedroom all formed part

         of one large open space though lit in such a way as to suggest distinct areas. Iron pillars, bolted into the floor and ceiling,

         were spaced at regular intervals.

     


      

      ‘Nice,’ she said unenthusiastically. She didn’t want to look at the decor. She didn’t want to think about anything that did

         not involve sex. She walked straight over the polished wood floor to the bed. It was low, resting directly on the floor. There

         were two bedside chests on either side of it and two ultra-modern lamps, their shades made from a kind of textured paper.

         At each corner of the bed a square metal plate was screwed to the floor into which a stout metal ring had been set. The metal

         looked old. It was pitted with the marks of rust but had been cleaned and was shiny and dark. Erica imagined the rings were

         original to the old warehouse, though what purpose they served she could not imagine.

     


      

      Joel turned on one of the bedside lamps then hit a switch on the wall plunging the rest of the space into darkness. Only the

         area around the bed, like a carefully lit stage, was illuminated.

     


      

      ‘You need the bathroom?’ he asked.


      

      ‘No.’


      

      ‘Most dames need the bathroom.’


      

      ‘I’m not most dames.’


      

      ‘I can see that, babe,’ he grinned that boyish grin again, like a child who had just been given exactly what he wanted for Christmas.

     


      

      Unselfconsciously he stripped off his leather jacket and white shirt. His chest was broad and deep, the muscles of his pectorals

         were thick as were his biceps.

     


      

      ‘Come here,’ she said.


      

      He obeyed, standing in front of her. She placed a finger on his thick pouting lips and rubbed it across his mouth. She ran

         it down over his neck and collar bone and lighted on his nipples.

     


      

      She pinched his left nipple between the nail of her thumb and forefinger and saw his body shudder. She repeated the process

         on the right with the same result.

     


      

      He responded by cupping one of her breasts, through two layers of material, in his hand. He stretched his fingers out trying

         to contain all of its mass.

     


      

      ‘Do you like big breasts?’ she asked, looking into the dark brown eyes that were watching her so intently.


      

      ‘It depends who’s wearing them,’ he replied smiling.


      

      ‘Right answer,’ she admitted. ‘You’re not as stupid as you look.’


      

      ‘Thank you, ma’am.’


      

      ‘In England only the Queen’s called ma’am.’


      

      Erica turned her back to him and indicated the zip of her dress. He drew it down, the nylon jaws singing sweetly. She pulled

         the straps off her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor, then picked it up and threw it over the chair. She turned

         to face him again, reaching her arms behind her back to the clip of her bra.

     


      

      She saw his eyes watching intently as, like any good stripper, she held the cups of her bra in both hands, making the breasts balloon out, before allowing the lacy restraints to spill their load. The bra dropped to the floor.

     


      

      Her breasts quivered. Erica stilled them with her hands, looking down at them. Her nipples were already stiff, the dark ruby-red

         tissue corrugated by her excitement. She pinched them gently between thumb and forefinger, as she had done to him, and shuddered

         as the tender flesh was flattened.

     


      

      ‘You like that?’


      

      ‘Yes,’ she said. She had never flaunted herself like this. It was exciting.


      

      He reached out to cup his hands over hers. She slowly pulled her fingers away. As he kneaded the soft flesh he looked into

         her eyes for a reaction. She half expected him to spring on her as he’d done earlier, to push her back on the bed and fuck

         her in a chaos of half-stripped clothes and urgent need. But he didn’t.

     


      

      ‘Why have you brought me here?’ she asked.


      

      ‘There are things I like to do.’


      

      ‘What sort of things?’


      

      ‘You have to trust me.’


      

      ‘Why should I do that?’ Her voice sounded cool but she didn’t feel it. Her heart was pounding so fast she was surprised he

         couldn’t hear it.

     


      

      ‘Lie on the bed,’ he said, ignoring the question. She saw a glint of excitement in his eye, like a spark from a flint struck

         against metal. Of course she had no reason to trust him but there was an authority in his voice that she found herself responding

         to. It was, after all, what she wanted.

     


      

      He stripped off the outer bedding. The bottom sheet was white.


      

      

      Erica began peeling off her tights.


      

      ‘No,’ he said in the same tone. ‘Just as you are. Lie down just as you are.’


      

      Erica looked at him questioningly.


      

      ‘Do it,’ he said, his expression suggesting he was in no mood for argument. ‘Please …’ he added with a winning smile.


      

      Erica felt her sex pulse. Her excitement was intense. She wanted to be told what to do. Without even taking off her shoes

         she lay on the bed. She bent her knees, the heels of her shoes rucking the sheets, and opened her legs.

     


      

      ‘Like this?’ she said.


      

      He stared into her sex veiled by the gauze of the sheer tights. The profuse growth of pubic hair did not hide the crease of

         her sex.

     


      

      ‘Like this?’ she repeated, raising her buttocks off the bed, angling her sex towards him. Her daring thrilled her.


      

      He did not reply. He sat on the bed beside her and opened the drawer of the bedside chest. She looked at his back and the

         ridge of his spine disappearing into the top of his jeans.

     


      

      He turned round to her, kneeling up on the bed. He had a thin strip of black silk stretched tightly between his hands.


      

      ‘What are you going to do?’ Erica asked, a frisson of fear making her voice weak.


      

      ‘Blindfold you,’ he said casually. The chill of fear turned suddenly to heat. It was as though he had read her mind. The idea

         thrilled her. She raised her head so he could wrap the silk around it. Darkness descended. She was living dangerously, very

         dangerously, but in the blackness behind the blindfold she could feel only excitement.

     


      

      

      What was he doing now? She listened intently, the strangeness of having to rely on her hearing further increasing her sexual

         temperature. She thought she heard him taking something else out of the drawer, then felt his weight shifting on the mattress.

         Her left hand was at her side. She felt his fingers close on it, pulling her arm out across the bed.

     


      

      ‘Do you want to learn?’ he said. His voice sounded different, flat and unemotional. He was wrapping something silky but strong

         around her wrist. He was tying her up!

     


      

      ‘Yes,’ she gasped, not sure whether she was answering his question or signifying that the idea of being bound thrilled her.

         She had never thought of it before, never even imagined what it would feel like, and suddenly that seemed incredibly strange.

         Wasn’t being tied down the ultimate in relinquishing control? Was that why every nerve in her body seemed to be tingling,

         her heart thumping against her ribs and her breath coming in shallow pants?

     


      

      He knotted the bonds around her wrist.


      

      ‘Don’t say anything else,’ he whispered. She felt his weight lift from the bed. She heard a metallic clink and remembered

         the metal rings at the corners of the bed. The binding on her wrist went taut, stretching her arm out.

     


      

      His footsteps padded around the bed, soft on the rugs on either side, echoing noisily on the bare floor boards at the bottom.

         He took her other wrist. For a second, almost as a reflex, she resisted. With one arm untied she still had a chance, a degree

         of freedom. She could rip off the blindfold and fight. Letting him bind the other arm put an end to her ability to do anything.

     


      

      

      ‘You don’t trust me?’ he said feeling her resistance. His tone was mocking.


      

      She let her arm go limp. Somewhere in the back of her mind a voice told her she was being a fool, that she was taking an unwarranted

         risk. But it was her body, not her mind, that was in charge of her actions and it knew precisely what it wanted.

     


      

      ‘It’s all right,’ he said soothingly as she felt the silky bond being wrapped around her wrist. He knotted it with a grunt

         of effort then pulled her arm out to the corner of the bed, lifting the metal ring to thread the silk through it.

     


      

      Erica’s arms were spread apart. She pulled against the bondage not because she wanted to escape but because she wanted to

         experience it. As she felt the unyielding silk bite into her wrists her body reacted immediately. A surge of pure pleasure

         shot through her, so intense that the darkness behind the blindfold turned a crimson red. Her sex throbbed and she gasped,

         then hoped he hadn’t heard her. She didn’t want to betray herself. Not yet at least.

     


      

      She listened again, intently. He was kneeling on the bed beside her. The feeling of his hands at her waist made her start.

         Although her nipples had been hard since she’d walked into the loft, she felt them pucker even tighter. His fingers gripped

         the waistband of her tights and began pulling them over her hips.

     


      

      Now it was her turn to play the game.


      

      ‘No,’ she said, rolling her hips over to one side and clamping her thighs together tightly, trapping the nylon between them.


      

      ‘Yes,’ he insisted, pushing her back and tugging on the waistband.


      

      

      ‘You bastard,’ she spat. The words excited her. She struggled to free her arms. The struggle excited her. Her sex was so wet

         she could feel her labia were slippery. She rolled away again, as far away as the bonds would permit, rolling on her side,

         her buttocks facing him.

     


      

      ‘That’s what you want, is it?’ He slapped the palm of his hand down on her buttocks. The sound of flesh on flesh reverberated

         through the empty space.

     


      

      Erica felt a jolt of pleasure again. No man had ever slapped her before. Was he right? Had she provoked it deliberately? Wanting

         to repeat the experience she fought his attempt to pull her on to her back. The slap came again, harder this time and then

         a second, even harder. She gasped. It was unmistakably a gasp of pleasure.

     


      

      ‘You like it,’ he said under his breath.


      

      This time she allowed him to pull her back. She was almost afraid of her body’s reaction, the sensations he had caused were

         so extreme. But the contact of the cool sheet on her reddened buttocks brought another tremor of pleasure.

     


      

      She raised her hips and allowed him to strip the tights off her long legs. The crotch stuck to her sex, glued by her juices.

         Being blindfolded amplified sound. The nylon rasped as it was peeled away.

     


      

      His weight left the bed again. She had the impression he was staring at her, standing at the foot of the bed, looking at the

         forest of pubic hair that had sprung up from her belly, no longer flattened by the tights. Then she felt his hand on her ankle

         and the silk being wound around it. He knotted it tightly then stretched her foot over to the corner of the bed and secured

         it, the binding taut against the metal ring.

     


      

      

      Quickly he wrapped the silk around her other ankle, using it to pull her legs apart. She felt herself being opened, exposed.

         As he threaded the bondage into the metal ring and pulled it tight, she thought she felt her nether lips part. It might have

         been her fevered imagination but she thought she heard them too, a sibilant squelch.

     


      

      She was spread-eagled and totally helpless. It was a dangerous game, but though she was vulnerable, unprotected, open, she

         knew she was not in danger. Joel would not hurt her but he was in control. Total control. And she was not. She had no idea

         why that idea excited her as profoundly as it did, but she knew her instincts had been right. This is what she wanted. Her

         heart was beating so fast it was as though she had been given some drug, making everything seem hyper-sensitive and hyper-real.

         For a moment she was so full of sense and sensation, her clitoris pulsing against the folds of her labia, she thought she

         was going to come.

     


      

      She tried to calm herself and pull herself back from the brink. She tried to relax. She found herself reflexively pulling

         against her bondage and tried to stop. She took a deep breath. The thump of her heart beat in her ears was blocking off other

         sounds and she wanted to hear what he was doing.

     


      

      The room was silent. She strained to hear his breathing. She imagined him looking at her, his eyes rooted to her open sex.

         Her pubic hair would be plastered down by her wetness. She was sure her vagina was open, a dark scarlet cavern. She wanted

         him to see everything. She arched her bottom off the bed as a way of demonstrating her need to him.

     


      

      Then she heard him taking off his shoes. She snapped her head over in the direction of the sound. His shoes dropped to the floor.

     


      

      ‘What are you doing to me?’ She was playing the game again. She made her voice sound frightened though fear was the very last

         thing she felt.

     


      

      ‘Wouldn’t you like to know.’ His voice was uncaring. He was playing the game too.


      

      She heard the rustle of material as he pulled off his jeans, then felt his weight kneeling beside her. Her body tensed in

         expectation of his touch.

     


      

      ‘You love it, don’t you?’ he said matter-of-factly.


      

      ‘No,’ she lied. But then she didn’t want to play that game any more. ‘Yes, I love it,’ she said passionately.


      

      ‘I knew you would.’


      

      She felt his finger on her mouth. It traced the outline of both her lips. She put her tongue out to touch it but he pulled

         his hand away.

     


      

      He leant forward and kissed her lightly on the lips. He trailed his mouth down over her neck and up her right arm, making

         her tug against the silk that held it. The soft inner flesh, exposed by the way her arm was bound, was incredibly sensitive.

         His mouth went right down to her wrist, sucking and nibbling and kissing her flesh, then came all the way back up again and

         on to her shoulder. His hand cupped her right breast, as his mouth climbed its slope. This treatment made Erica’s body throb

         wildly, the excitement mounting as he approached her nipple. It felt as though it were on fire, so hot it would sizzle when

         he touched it with his wet mouth.

     


      

      He lifted his lips from her flesh and centred them over her nipple without touching it. She could feel his breath fanning against the little corrugated button. He was teasing her.

     


      

      ‘Please,’ she said. She was so intent on what he was doing to her, she forgot how she was bound and tried to take his head

         in her hands and pull it down on her breast. The silk bit into her wrists, a forcible reminder that she was not free. The

         feeling sent a shock wave of pleasure, coursing through her at exactly the moment he sunk his mouth on to her nipple. She

         gasped loudly.

     


      

      His mouth was hot. He trapped her nipple between his tongue and his top teeth then swayed his head from side to side so she

         could feel it brushing lightly against the hard edge. Then he sucked and at the same time covered her nipple and the surrounding

         areola with saliva. Inside his mouth, his tongue flicked at the stiff nut of flesh.

     


      

      She knew this was going to make her come. Not just this, of course. It was the accumulated sensation of everything that had

         gone before. She had managed to pull herself back from the brink once but that was without physical contact. What his tongue

         was doing to her in the hot cave of his mouth was too much. She felt her body tense against the binding that held her so tightly,

         renewing its delight in the entirely new pleasure of constriction. She felt his fingers reaching up to her left nipple, so

         far neglected, and pinching it gently. She saw herself, in her mind’s eye, bound and spread across the bed, her eyes covered

         in shiny black silk, her sex open and exposed. It was that image that took her over the top, that detonated the explosion

         of her body.

     


      

      ‘Christ,’ she screamed, elongating the word until it echoed around the loft. Her muscles locked, pulling against their restraints, her tendons stretched like piano wire, the better to play the higher notes of the harmony her orgasm dictated.

         She felt her clitoris pulsing, hard and engorged.

     


      

      He did not stop. He merely trapped her left nipple in his mouth, adopting the same approach, running it across the edge of

         his teeth, then sucking it deep. His fingers replaced his mouth on the right, using the wetness he had left there to roll

         it around.

     


      

      ‘What are you doing to me?’ she moaned.


      

      ‘What you want,’ he said, the words partially obstructed by her flesh.


      

      Whether she came again or simply extended and prolonged the same orgasm, she could not tell. She only knew, as his tongue

         flicked at her left nipple, that once again, she was stretched across the rack of her bondage, arching herself off the bed,

         as a wave of sensation flooded over her.

     


      

      When she recovered, it took her some seconds to realise his mouth had left her breast. There was a time lag between her body

         and her mind. Then she registered his lips sucking gently at her stomach, his tongue delving briefly into her belly button.

         She raised her head and opened her eyes as if to watch him, though she could see nothing but the blackness of the silk. She

         felt her body jerk with excitement as she realised what he was going to do next. Despite her orgasm she wanted it desperately.

     


      

      ‘Yes, yes,’ she said trying to pull her body up to meet his mouth, though with little effect.


      

      His tongue ventured into the thicket of her pubic hair. It was curly and wiry and she felt him tugging on it with his lips,

         teasing her again. She pulled against the bonds that held her legs, trying to work herself up towards his mouth.

     


      

      

      ‘What do you want?’ he mocked.


      

      ‘You know what I want.’


      

      His tongue found the mouth of her sex. It parted her labia and pressed against the nub of her clitoris. He wrapped his hands

         around her thighs so his fingers could probe the crease of her sex from underneath. He began by licking, using the whole width

         of his tongue, licking the length of her sex from the open mouth of her vagina up to her clitoris. His tongue felt hot even

         amidst the extreme heat her sex was generating.

     


      

      She felt his fingers beginning to push up into her vagina. With the tide of juices she had already produced the penetration

         was frictionless. Being blindfolded seemed to increase her sense of touch. She could feel every inch of her body, every wrinkle

         and crease of her sex. As his fingers inched into her she felt the silky smooth flesh of her vagina being pressed apart; it

         felt like crushed velvet.

     


      

      ‘Oh yes,’ she moaned, shaking her head from side to side as the feelings he was creating in her body threatened to overwhelm

         her again. The blackness behind the blindfold became a screen where her mind played exaggerated images of her body. She saw

         his head bobbing up and down between her bound legs. She saw his tongue licking at her clitoris. She saw her own mouth, wide

         open in a scream of pleasure.

     


      

      His tongue was pushing her pleasure bud around in tiny circles now in a definite pattern, regular and relentless. Her sex

         was filled with his fingers, crammed with them, how many she did not know. They were moving slightly back and forth, a pale

         imitation of what a penis would do but more than enough.

     


      

      

      ‘I’m coming,’ she gasped wanting him to know, not wanting him to stop.


      

      He didn’t. His tongue circled the little promontory. Her bondage seemed to magnify everything. Her clitoris felt huge, out

         of all proportion to its real size. Its response to his provocation was greater than anything Erica had ever felt before.

         Her whole body was alive, squirming with need.

     


      

      Again on the blank screen in her mind she saw her body tied across the bed. The relentless circuit his tongue traced around

         her bud was bringing her off in a whirl of delicious sensation, sustained and reinforced, like musical chords, by the bonds

         that held her so tightly.

     


      

      ‘I’m coming,’ she moaned again as her orgasm was released, not an explosion this time, but a deep all-embracing tremor that

         shuddered through her nerves.

     


      

      She had no idea how long it was before she recovered. The first thing she felt was the silk being unwounded from her right

         ankle. The left followed. She was glad to be able to bring her thighs together again. Her exposed sex needed comfort and protection,

         at least for the moment.

     


      

      The silk at her wrists slid away. She moved her arms experimentally and felt her muscles respond with a sharp jabbing pain,

         protesting at their immobility. She moaned.

     


      

      ‘Did I hurt?’ he asked with genuine concern.


      

      ‘No, no …’ she answered quickly.


      

      ‘Sit up.’ She felt his hand pulling her by the shoulder. ‘Close your eyes tight.’ There was a tenderness in his voice she

         hadn’t heard before. She felt his fingers working on the knot of the silk behind her head. Then it fell away. She opened her

         eyes gingerly.

     


      

      

      He was sitting besides her, smiling gently. His cock was erect. It was quite long and thick and circumcised, the bulb of his

         glans wider in circumference than the shaft that supported it, so it looked a little like a mushroom.

     


      

      ‘You want a drink?’ he said quietly.


      

      ‘No, Joel. I want you to fuck me,’ she said. She wanted that very much.


      

      She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him hard on the mouth, suddenly overcome by an emotion that felt like affection

         but was more probably gratitude, a response conditioned by the extraordinary depth of feeling he had evoked in her. She plunged

         her tongue between his lips and pushed him over on to his back, rolling on top of him, her big breasts pressed into his chest,

         his cock trapped against her belly.

     


      

      ‘Fuck me, Joel,’ she repeated squirming against him.


      

      He started to search for her breasts with his hands but Erica resisted. She caught him by the wrist and pulled one arm and

         then the other up over his head. She came up on to her knees so she was sitting astride him. She could feel her sex, slippery

         and wet, pressing down on his hard belly.
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