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Chapter One

‘SO HOW DO I look?’

She knew the answer to that. She looked fantastic. She had long, slender legs and the black stockings clung to them like paint. The nylon of the stockings was made from some new process so it appeared so sleek and glossy it looked wet. She had never worn stockings before, only tights, and was astonished how sexy they made her feel. It wasn’t only that the jet-black self-supporting welts made the naked flesh above appear, by contrast, impossibly soft and creamy; it was the fact that the tightness of the nylon banding her thighs emphasised that above them she was open and accessible.

‘Christ, Letitia, that’s unbelievable.’

‘I’m glad you think so.’

She was standing in the bedroom doorway of her small flat. It opened directly on to the sitting room. Apart from the black stockings she wore a short black satin slip, its bodice inset with delicate, almost transparent, lace, a present from a long-forgotten boyfriend, which she had never worn before, and her highest black high heels, her long blonde hair brushed out over her shoulders. In fact she had bought the shoes on impulse months ago and had never worn them before, the heels  too high to take anything but diminutive steps. They made her legs look even more spectacular, however, stretching and firming the muscles of her calves and thighs and giving her buttocks a distinct pout.

‘Do you like stockings?’ she said.

She pulled the slip up to reveal the stocking tops.

‘I’ve never seen you wear those before.’ His eyes widened as they focused on her thighs.

‘They were a present. I went to my interview today at that lingerie company. They gave all the girls a pair. A new material, apparently.’

‘Sensational.’

‘You know something, Tom, they’re having a really odd effect on me.’ The sensation of rolling the silky sheer stockings up her long legs had given her a distinct pulse of sexual arousal. She was intensely aware of her body. Her nipples were producing little thrills of sensation as they rubbed against the lace of the slip and her sex was throbbing in a way it usually reserved for more direct stimulation.

‘Really?’

‘Mmm ... Right here.’ She pressed her fingers into her lower belly. ‘I think perhaps you should examine me more carefully, don’t you? Just in case there’s anything seriously wrong.’

She had been going out with Tom Andrews for two months. He was a junior doctor at the local hospital, a nice enough bloke and good company, but in bed she always had the feeling he would rather be doing something else. That was not to say that he hadn’t always been conscientious in his efforts to make sure she was satisfied before he took his own pleasure; it was just that she felt, as he toiled away, he would rather have been watching the football.

‘Sounds good to me,’ he said. Tom jumped up from  the sofa. She was gratified to see a bulge distending the front of his trousers.

She walked back into her bedroom. She had a large double bed, with a brass bedstead. The bed was really too big for the small room, making it impossible to accommodate any other furniture with the exception of a small bedside chest, her clothes and make-up table kept in the second bedroom. She had stripped off the counterpane and draped the bedside light with a red scarf so the light in the room was a rosy glow. She knew exactly what she wanted from him this evening and exactly why.

‘Close the door,’ she told him as she sat on the edge of the bed.

He did as he was told, then walked over to her. He was just about to sit down beside her when she stopped him.

‘No, not yet. There’s something I want you to see first.’

She was in a strange mood. She had been like it ever since she’d returned from the job interview this afternoon. Sex was not something that had ever been particularly high on her list of priorities but tonight she needed it. Badly. If Tom hadn’t been scheduled to come around to take her out to dinner she would have had to call him and insist he came over.

‘See?’ Tom said, with a puzzled expression.

Letitia lay on her back on the white sheet, and stretched her body across the bed, her long blonde hair trailing over the pillow. She scissored her legs apart and pressed her hand down between her legs, rubbing the black satin against her sex. The satin felt deliciously cool against her distinctly overheated labia. Gently she wriggled her finger into the folds of her flesh until she found the little nub of her clitoris. It responded with a huge wave of sensation that made her moan.

She had never done anything like this before. She liked sex, she always had, but she had never displayed herself so wantonly in front of any man. She could see Tom’s eyes were staring at her, taking in every detail, and that excited her too. She slowly pulled her legs back, bending her knees, the heels of the shoes rucking the sheet up around them.

‘Can you see me?’ she asked unnecessarily

‘What are you going to do?’ he said, his voice strained.

She pulled the black slip up, giving him a clear view of her sex. Her blonde pubic hair was short and stubbly. It had always been that way, never growing longer than a quarter of an inch. Each hair on the triangle of her mons pointed inwards, down towards the apex of her thighs. Between her legs was the same, her labia themselves fringed by the golden blonde fleece but not hidden by it. She began to rub her finger across the top of her clit, very gently, rocking it from side to side. Her other hand moved up to her breasts. She squeezed her right breast under the lace, then pinched at her nipple. It appeared her whole body had been sensitised as this produced another surge of feeling.

She had masturbated before. It was not something she did often, but occasionally, usually as she was about to fall asleep, she would play gently with her clitoris, or squeeze it between her labia by rubbing her thighs together. She knew some women used vibrators or other objects as a substitute phallus but she had never needed penetration to bring herself to a warm but muted orgasm.

But it had never felt like this. Tonight all the feelings were being amplified, every movement of her finger producing a throbbing pleasure out of all proportion to what she normally felt. And she knew why. It wasn’t the  black stockings. They were a symptom, not the cause. She wasn’t performing so outrageously for good old reliable Tom. In her imagination it was not his eyes that were staring at her so intently but those of the man who had sat across the room from her this afternoon during her interview. Matthew Silverstone. Apart from a brief greeting as he’d been introduced, he hadn’t said anything to her. He’d sat with his legs crossed and a wry expression playing on his face, as if he understood instinctively how awkward and artificial the interview process was and sympathised with her predicament. Every time she looked his way his eyes, brown eyes the colour of aged brandy, had been rooted to her. Matthew Silverstone was, she decided the moment she set eyes on him, the most attractive man she had ever seen. But it was not only an aesthetic attraction; what he made her feel was a physical need quite unlike anything she’d experienced before.

She felt her clitoris throb wildly. She stroked it faster, and increased the pressure of her finger, pushing it back against her pubic bone. She closed her eyes and got an instant picture of his face, his dark-brown curly hair, his rather square jaw and straight nose, and those brandy eyes that had seemed to look at her and through her at the same time.

‘Oh God ...’ she moaned.

Abandoning her breast, she arched her buttocks off the bed and slid her hand under them. With little subtlety she pushed two fingers deep into her vagina, as deep as they would go, until the knuckle of her hand was hard up against her spongy labia. She was astonished at herself. She had hardly ever penetrated herself in this way but she could feel her sex reacting strongly, contracting around the invaders. Her vagina was wet. She could feel her juices running down the slick, silky walls and out on  to her thighs. The sensations from her clit increased as her finger moved faster. It seemed to be vibrating, sending ripples of pleasure coursing through her body.

She knew she was coming. All the feelings in her body were coalescing, combining into one. She pushed her body down on to her fingers, trying to get them a fraction of an inch deeper. The inside of her vagina contracted sharply, as the sensations from her clit sharpened, seeming to turn in on themselves, until they were concentrated on this one tiny spot, her whole world focused there. And then the world stood still. It might have only been less than a second, but the gap between being there on the brink of orgasm and tumbling over into it seemed to go on forever, every nerve in her body straining for release. Then she came. Her orgasm exploded, sweeping over her like a wave of heat, making her nerves sing and her body shudder.

Slowly, as the feelings leached away and her muscles relaxed, she withdrew her fingers from her sex. This provoked another prickle of pleasure, like an orgasm in miniature. Her labia quivered.

She opened her eyes. For a moment she had forgotten where she was, her orgasm so overwhelming that it had wiped out everything else. But as it all came rushing back to her she realised that what she felt had only created a hunger for more. It was the hors-d’oeuvres, not the main course.

Tom was standing by the side of the bed, with his trousers and white Y-fronts around his knees, his large circumcised erection sticking out from the tails of his shirt.

‘Did you enjoy the show?’ she asked.

‘You’ve never done that before,’ he said. She had the impression that his tone was ever so slightly disapproving.

‘It seems to have had the desired effect,’ she said. She scrambled off the bed, dropped to her knees at his feet, took hold of his cock in both hands and fed it into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around the ridge at the bottom of his glans and sucked it hard, then she pulled back and used her tongue, running it all over the smooth pink flesh. She squeezed the base of his shaft hard with one hand while the other slipped between his legs and cupped his balls. He moaned and she felt his phallus throb.

Tom caught her by the shoulders and pulled her to her feet. He held her in front of him for a moment, looking into her eyes as if trying to divine the cause of her behaviour, then pushed her back on the bed, not in the least gently. He grabbed the hem of the satin slip and pulled it up over her hips, then rolled on top of her, his erection pressing into her belly.

The suddenness of all this thrilled Letitia. Sex with Tom was usually a subdued affair, fumbling into position with a politeness and consideration that resembled a tea party rather than the passion associated with the act. But her display, her wantonness, had obviously aroused more than just his cock. He hadn’t even paused to strip his trousers and pants from around his ankles.

As she spread her legs open she felt him buck his hips and direct his erection down between her thighs. It was hot and very hard, harder than she ever remembered it being before. She was just about to move her hand down to guide him into her - something she knew he liked her to do - when he simply caught hold of her wrist, pulled her hand away and jammed his cock up into her body, her wetness making the penetration frictionless.

‘Oh, that’s so good,’ she told him, moving her lips up to his ear.

‘Mmm ...’ he grunted.

He began moving in and out, not with the slow discursive rhythm he usually used, but hard and very fast, slamming into her as though his life depended on it, his belly slapping against her thighs.

Letitia gasped as his cock filled her. She raised her legs and hooked them over his back, changing the angle of her sex so he slid even deeper into her. She could feel her juices running over him, and hear the squishing noise they made as he thrust up into her.

‘Harder,’ she said. ‘I love it.’

She scored her nails down his back then dug them into his rump to urge him on. He reacted by trying to screw himself even deeper. As he plunged inward, the base of his cock knocked against her clitoris and combined with the sensations in her vagina to set up a pulsing tempo in her body that she knew would inevitably lead to orgasm. Tom’s cock was throbbing. Letitia could feel every inch of it. Whether it was her imagination or not she seemed to be able to feel the ridge at the bottom of his glans every time he pulled back. It was catching on an inner contour of her vagina and producing another sharp pang of pleasure to add to all the others.

His pace did not let up. His face was buried in her neck, his whole body rigid, and he ploughed into her with even greater force.

She knew he was going to come. In all the times they had made love they had never come together before, Tom careful to see that Letitia had her pleasure before taking his own. But now she could swear she could actually feel his semen pumping up from his balls and, as his cock went into spasm, her vagina was spasming too.

Suddenly he thrust up into her with every ounce of his strength and stopped, holding his glans at the very  top of her sex, while his pubic bone crushed her clitoris. The thick rod of flesh throbbed violently as her vagina closed around it as tightly as any fist. It was as if their two organs were melding together, the feelings in both completely in tune. Letitia felt his spunk boiling up inside him, exactly as all the sensations in her body were doing. As his cock kicked against the tight confines of her vagina, and jets of spunk spattered out, she came too, each spasm producing an exact and equal one in her. They clung to each other, their bodies trembling, both panting for breath.

The moment the feelings subsided, he rolled off her. He lay staring at the ceiling, his trousers still wrinkled around his ankles.

‘Oh God, that was wonderful,’ she said, almost to herself.

He said nothing. He looked angry.

‘What’s the matter, Tom?’ she asked, sitting up.

‘Nothing,’ he said. ‘Do you want to go out now? I booked a table at eight.’ He didn’t look at her.

‘So we’re going to be late. Does it matter?’

‘No. I suppose not.’

‘You could always ring them and cancel,’ she said. Her body was still trembling, every nerve tingling as though it had been given an electric shock. She could feel the thick viscous liquid he had deposited inside her beginning to leak out, and for some reason she found that exciting. She wanted to attack him, to throw him back on the bed and take him in her mouth until she got him hard again. Then repeat the whole experience with her on top this time.

But Tom seemed to have other ideas. He swung himself off the bed and got to his feet, pulling up his underpants. ‘I’m hungry,’ he said.

And it was pretty obvious he was not hungry for her.
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‘Good morning. Um, I’m Letitia Drew.’

‘Oh right, you’re the new girl?’ The receptionist had black hair that had been dyed a garish blond, the roots showing through the spiky style. She wore a pink blouse and an orange skirt, both in a cheap nylon material.

‘Right,’ Letitia replied.

‘I’m Tracy. If you go through the double doors on the right, along the corridor and down to the end, there’s a big red door. Go in there. That’s where you’ll be working. Andrea’s in already. She’ll show you the ropes.’

‘Thanks.’

‘Welcome to BSL,’ the girl said, grinning broadly.

‘Thanks again.’

Letitia set off down the corridor.

It had been three weeks since her interview with the Black Stockings Lingerie Company. She had been looking for a new job for the last six months. She was working for a clothing wholesale company and was deeply bored. Her role was little more than a shipping clerk, making sure consignments of clothes were delivered to the right destinations worldwide. She had only taken the job in the hope that she would get a chance to move into their design department, but that had been closed down three months ago when the company had decided to concentrate entirely on selling operations.

She had applied for every job vacancy she could find in the rag trade, but unfortunately there always seemed to be a huge number of candidates who had more experience than her, or who, despite her diploma in textile design, were better qualified. So it was to her surprise and delight that BSL had called her the day after her  interview and told her she’d got the job, especially as it was a company she really wanted to work for. Working with a major manufacturer on new chemical compounds that could better the elasticity and silkiness of Lycra, the design department had already come up with some startling new designs that were reportedly selling like hot cakes. Letitia was sure the company had a great future. What’s more, they had made it plain to her that after an initial two-month probationary period as a general dogsbody in the design department she would be given her own responsibilities, especially in relation to textile design, her speciality. It was exactly the chance she had been looking for.

She opened the red door and walked into a large open studio with a dozen drawing tables and lamps, each with their own pedestal unit containing huge quantities of pens and drawing instruments. Along the walls hung swatches of material and big posters advertising some of the company’s past products, panties, bras and corsets, each poster marked in the top right-hand corner with the company logo, a drawing of a pair of glamorous legs sheathed in high heels and black stockings.

Standing on the foot-high rostrum at the far end of the studio was a leggy brunette, her hair cut into a neat bob. She was wearing black silk panties with high-cut legs and a matching bra with a cross-over plunge front, her firm round bosom pushed up by its three-quarter cups. In front of her, sitting on a stool with a sketchpad in her hand, was a redhead in a smart black and white check suit. She appeared to be drawing a picture of the lingerie.

‘Andrea?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m Letitia. Am I interrupting?’

‘Hi. Pleased to meet you. Not at all. This is our new range. What do you think? I have to do a sketch for the new catalogue.’

‘It’s very sexy’

‘Good. That’s the idea. Would you like a coffee?’ She turned to the model on the rostrum. ‘We’ll take a break, Madeline. Back in ten minutes.’

‘Sure.’

The model picked up a rather dowdy cotton robe and put it on, then went to sit in a battered armchair in one corner of the room, picking up a copy of the Sun.

Andrea led Letitia to a little alcove with a sink, a fridge, a kettle and a large coffee machine.

‘This is where all the coffee and tea is kept. There’s a fridge if you want to bring a salad or sandwich for lunch.’ She filled the coffee machine with coffee from a tin, then switched it on. ‘This keeps us all going until lunch.’

‘So what do I have to do?’

‘Joy will tell you that. She’s a nice woman. Really. Between you and me, she practically runs this company. She’s usually in by now. She was telling me about you. She was very impressed. And so was Matthew, I gather.’

The mention of Matthew Silverstone’s name almost made Letitia blush. She had thought a lot about him since she’d heard she’d got the job. She had put the experience with Tom down to an excess of nervous energy after her interview and had determinedly discounted the influence of Matthew Silverstone. If she was going to see him around the office, as she most certainly would, she didn’t want to find herself developing some sort of schoolgirl crush, however attractive she found him. But it had been difficult not to indulge herself in more flights of sexual fancy. She had never masturbated more frequently. Alone at night in her big  double bed, it had been all too easy to conjure up his face, and those penetrating brown eyes. She’d imagined him telling her what to do, explaining how he wanted her to spread her legs, and let him watch while she stroked her clitoris ...

‘Why do you say that?’ she asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.

‘He doesn’t usually attend the interviews.’

‘So why this time?’

Andrea shrugged. ‘Don’t know. Joy thinks he spotted you in reception when you were waiting to go in and liked what he saw.’

This time Letitia did blush.

‘I can’t believe that,’ she said.

‘This is a small company. Rumours run around like wildfire. Take no notice. Are you married?’

‘No.’

‘Is there a significant other?’

Letitia laughed at that expression. She had never regarded Tom as significant, especially as she’d seen increasingly less of him in the last three weeks.

‘No.’

‘Well, then it’s nobody’s business but your own.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Just that if Matthew does make a play for you ...’

‘Do you think he will?’ Letitia felt her heartbeat increase.

‘I have no idea. I told you this place is a rumour factory. But if he does then you can make up your own mind about what you do.’

‘Is he married?’

‘Yes, though we never see his wife around here.’

Letitia wasn’t sure how she felt about that information. She supposed she had better regard it as a relief. She had never been out with a married man and wasn’t  going to start now, especially not with her boss.

‘Andrea!’

A large bulky woman bursting out of a shapeless purple dress exploded through the studio door. Letitia recognised Joy Skinner from her interview. She had done all the talking and Letitia guessed it was Joy who was responsible for giving her the job.

‘Hi, Joy,’ Andrea said.

‘Can you get over to production right away. Have you done that sketch?’

‘No.’

‘You’ll have to leave it till later. Find out what Adam wants. He’s panicking about something.’

‘Done.’ Andrea turned to Letitia. ‘See you later,’ she said as she rushed out of the door.

‘Good morning. Sorry about that. Production is always panicking. Welcome aboard. I see you’ve found the coffee,’ Joy said.

‘Yes. Would you like a cup?’

‘Yes. But I always get my own. That’s one of the rules around here. You’re paid much too much to waste time on getting anyone coffee. Remember that.’

‘I will,’ Letitia said. That, she thought, was a very good start.

 



‘Letitia!’

The voice had startled Letitia. She had been walking back to the studio with a package she’d collected from reception when the double doors had opened and Matthew Silverstone had come up behind her.

It had been exactly a week since Letitia Drew had joined BSL, though she had a strange feeling it had been much longer. Everyone had been so friendly and helpful and the work had been so interesting, it felt like she’d been there for months. Joy Skinner, in particular,  was a wonderful boss, motherly, sisterly, professional and non-judgemental all at the same time. She treated Letitia as an equal despite the fact she was clearly not one, in terms of either knowledge or experience.

‘Oh, Mr Silverstone.’

‘Hello there, how are you? I’m sorry I haven’t been here to welcome you personally. Had to fly to New York.’

He was wearing an impeccably tailored grey suit, a white silk shirt, black brogues and a yellow tie. His eyes were looking straight into hers just as they had the day of her interview, and now, as then, she had the feeling he could see all her secrets, her life laid out for him to inspect. Her heart was beating so fast she wondered if he could hear it.

‘So how are you settling in?’

‘I love it,’ she said. There were a hundred things she could have said but she feared she would become tongue-tied. She had forgotten the extraordinary effect he had had on her. She had to remind herself to breathe, and there was a sudden tightness in her chest. She was sure her face was as red as a beetroot.

‘Good. Good. Look, when you’ve finished tonight would you like to come up to my office? I usually offer all my new employees a drink. Bit of a tradition. And as I was away ...’

‘That would be very nice,’ she stammered.

‘Good. Good.’

Without another word he turned and headed down the corridor. There was a staircase at the end of the passage and she watched as he disappeared out of sight, skipping up the steps two at a time.

She looked at her watch. It was four thirty. She usually left at five. She had half an hour to go.

At ten to five she walked into the ladies’ cloakroom  and redid her make-up. She wished she had been wearing something more attractive than the plain beige shirt-waister she had put on this morning, then decided it was probably better that way. It was no good entertaining any fantasies about Matthew Silverstone. He wanted to offer her a drink to welcome her to the company. She shouldn’t read anything into that, despite what Andrea had told her on her first day.

Letitia knew she was attractive to men. Like a lot of women, she suspected, she had no trouble attracting men in quantity; it was the quality that was the problem. She had a good figure, tall and slender with curves in all the right places, long straight blond hair, and an open face with high cheekbones and a rather small mouth with naturally very red lips. But it was her eyes that she thought of as her best feature, large and bright, with clear whites and deep-blue irises. They stared back at her from the mirror in front of her as she applied a touch of eye shadow, innocent of all intent. Who was she kidding?

At exactly five o’clock she said her goodnights to Joy, Andrea and the other staff in the studio and walked up to the first floor. Matthew Silverstone’s office was at the far end of the corridor, a secretary guarding access.

‘Hi,’ Letitia said to the girl, who she barely knew.

‘Hi,’ she said. ‘I’m Jackie. And you’re Letitia, right?’

‘Right. Pleased to meet you,’ Letitia said.

‘Matt’s expecting you, go right in.’ Her tone was friendly but she wore a grin that suggested she knew something that Letitia didn’t.

Letitia walked past the desk and knocked on the large panelled door in front of her.

‘Come.’

She opened the door. Matthew Silverstone’s office was large. It was on the corner of the building, with windows  facing in two directions, though the view across Great Titchfield Street was uninspiring. The office was clean and bright, with white walls and a polished ash floor. There were two steel and black leather chairs in front of a large desk made from stainless steel, a stainless-steel credenza and a long dark-red chesterfield.

Matthew Silverstone sat behind the desk in a high-backed black leather swivel chair. The surface of the desk. apart from a telephone console and a computer monitor, was clear.

‘Please come in,’ he said. ‘Close the door. Sit.’ He indicated one of the chairs in front of his desk. ‘I was just about to open a bottle of champagne. Does that suit you,or would you care for something else?’

‘I love champagne,’ she said. She also loved the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled.

He went to the credenza. A bottle of champagne sat in a modern stainless-steel wine cooler. He opened it expertly, twisting the cork so it did not pop, then poured the wine into two tall flutes. ‘Taittinger Rose,’ he said, handing her a glass. ‘A real taste of strawberries.’

‘Thank you.’

He leant on the edge of his desk and touched his glass against hers. ‘Welcome to Black Stockings Lingerie,’ he said. ‘And apologies for the delay’

Letitia sipped the champagne. It was delicious.

‘How were the stockings, by the way?’

He was looking her straight in the eyes. Did his glance last a fraction of a second too long?

‘Sorry?’

‘The stockings we gave you at your interview?’

‘Oh, right. Sorry, I’d completely forgotten.’ But she hadn’t forgotten the effect they’d had on her. She felt herself blushing. ‘Actually, to tell you the truth, I’d never worn stockings before.’

‘A lot of women haven’t. But they’re coming back. We think so anyway. They’re so much sexier, don’t you think?’

Letitia wasn’t sure how to answer that. ‘Yes,’ she said hesitantly. It was the truth after all. ‘And the nylon seemed to be very silky.’

‘That’s the new process we’re developing. Silk used to be the best material for stockings as far as texture and feel were concerned, but it went hopelessly baggy and limp. We’re trying to get the same silkiness but with real elasticity. Did you always wear tights?’

‘Always. But...’ She wanted to tell him what an odd effect the stockings had had on her but decided that was too close to the bone. ‘If I can find stockings as good as those, I’m certainly going to wear them more frequently.’

‘Good.’

He stood up and went to sit behind his desk again. ‘Anyway, I hope Joy has made it clear that we encourage what the French call engagement at all levels. If you have something to say, if you think we’re doing something badly and can do better, if you feel a customer’s not being treated right, we want you to say so. No one who works for me has a fragile ego.’

‘Joy has made that clear. It’s very encouraging.’

‘Good. And of course we don’t like any sort of demarcation. If you have a design idea then draw it and we’ll consider it.’

‘I’ve always been interested in design,’ Letitia said. ‘I think I mentioned that at my interview.’

‘Yes, you did. Well, we’d be interested in seeing what you can do.’

‘Really?’

‘You see that?’ He indicated a small black-framed print of an advertisement on the wall behind his desk. It  featured a thin waspie girdle with long suspenders. ‘We sold nearly ten thousand. Everyone thought we were mad, that it was too risque, but the market is changing. Women are going out to buy underwear now to please themselves, but they also want to please their men. And men are buying it too. Do you know, our market research shows that twenty per cent of men go into a lingerie shop or the lingerie department of store and browse. Browse. Can you imagine that even ten years ago?’

‘No.’

‘So we have to cater for that market. And for women who want to be sexy without being tacky. That is really how you’d define our product range, I suppose.’

Other than his first glance, he had given nothing away to suggest he regarded her as anything other than an employee, Letitia thought. He was polite and charming and clearly believed what he said, and if he had any other motivation he certainly did not betray it. The trouble was, she didn’t know whether that was a relief or a disappointment. She had never been with a man who had such a marked effect on her. There was nothing about him that didn’t fascinate her; the way his mouth moved as he talked, the little habit he had of pulling on his ear, the way he seemed to be completely relaxed and at ease.

They talked for nearly thirty minutes about the underwear market and the rapid changes it was undergoing and finished the champagne. He appeared interested in everything she said and laughed out loud when she told him how her mother had tried to persuade her to wear a pantie girdle when she first went out on dates though her tummy was perfectly flat, convinced that it would act as a sort of chastity belt.

‘Well,’ Matthew said. ‘I mustn’t take any more of  your time. I hope we can do this again. And don’t forget, my door is always open to new ideas.’

‘I think I’m really going to enjoy working here.’

‘Where do you live, by the way?’

‘Kentish Town.’

‘Then can I offer you a lift? I go right by there.’

Letitia didn’t know what to say. She supposed she should have refused, but Matthew sounded genuinely solicitous. It was ridiculous of her to assume this was a prelude to anything else. ‘Thanks. Anything’s better than the Northern Line.’

‘Come on then.’

His secretary and the rest of the staff had all gone home and a security guard was manning the reception desk by the front door. They walked out and along the road to a multi-storey car park a hundred yards away. Matthew led her up to a powder-blue Bentley Continental parked on the second floor.

‘I’ve never been in a Bentley,’ she said, as he opened the passenger door for her. The car exuded a smell of leather.

‘A little ostentatious, I fear,’ he said.

He was a good driver, careful and precise. The traffic was heavy and it was hot outside, the early summer sun beating down on the windows, but the air-conditioning kept the car deliciously cool.

‘Listen, I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about this, but I usually have a swim at my club. We drive right past. As it’s been such a hot and sticky day, would you care to join me?’

It had been a hot day, and the thought of diving into a swimming pool was tempting. But alarm bells were ringing. The idea of driving her home might not be as innocent as it had seemed.

‘I haven’t got a costume,’ she said, weakly.

‘That’s not a problem. They can lend you one.’

‘Really?’

She looked at him. Perhaps it was the soporific effect of the big car with its whisper-quiet engine and floating suspension. Perhaps it was the champagne. Or perhaps it was the fact that every time she looked at Matthew Silverstone she felt a knot tightening in the pit of her stomach. Whatever the reason, she suddenly realised that she didn’t care about the consequences.
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