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Foreign Affairs





    




    Today would be a good day. One of the best. Priscilla felt it in her bones as she ran up the steps into the RCCS. This would be her biggest day since joining the Race, Colour, Creed and Sex Discrimination Authority as a bright young law graduate twelve years ago.




    She felt a little sorry for the man she would target before the Board. Only a little sorry, because she loved her work, and such a golden opportunity rarely came up. Most of her days at the RCCS were spent arguing with scared people who would do anything to avoid trouble. Advertisers about to publish pictures of women routinely called the RCCS to view their work at the draft stage and, as Gender Specialist, Priscilla went to give her opinion. The publishers always went along with what she required. She felt she had made a real impact on the business. Images seeking to degrade or exploit women had become very rare nowadays.




    If anything, she had done too well. There were hardly any good fights anymore. When she started with the RCCS, the public could still buy men's magazines in London newsagents that were openly pornographic. True, she had missed the horrible flood of pornography in the early years of the millennium. That had died off under attack from women's pressure groups. In fact, it made no difference to the world if now magazines only showed women in lingerie or swimming costumes. The idea remained the same. Men bought the magazines to enjoy the sight of women being degraded, and that had to stop. And, with a lot of hard work and the weight of the RCCS behind her, she had managed to stop it. The Authority’s name was now feared, and magazine publishers went out of business cursing her name.




    Now there were no more serious battles to fight. Until last month, when John Trehearne had surfaced. He had been cunning; no doubt about it. He very nearly got his book distributed. Fortunately, she had been tipped off and caught two containers loaded with books as they came off the Harwich ferry. That was one of the stranger chances of the case. The telephone rang one evening as she sat at home. A deep and distinctive female voice asked for her. Her name, she said, was Tatty, and if Priscilla could keep a secret, she would tell her where she could find two containers stuffed full of a very dirty book. She had called again only last night to congratulate Priscilla and wish her luck.




    It was the fact Trehearne had got so far that became his undoing. She supposed he had bills to pay and contracts to meet which forced him to distribute those books, and her court injunction had kept them locked up in a bonded warehouse. The man was caught. He had no financial reserves her credit checks had found, and when she showed the Board just what he had been trying to sell, he would lose everything. He would have to pay for the cost of the investigation, the hearing and finally for the pulping of the books. Even though he knew he would probably lose, he would have to fight and Priscilla would enjoy every moment of it.




    The Board would not convene for another ten minutes but Priscilla went straight to the Hearing Room. It was her policy to be early; it showed both keenness and respect. Deceptively homely, the Hearing Room had three easy chairs at a coffee table for the Board members. The chairs for the Investigator (herself) and the Applicant (Trehearne) were similar but without arms. She took advantage of the empty room to pull her chair to one side, into a neutral position almost beside the Board. Trehearne's chair she pulled more into the centre so it stood directly in the glare of the Board's vision.




    She straightened her dark blue suit. She wore a skirt today because it was still summer and skirts felt cooler. Soon autumn would bring out her trousers again. Smoothing her skirt down over her knees, she sat and waited for the Board to arrive.




    They came on the point of ten o'clock, filing in from the side door. The Chairperson this week was Valerie Gibson. Up until a few years ago, Valerie had sat as Professor of Women's Studies at the University of East Anglia. No one in Britain was better equipped to defend the cause. On either side of her sat Susan Chippings from the Department of Social Protection and Major Angela Brigham-Smythe (retired). All women she respected deeply. Priscilla got on very well with the first two, but she sometimes had her doubts about the Major. Some of her opinions were, well, rather right-wing.




    “Oh Priscilla! How nice you're looking today. Everything fine, I hope?”




    “Yes, Chairperson. Everything's ready.”




    “Morning, Priscilla,” said the Major. “What have you got for us this morning? Something interesting, yes?”




    “I'm sure you'll find it interesting, Major,” said Priscilla with a tight smile. “I'm sorry you don't seem to have a copy.”




    “Oh, I got it all right. Just can't find the damn thing. I rather think my husband must have squirreled it away, which is a good indication of what it was about. Where is the chap, anyway?”




    “I expect he's in the waiting room. There's something I would like to place before the Board before we start if I may?”




    Valerie nodded her on.




    “This case is unusually serious. The book in question is vile and dangerous, and it was very nearly distributed in huge numbers. The author even went to the trouble of preparing versions in Braille for the blind, and there are many copies on audio cassettes. It was a cynical attempt to spread his poison over the whole country. We have not seen anything like this for years; certainly not this millennium. As the case is so important I have taken the liberty of asking the Press to be present. With your permission, of course.”




    The Board members immediately sat up and began to straighten their clothes.




    “Bit high-handed of you, wasn't it Priscilla?” The Major looked far from upset.




    Valerie seemed to grasp the point immediately. “I don't know about that. We could always say no. But I feel it's important that the public knows what we’re doing. Yes, ask them in by all means. But they’ll have to find their own chairs and put them along the wall. Call them in.”




    Priscilla opened the door and nodded to the reporters and camera persons waiting outside. Within moments, reporters packed the back wall of the room. The camera crews were erecting lights and selecting angles. They set microphones on the coffee table, and a serious-looking girl tried to get the Major to sit still while she took a light reading. The press were very efficient. They had everything set and ready to roll in minutes. All they lacked now was Trehearne.




    Valerie tutted in annoyance. “Priscilla, step out and bring him in, would you be so kind?” Priscilla had just stood up when the door opened and there stood Trehearne himself. She studied him closely. He was a lightly built man of perhaps forty years with dark hair, greying at the temples. He looked relaxed in his dark blazer, and his face seemed ready to smile.




    “Excuse me, Madam, ladies,” he said, nodding to the Board, “I got lost. I had no idea how big the place is. Dear me, this looks just like a courtroom.”




    “Good morning, Trehearne. I assume you're Trehearne.” Valerie had her official voice on. Good, thought Priscilla, let him see who is in charge.




    “Yes, I'm John Trehearne. Where would you like me to sit? Or stand?”




    Valerie waved him to his seat. “Before the Board adjudicates your application, Trehearne, there are a couple of things I would like to make clear. First, this is not a court of law. We are much more flexible and direct than lawyers. We make decisions based on facts, not legal opinions or precedents. We look at the facts and tell you what you can or cannot publish. It's as simple as that. Second, we are here to protect the public, not the publishers. We understand what is acceptable and what should be banned. I have had a quick look at your book, and I don't suppose the decisions will take very long.




    “Now, you don't seem to have brought a lawyer with you.”




    “Do I need one? The book should speak for itself, I think.”




    “Very well. I'll declare this hearing open and ask the Investigator to start her presentation.”




    Priscilla heard shuffling as the cameras swung round to focus on her. She took a deep breath and stood to deliver her opening address.




    “Chairperson and members of the Board. We have met today to make a decision on the application by John Trehearne to publish his book Foreign Affairs 1. This book is a vile piece of work and, frankly, pornographic. It is extremely insulting and degrading to women, and that is quite enough to cause the Board to have it destroyed at the author's expense and even to report the case to the Director of Public Prosecutions.




    “However, there is more to this particular case. This book is not the result of a disordered individual writing in a sordid back room. Trehearne is a businessman and has set out to distribute this work in a highly organised way. Along with many normal copies, such as the one I have here, we also found audio cassettes for the blind, and even some copies in Braille. It was his aim to spread his poison as quickly and widely as possible, before the authorities could move against it. Of course, his motive was financial gain, but we are concerned that behind his greed for money, there is a willingness to do anything to get it. Even to return women to their ancient status of slaves to the male population. It is this attack on the roots of our society today that we are here to counter, and that is why we asked the persons of the press and media to attend. The danger must be brought to everyone's attention, and then all women throughout the country can work together to defend themselves.




    “That is the background to this case. Now let us start on the serious business of countering the problem. First, Trehearne, do you acknowledge that you are the author and beneficial copyright holder of this work, Foreign Affairs 1?”




    The cameras realigned themselves to focus on Trehearne, seated comfortably in the centre of the open space before the coffee table. Long lenses stared at him, and people at the back of the room craned over each other to watch as he replied.




    He showed no sign of tension as he answered in a clear voice. “Certainly. I wrote it and I am trying to sell it in England.”




    Priscilla waited while a buzz of comment died away. “Chairperson, I think that for the record, we ought to hear a little of the book. Fortunately, the applicant has provided his own taped copies of his creation—if I can call it that—and I would like to play his first story. I must warn you that it is inherently disgusting. It starts with literal images of women, photographs on the wall, which contort them into models, into sexual dolls with no brains or personalities. It goes on to the seduction and debauching of an innocent woman.




    “I might suggest that the television cameras, which I am told are transmitting these proceedings live, should turn off their microphones and play suitable music to accompany their pictures of the Board. The tape will play for about half an hour.” She used her mobile to call her secretary. “Yes, we're ready now. Put the first story on. Make sure you're ready to cut it off when we get to the end.”




    A loud thud filled the room as the internal speaker system burst into life. From the distance came an insistent, rhythmic buzz that slowly increased in volume and resolved itself into hypnotic Aboriginal music. Around the room people settled back in their chairs. The room was full; some people sat on the floor with their backs to the wall. The only movement came from the television cameras panning from face to face. The music faded, and a gentle male voice filled the room. “For the thirtieth time that day, Pat looked up and stared at the girls on the calendar.”


  




  

    The New Surveyor




    




    For the thirtieth time that day, Pat looked up and stared at the girls on the calendar. She knew she should not have shared an office, but this old core-shed with its long central table was ideal for her maps and sections. The furniture was good. Lighting, air-conditioning, everything seemed fine except for her roommate, the senior hydrogeologist. John was a cheerful-looking soul, mid-thirties, apparently happy in his kingdom of wells and drains. Pat’s problem was the calendar behind his desk, currently showing three well-built German girls with their arms around each other, wearing only the tiniest of bikini bottoms and sticking their generous breasts out at the camera.




    She did not feel jealous. Her figure was at least as good, but she was really upset at the degrading way the girls were displayed, as nothing more than sex symbols for drooling men. She would have to do something about them. John had been perfectly welcoming all day, he showed her around, cleared out old filing space for her and even brought her coffee, but eventually she would have to tell him.




    Her chance came when he caught her looking and laughed. “Do you like my calendar? A supplier from Bremen sent it. It keeps me sane.”




    “Well, I don't, really. I think women deserve more respect.”




    John looked surprised. “But I do respect them. Or at least, I would if I met them. They look like they're having a lot of fun. They work hard at being that beautiful. I'm sure I'd respect them just as much as I respect you.”




    “Maybe that's not much at all,” she said, deliberately provoking him.




    He looked at her more closely. “Anyone heading up the survey section at your age has to be doing something right.” A compliment. Oblique perhaps, but a compliment.




    “But why show them with their clothes off?”




    “Why show them with their clothes on?” he returned. “Look, I'm famous for compromising. I'll move them over to the side wall where they're not staring at you, and I'll hang my hard hat over them when you're around.” He did just that, giving the helmet a ceremonial tap to put a seal on it. Pat had to laugh. After such a diplomatic display, she also had to accept an invitation to go home for a drink and to meet his wife.




    John's house sat right on the edge of the mining camp, on the far side of the hill. It looked out over the brown Australian desert, in peace, oblivious to the mining behind. John's wife, Sonya, was Peruvian, brown-skinned, long black hair and sparkling with life. She immediately took Pat over while John cracked the beers. Sonya swept her into the kitchen, and she sat watching Sonya throwing vegetables, meat and spices into a pot with apparent abandon, chattering all the time.




    “Good,” she exclaimed as a final dollop of cream topped things off, “Let's go and sit in the pool. John's there already. Come on, I'll lend you a bikini.”




    Their bedroom was spacious and shaded, cooled only by wind through the louvered windows on either side. Sonya had already pulled out a selection of bikini bottoms. “What's your colour? I guess it should be green if you're tanned all over. How about this one?” She held up a flimsy creation. Then, seeing the dismay on Pat's face, she said carelessly, “Oh, you don't want to worry about a top. Nobody does around here and anyway, no one can see our pool. I don't keep the tops, just throw them away because I never use them.”




    Pat thought a minute about asking for a tee-shirt, but she was not brave enough. She accepted the bikini bottom and suffered in silence.




    Sonya tore her clothes off, showing a tight curvy figure with firm round breasts. She seemed to have no sense of shame and did not try to hide the tiny tuft of hair between her legs. Pat envied her colour, dark milky coffee, and her nearly black, pointed nipples. How lucky she is, she thought. I really have to work on a tan, and my nipples are so pale you can hardly see them. Oh well, here goes.




    She laid her clothes on the bed as Sonya watched.




    “Hey, you're beautiful!” she said. “John's going to love you.”




    Pat blushed. Pleasing John might make life difficult. She wriggled into her costume, wishing that she had got around to trimming her hair, as it would surely curl out around the edges the way it was now. Hand in hand they stepped out to the veranda.




    The pool was small and shaded, too small for swimming but just fine for soaking after a hot day. They had arranged a bench seat in it so they could sit chest deep, drinks by their sides, looking out over the finest view in the Territory. John whistled as they stepped in. Pat looked good to him, neat and athletic, and where she had hidden those breasts all day, he could not imagine. Some bra manufacturers had no feel for their subject at all. Breasts like that should be caressed and displayed, not strapped up in bandages and concealed. He moved over and let the girls sit together.




    Sonya's hand crept into his lap as Pat sat down, the water just lapping the tips of her breasts. She slid her hand over his shorts. “He likes you. He likes you very much. I bet he's been all over you at the office.”




    Pat did not know where to look. Certainly she could not bring herself to see Sonya's hand moving under the water, and looking them in the face was also difficult. She decided on the setting sun and mumbled, “No – not really.”




    “She made me move my calendar.”




    “Oh? And I liked that one. Why?”




    “I don't like the idea of women being exploited like that. And stared at by all the men. They're only doing it for the money.”




    John did not seem so certain. “I don't know. They certainly look as if they're enjoying themselves.”




    “Of course they are. I know I would,” said Sonya and Pat, wondering what she had fallen into, dropped the subject.




    She supposed she would have to stay for dinner, and the thought of eating with John staring at her breasts made her shiver. Perhaps they would let her change first.




    Sonya went to refresh the drinks and John tried to set his guest at ease. “Sonya's crazy. Never a dull moment living with her.”




    “Where did you meet?”




    “She was a bar girl in a little place south of Iquitos. Looked on me as her ticket out of there. She's come a long way since then.”




    “She was a bar girl?” Pat had never met such a person. “You mean she went with – er…?”




    “With men for money? I don't know. She never charged me anyway. She's been a tailor, a mother, owned a couple of restaurants and now she's the crazy wife of a beat-up geologist on the other side of the world.”




    Sonya reappeared with more cold beer. “John, before I forget,” she said as she climbed in between them, “I'm going to Adelaide tomorrow to stay with Sally. We met her on our last break.” She told Pat. “She's crazy.”




    Pat giggled. “John says you're crazy too.”




    “Maybe. But not as crazy as him. Or Sally.”




    Sonya’s hand fell to John's lap again. He put his arm around her and drew her close. “Crazy lady,” he murmured in her ear.




    Pat felt relaxed. Perhaps it was just the beer after a long day. I don't mind what she's doing, They're sitting right next to me, and she's playing with him. I can just see her hand through the water. And I don't mind. A feeling of well-being trickled through her. She gave a good stretch, lifting her breasts clear of the water and into the light of the setting sun.




    “Isn't she nice?” asked Sonya. “I bet you'd like to get your hands on those, wouldn't you?” She wiggled her hand ostentatiously. “Yes, it says he would definitely like to give them a try.”




    Pat giggled again. Christ, she thought, I must be getting drunk. I'd better be careful or God knows what might happen.




    Dinner intervened. While John opened the wine, Pat followed Sonya into the kitchen, offering to help. They did not let her change before dinner and, yes, John watched her breasts throughout the meal. But she did not mind. In fact, she had begun to like being admired. She felt she deserved it.




    For the next few days, John behaved as his normal cheerful self at the office. He made no mention of their evening together, and he did not seem to want to make a pass at her. Pat was vaguely disappointed. Every other man in the camp had tried already.




    Sonya sent a postcard to the office, discreetly hidden in an envelope. John laughed as he read it and passed it over. The picture was of New Brighton beach—harmless. On the back, in an erratic scrawl, Sonya had written, “Having a good time here. Sally met me at the airport and took me straight to bed. Carl came back from work and wanted to join in, but we wouldn't let him until he had taken us to the beach and out for a meal. Then we wore him out. Sally is very sad you could not come, but she is sending you a pair of her knickers as a souvenir, and a magazine to cheer you up. She says to look carefully at the pictures and see if you still recognise her.




    “Give my love to Pat and keep your hands off her until I get back. I should be back in time for the camp disco. See you soon, love Sonya.”




    Pat felt shocked. She knew Sally was meant to be crazy, and goodness knows Sonya was no blushing rose, but what sort of people were they? John smiled at her. “I guess I'll just have to keep my hands to myself.”




    “You'll be in a minority.” Pat felt pretty heated about that. “Just about everybody else fancies their chances. They're all sex-mad. They've only got one thing on their minds, and I hate it.”




    “Oh, you mustn't be too hard on them. Most of them don't get a woman from one holiday to the next. Then it's off to the Philippines or Thailand to screw themselves silly. And you are pretty tempting, you know.”




    “Why can't they just treat me like an ordinary engineer? Why must they always bring sex into it?”




    “They do treat you like an engineer. But you can't blame them for mentally undressing you every morning. I do it myself.”




    Pat was horrified. “But that's awful. You mean that every time you look at me you want to take my clothes off?”




    “Certainly do,” said John cheerfully. “Same goes for everyone else. Look—I've got to go over to the other base for a few days. Would you mind watering our house plants while I'm away?”




    Pat felt too astonished at his revelation to refuse.




    Watering the plants was easy enough; the house had automatic sprayers outside anyway. Inside, it had already begun to show signs of bachelor disarray. A padded envelope lay open on the breakfast table, and the tiny white panties on top showed it had come from Sally. She picked them up and, because she was a woman, looked at the label. Wow! Sally or her partner had a touch of class.




    She turned to the magazine and let it fall open. Fascinated, she delved deeper. Apart from a couple of professionally shot sequences at the beginning, it was full of amateur snap-shots. Girlfriends and wives of all shapes, colours and sizes photographed in their front rooms, in their gardens, on the beach. Some showed their faces, some had them blanked out or shadowed. So many of them. Pat supposed they must be ordinary people, but who exactly? Weren't they afraid that a friend would see them? Or their families? Why did they do it anyway?




    And which one was Sally? Most of the photos had tags like “Debbie —NSW,” so she started to search for Sally from South Australia. She found her lying on a beach with the swash of a wave ebbing past her, leaning back on her elbows and soaking up the sun. A beautiful girl, she could see that. Long blonde hair, neat little breasts, very pointed. She sat with her legs open just enough to display a total absence of hair. Had John been in there, Pat wondered? She felt sure he had, and a shade of envy crept over her. Sally looked so cool, so disdainful of anyone else's opinion. Why couldn't I be like that, she asked herself. Then the thought of her having sexy portraits taken and of sending her knickers to boyfriends across the country made her chuckle out loud, and she got on with the watering.




    Sonya's plane landed just before dark, and Pat had prepared a large bowl of lasagne. She would go to their house to cook it while John went to the airstrip. The light had faded when John's Range Rover drew up outside. Sonya bounced into the house, gave her a present and a smacking kiss and rushed for the bathroom. “We're going to the pool. Open your present and join us,” she called out over her shoulder.




    Pat took her time to make the salad look really nice, then reached for the present. Isn't that just like Sonya? she thought, shaking out a brilliant green mono-kini with hardly any back to it. It can't be more than a few square centimetres, but then, how many square centimetres do I need to hide? Thankful that she'd remembered to trim her hair this time, she slipped it on and looked at herself in the mirror. Not bad. I don't know what mother would think, but it looks pretty good to me. She turned around. The green string ran across her hips and dipped down to disappear between the cheeks of her bottom. That would give John a buzz.




    She carried some cold beers out with her. Sonya sat on John's lap, astride his legs, chattering and laughing. They both reached for a beer while Pat did a pirouette to show off her new present. “Nice. Very nice,” said John, and Sonya laughed again. As Pat climbed into the cool water to sit beside them, she saw Sonya's black bikini bottom lying on the edge of the pool.




    A cold jolt brought her heart to her mouth. They were doing it! Right next to her, they were actually doing it. John's thing was sticking up inside Sonya, right now. Oh God, why didn't I notice? “I'm sorry, I didn't realise.” She started to stand. “I'll come back in a minute.”




    Immediately John's arm was around her waist, holding her down, and Sonya reached for her shoulders. “Don't worry,” she said, looking seriously into Pat's eyes. “I wouldn't mind if you watched. But we've finished anyway. For the moment.”




    Oh well, Pat thought, what the hell? It's only natural, anyway. She raised her bottle in an effort to appear relaxed. “Here's to crazy Sonya.”




    Sonya laughed, and John gave them both a squeeze. “I'll drink to that. It's nice to be back where I belong.”




    It could not work. Try as she might to speak and behave normally, the thought of John's cock stabbing upwards beside her pushed its way to the front of her mind. Her own sex had begun to send up warm messages, swelling and opening, its desire demanding her attention. The new thong seemed to have tightened, pressing her lips together, folding her pussy in on itself. Terror gripped her as she realised what her body was trying to do to her, what her body was succeeding in doing to her, how it had begun to wash her away like a sandcastle on a wet beach. She wanted to be filled and stretched as Sonya beside her was being filled and stretched.




    Similar thoughts must have been troubling Sonya, for when their eyes met, Pat saw her arousal. She watched Sonya soften, her spirit overwhelmed by the primitive commands welling up from below. Sonya started to rock and pivot on the hard fulcrum held at her centre. With a thrill of cold fear, Pat felt her own resistance crumbling. Her sex was taking control, brushing her whole personality aside and leaving only warm animal feelings.




    Sonya put a hand to her shoulder and drew her into the triangle. Pat slid closer to John, easing her legs open as she moved. Sonya rocked more purposefully, circling her hips, raising herself slowly up and down, stirring herself with John's cock. Her eyes were half closed, her face relaxed and totally without expression, and she moaned with each movement. Pat gripped her thigh, feeling the powerful muscle tighten and relax as it drove her on, up and down.




    Of itself, her right hand began to slide up her own thigh, moving to squeeze and crush the source of her rebellion. Before it could get there, John pulled his arm from around her waist and elbowed her crudely against the side of the pool. His arm pushed her back against the wall and pinned her there like a butterfly, while his hand slid up between her thighs and cupped her mound. She grasped the back of his wrist with both hands and, using all her strength, pulled him into her, pressing the intruding hand against her pussy. She was not pushing him away, not denying his right to enter, but using his strong male hand, riding it, stabbing at it with her hips, not stopping, ignoring the small piece of cloth that separated her sex from him. His rigid middle finger lay the length of her lips, parting them and pressing the sweet folds within. In her frenzy, she thrust her hips to him, rubbing and riding his hand. Her clit was crushed mercilessly between his finger and the anvil of her gyrating mound. She could hear herself panting and grunting with her efforts.




    Sonya was near to her end. Her head nodded loosely as she moved, and she was panting harshly. Her black hair had fallen forward, shadowing her face. As the climactic waves started to engulf her, she took Pat's face between her hands and kissed her open-mouthed. For an infinite instant, Pat teetered on a knife-edge, and then she too swept down from the clouds. She had her arms around them, around John's broad, hard shoulders and Sonya's brown back, pulling them together and pulling herself into them. She crushed John’s invading hand between her thighs, squeezing and trapping it against her pulsing sex.




    For moments the tension held, then ebbed away, the girls kissing sweetly over John's shoulder as their three heads rested together.




    The oven timer shattered the moment as it rang in the kitchen. “Christ, the lasagne's come too,” muttered Sonya, and she whipped herself off John's cock and ran inside. Pat did not join her. Eyes shut, nuzzled in against John's back, she floated on. Her hand pressed on the back of John's, holding it in place, luxuriating.




    “Hm. That was good. You didn't come.”




    “You two didn't give me a chance! I've heard of having a quickie, but that beats all records.”




    “No, it doesn't,” she said dreamily. “It took hours and hours.”




    “Lucky girl,” was all he said until Sonya came for them.




    




    * * * *




    




    Memories of that evening haunted Pat for the next few days and nights. In quiet moments, they crept up and surprised her, making it difficult to concentrate on work. At night in bed or stretched out on the sofa reading, Sonya's wet mouth sucked hers and her breast was again crushed behind John's hard arm. Her body cried out for his cupping hand, but had to take what satisfaction it could from her own. This is bad, she thought. I know it was my first good orgasm for ages, but this is silly. I'd better hurry up and find myself a man or I'll go blind.




    The hunger would not leave her. Whenever she was alone, her body reminded her and piqued her imagination. One quiet afternoon, alone in the office and unable to settle to her task, she strolled over to the calendar. John's hard hat still hid the three girls. She moved it aside and started to leaf through. Girls smiled at her, pouted at her, cupped their breasts for her to admire. They held their bodies open to the wind and sun, showing them off, opening themselves so that all could adore them and suffer. The way she felt right now, she could have taken one herself. Their sensuality played on her enflamed nerves like a bow on a violin string. They must get enough love, she thought. They wouldn't look so confident and self-satisfied if they felt as hungry as I am. On impulse, she took the calendar and returned it to its original hook. She found it made her feel even emptier.




    The camp discos came rarely. Any single girls in the local cattle stations would come, and the bachelors with girlfriends would try and fly them up for the weekend. The camp had a few wives resident and not one was allowed to feel old or ugly that night. Pat went with the firm intention of getting laid. She had checked out the available men and settled on a couple of likely ones, but that did not stop her from dancing with everyone. The beer flowed, the traditional Aussie reserve cracked and even the most die-hard males began talking to the girls as if they were human. A whirl of men surrounded Sonya who flirted outrageously. The other married women treated her affectionately, allowing her a latitude that would have been unthinkable if she had been born Australian. Peruvians, it seemed, were expected to behave like that. John spent the evening near the bar with only occasional forays onto the dance floor. Neither of her friends noticed when Pat slipped away with one of her targeted males.




    John and Sonya did not stay to the end. He had drunk enough, and her shoes had started to pinch. There was no point in staying until the last bottle, when the old men got fighting drunk and started smashing glasses. The night felt cool and still as they crossed the car park. Pat sat in the back of the Range Rover, dry-eyed but clearly upset. Sonya climbed into the back beside her. “What happened?”




    She put on a bitter Sidney accent. “How about going round the back for a swift naughty and then on to Rex's to crack a few?”




    “The bastard! Did you hit him?” John started the car. “Come on, we'll go and get some good coffee.”




    Pat lost the traditional race for the shower, but that meant she could take her time and cool off. When she stepped out, she found her clothes had gone. Instead, with a fresh towel, one of Sonya's blouses made of gossamer-thin chiffon hung over the rail. John! she thought. Oh well. He's seen just about everything, and a little more won't hurt. But that's all. No playing around tonight. I'm just going to drink my coffee and go home.




    She heard them outside on the veranda and went to join them. As she stepped into the moonlight, John smiled. “You look lovely. You should have gone to the disco like that.” He wore only an incongruous batik sarong he must have picked up somewhere in Southeast Asia. Sonya wore nothing at all. They were sitting cross-legged on a double futon around a tray of Irish coffees.




    Pat joined them and, without thinking, tucked the tails of the blouse between her legs to hide herself, then stole a guilty glance at John, ashamed of being so prudish. His eyes laughed as he raised his glass. “Here's to the prettiest surveyor south of the equator.”




    “Didn't do much good, did it?” Her failure to secure a man still rankled.




    “Men!” snorted Sonya. “They can be so stupid! Drink up and I'll make you another.”




    “No,” Pat was firm. “I'm going home. I'll feel better tomorrow.”




    “Oh, no. Not yet. You look too miserable. Drink up!”




    “But I really don't want another. It will only make me feel worse.” Indeed, Pat felt terrible, now that she thought about it. Another kind comment and she thought she would cry.




    Her friends leaned closer, and their support was heart-wrenching. “I know what you want,” decided Sonya. “Have you ever had a proper massage? You finish your coffee. I'm going for oil.”




    Pat let herself go and made no resistance when Sonya helped her off with her blouse and laid her face down in the centre of the futon. They tucked her arms by her sides and told her to relax completely. Then the pair of them began to give her a roller-coaster sensual massage. Sonya started by kissing her ears, lifting her hair and dabbing the back of her neck, drawing little circles with her tongue. Pat's nerves jangled and fell to pieces as the kisses trailed down her spine to the small of her back. She groaned. Christ, I'm not going to be able to relax if she does that, she thought. She shivered as they poured cool oil onto her back.




    John's strong hands grasped her shoulders and the massage began in earnest. He probed mercilessly and manipulated every muscle and sinew of her shoulders and back. As John's power and weight seemed to bend her very bones, Sonya's fingers poked and pulled, sliding through the oil to bring life to her skin. A feeling of calm and contentment began to seep through her being as the four hands worked down to her waist. Mmh, that's beautiful. They're so good, I could almost go to sleep.




    The hands avoided her bottom and jumped down to her feet. Taking a foot each, her friends began with her toes, pulling each one until it cracked. They bent her feet back, doubled them, twisted, kneaded and crushed each little bone. Then the probing moved up to her calf muscles.




    As they lifted her legs, she became acutely conscious of her nudity. Oh God! They must be looking straight at my bottom. And they keep pulling my legs open. I'm sure they can see everything. The thought made her tremble. Come on, girl. Stop thinking about it, or they might notice. But the thought only became more insistent as their oily fingers reached the tops of her thighs and started sliding within millimetres of her sex. She felt the swelling start, the feeling of pouting and opening, and she knew she must be getting very wet.




    The hands reached her cheeks and squeezed and pulled them. Fingers slipped in and out of her groove as they worked. Then someone poured oil into the top of her cleft and damned it with a finger. Slowly the finger moved down, down towards her secret places. Unable to help herself, she lifted her hips to urge the finger on. She felt it reach her star and gently rub oil onto it. To her surprise, she found herself welcoming it. Ahhh. That's good. Put it inside. I've never done this before. She trembled with illicit excitement as the finger teased her. Yes. Put it in. I can take it. Please, I want it. Two hands eased her cheeks apart, opening her wide for the finger that tantalised her. She pushed her hips up further and spoke out loud. “Please...” Gently, the finger halted against her entrance. She felt herself sucking hungrily at it, but it withdrew suddenly, leaving her gasping. They pushed her firmly back down and rolled her over.




    John and Sonya knelt on either side of her, their faces shadowed in the moonlight. John had lost his sarong and she could see his cock standing proudly from his hairy loins. She pulled her friends down to suck kisses from them.




    As if by some unfelt command, her lovers twisted and, upside down now, started to wash her face in kisses. Their lips flowed over her eyes, her cheeks, her ears. They nipped and nuzzled her neck and shoulders, moving down onto her chest. As the hungry mouths reached for her breasts, she felt Sonya's hardened nipple drag across her cheek and poke insistently into her mouth. The soft brown breast muzzled her and she began to lick and chew.




    John had one breast gently cupped in his hand and was sucking as much as he could into his mouth. His tongue crushed the nipple against the roof of his mouth, rolling it from side to side. Sonya's treatment of her other breast was far from gentle. Seizing it in both hands, she squeezed the nipple up into her mouth. With covered teeth she bit at it from base to tip, pulling and twisting. Pat felt her nipples growing and stretching under their treatment. It was difficult to breathe, and the sinking feeling in her stomach washed down to her sex. As she stroked their heads, her hips moved of their own accord, reaching upwards to offer herself.




    The two mouths continued their journey down to her stomach. She spread her knees wide, flat to the mattress, inviting them in. John and Sonya moved their hips in towards her, trapping her in a hot, sexual tent. If she turned her head to one side, her lips rested on Sonya's mound, brushing its trim of short silky hair. On the other side, John's hairy wildness pressed against her cheek. She rubbed her face against one and then the other, enjoying the different textures and scents.




    She felt mouths kissing the insides of her thighs, trailing wet tongues up towards her centre, her wet and hungry sex. Hands brushed her hair aside and pulled her lips open. No! They're looking inside me. They're looking right up inside. No. Don't! Christ, I'm coming, I'm coming ... an orgasm swept over her like a brushfire, and she struggled against the weights holding her down. The two tongues moved closer. They followed the line of her groin and dipped deep between her legs. No. They can't lick me there. No! Ahh! Two heads jammed together between her thighs, licking furiously at the entrance to her sex and the smooth skin behind.




    God! That's fantastic. They're both doing it to me. I've got two tongues inside me. Yes. They're making me come. Yes. Do it hard. Come inside me. Yes. Ahh. Yes, do it again. Make me do it again. Yes—that's Sonya. She's licking my clit. Oh, she's good. It's just right, I'm coming again. Ahhh.




    John joined Sonya and under a barrage of long tongue strokes up and down either side of her bud, Pat came and came again. Her struggles subsided to trembling as climax ran into climax until Sonya, finished her off. She sucked Pat’s clit and most of her lips hard into her mouth and bit them firmly, holding rigidly still until Pat's convulsions died away. Then they both rolled away, and Pat could see again.




    “That was fantastic. I've never come like that before.”




    John laughed. “That's not all. You've got to deal with us yet.”




    John's cock hovered within easy reach, and she bent it to her mouth. She ran her tongue around the head. Sonya allowed her only moments before pulling her away. “No, you don't. That's mine and I tell it what to do. Right now it's got other work for you.”




    John moved round to kneel between her legs. Sonya took his sex and peeled its cover slowly back. In the moonlight, its head shone silver with excitement. Pat felt suddenly desperate to have it inside her. Sonya guided it forward until its very tip dipped into her entrance. Mmh. That's it. Push it in. Right in. Don't stop. Don't make me wait. Why is she stopping it there? I want it inside me. Sonya had loosened her grip but was holding John back by the hips. It jumps! It's flicking up and down by itself. He must do it deliberately. That's good. It's like an animal. Ahhh. I could come just from the way it's twitching.




    Sonya stretched out beside her, resting her head on Pat's arm. “Is that good? He can do that for ages.”




    “Make him put more inside me,” she begged. Seizing John's bushy hair, Sonya pulled him forward until his plum buried itself inside her.




    “Squeeze him. It's better if you squeeze him.”




    It's difficult. I don't know how to do it. Ooh. That must be it. Ooh. If I squeeze it, it really kicks back. Ooh, yes. I'm going to come just doing this. Ooh. Pat squeezed at his cock and with each squeeze, it leapt inside her. “It's going to make me come”.




    “That's right. Keep squeezing. I can see it. You're really sucking at him and you're not moving at all. Your pussy’s making love by itself. Don't stop. Do it now. I'm coming too.” She gripped Pat's thigh between her own and, burying her face in Pat's neck, started on the short road to her climax. Their moans joined together, and they shared their ecstasy.




    Sonya looked up. “Put it right in,” she ordered. John sighed and sheathed himself in one long thrust. Pat's body welcomed him. Ahh. That's what I wanted. Right inside. I can feel his hair against me. Now he's taking it out. So long. Ahh, yes. Oh, he's going too fast. He'll come too quickly. No. No, it's OK. Yes. Yes. Ahh, I'm coming. Sonya's coming. She's shouting. Yes. Ahhh. He hasn't finished yet. He's still going. I'm going to do it again. He's getting faster, harder. It's coming – coming!




    John reached his frenzy. He was pulling out of her, right out, and slamming back in as hard as he could. Her wet and swollen sex, relaxed from the continuous pleasure she had been riding, needed his pounding. Sonya's hips were grinding furiously at her leg, crushing her pussy against Pat's thigh. They were all panting, oblivious to everything but the turmoil below.




    Suddenly John stopped for an instant, poised just outside, muscles tense. “I'm coming,” he managed to gasp as he dived in for one deep final thrust. In the throes of her own climax, Pat felt the rapid heaves as he pulsed into her. They collapsed in silence.




    Sonya moved first. “Is he still hard?”




    Pat laughed. “Yes. I didn't use it all up.”




    “Just as well. I've got to get something inside me quickly. It's OK coming like that, but in the end I have to have it properly.”




    Without disengaging, Pat helped John roll over and knelt astride him, still enjoying being filled with his toughness. Sonya threw a leg over his face and as he licked and probed below, hugged Pat to her passionately. Reluctantly, Pat shuffled backwards and Sonya caught the slippery cock as it fell from her. “Oh goodie! You've left it just how I like it.” She moved forward and without delay spiked herself on it. She grabbed Pat again and, burying her face against her neck, shook with immediate delight.




    Pat knelt astride John's legs and supported her friend as she bounced to another climax. Sonya hung on to her shoulders, holding her close, their breasts swinging together. She's so nice. So innocent. She just wants to climb up and down on his pole until she comes. I love her. If I was a man, I'd do it to her now. I want to see it happening.




    Disentangling herself from Sonya, Pat laid her back on top of John. With her head lying on his shoulder and her legs wide, her body was completely open. It's beautiful. I love the way she cuts her hair into a little patch right there and keeps the rest completely bare. It's so soft and smooth. And John is sticking up her from behind. It looks as if he's growing out of her. I can do it to her. If I can just get close enough, I can do it to her now.




    Squatting over them, Pat shuffled herself forward until she could press her pussy against Sonya's. She pulled her lips open to swallow Sonya's nude sex. That's fantastic. I can feel her clit up against mine. She's right in between me. If I just move up and down a little.... My God! It's incredible. Hers and mine. She's moving too. I'm going to make her come. I'm going to give her an orgasm. That's beautiful. She's going to come, she's coming, she's coming....




    Sonya jerked her hips up in ecstasy, and John's cock sprang free of her. It lodged between its two female friends. Ahhh. It wants to join in. It wants to be the meat in our sandwich. I've got a place for that. If I can just reach it from behind—great! If I'm careful I can do it to them both. Using John as a guide, she started to rock her pussy furiously against Sonya. She rode as hard and as fast as she could. With her lovers watching, she was catapulted to the end of her race.




    She woke late the next morning with Sonya's head resting on her shoulder. They must have carried her into the bedroom and put her to sleep between them. John appeared from the kitchen, bringing a delightful smell of coffee and hot buttered toast. He laid the tray on the bed. “Good morning. How are you after that disgraceful exhibition last night?”




    “Mmh. I'm not sure. It seems fine. Give me some of that toast first, and I might let you check if everything is still in its place.”




    Sonya opened an eye and stared at her. “You're a crazy lady too. I never would have guessed.”




    




    * * * *




    




    The air seemed startlingly empty as the recording clicked off. The room stirred. Slowly people looked at each other and spoke in low voices. Priscilla suppressed a smile. She would allow them a little time to get worked up about what they had just heard before she completed her attack.




    At the table, the Board members looked at each other uncomfortably. In front of them, Trehearne was expressionless. Valerie cleared her throat, and conversation died away as the room waited to hear her. “Ah—well. Now we have all heard that, I suppose I had better ask the Investigator to make a closing statement so that we can move to a decision.”




    At this point Trehearne sat forward. “Excuse me, Madam Chairperson. I am not familiar with your normal method of proceeding, but when do we have a chance to discuss the book?”




    Valerie looked as if she were at a loss. Matters like this were never discussed. Priscilla could not remember an occasion when there had been anything to consider, and the story they had just heard was so obviously perverse that any discussion was superfluous. Valerie looked at the other Board members uncomfortably.




    She sat up firmly. “We don't normally discuss things like this, Trehearne.”




    He seemed unperturbed. “Oh, I am sure there are some things that should be mulled over before the Board moves to a decision. We would not like to behave in an undemocratic fashion, wouldn't you say? And consideration before action is part of democracy, I believe.”




    Valerie seemed put out. She leaned over to her neighbours, and they whispered between themselves. Priscilla could see they were worried. Perhaps they felt the eye of the media on them.




    Valerie addressed the room. “We have heard evidence of the nature of the book. That much is clear. The applicant says he would like to discuss it before we move to a decision, and in the interest of democracy we should encourage that. However, Trehearne,” and here she looked down her long nose at the man seated before her, “I must warn you that the Board will not tolerate any wasting of its time. Right—discuss!”




    “Thank you, Madam Chairperson,” said Trehearne, rising to his feet. “We have just heard a fine recital of the first story in Foreign Affairs 1. I hope that at least some of our audience enjoyed it. However, I can see from the steely glint in the Investigator's eye that she did not. Perhaps we would move forward faster if she could explain to us which parts of the story she found unacceptable.”




    Priscilla was taken by surprise but determined not to yield an inch. Trehearne might be thinking he could make a fool of her, embarrass her by forcing her into talking about perverse practices and private feelings, but he would find out just how tough she could be.




    “Your question is ridiculous, Trehearne. The whole thing was disgusting. But suppose you start straight away by considering the photographs of the girls on the calendar. They were clearly portraying women in a demeaning light, treating them purely as objects, not as people. And note that all of this happens in the first paragraphs of your book. The public would be distressed to know that there is far worse material later on.”




    “Very well. I understand you are objecting to photographs of beautiful women—”




    “Beautiful women with no clothes on!”




    “Yes, that's right. Beautiful women with no clothes on. I feel your position is quite unreasonable. I believe that modern magazines for ladies are full of images of women with very little clothing or none at all. The ladies in these magazines are all models, and it is their profession to keep themselves beautiful and pose for photographs. Are we to assume that the Investigator would wish to stop them working?”




    A mutter of quiet comment came from behind him, and it seemed to give him approval.




    Priscilla had to reply, but she already had the feeling that Trehearne might be better at argument than he appeared. “The point is not the profession of the women concerned, although they must be pretty simple if they call standing around with no clothes on a profession. The point is that they were there for men to drool over, and that gives men unhealthy, sexist thoughts.”




    Trehearne smiled at her in an approving way. “Thank you, Miss Investigator. There may be men or women who think degrading thoughts when they see any photograph. I would submit our characters are not like that. They're nice, sensitive people, aren't they?” Again an approving murmur from the audience.




    “Nice and sensitive? They are perverts!”




    “Really? Is that how you see them? I suppose I should question you about how you define ‘perverts’. I hope you don't just mean people who do things that it would embarrass you to enjoy or admit to enjoying? What exactly do you object to?”




    Priscilla saw a trap opening for her. She could hardly admit to her private hatred of the thought of two women making love to each other. The Lesbian Faction was far too vocal and there had been no violence or children involved. Trehearne had maintained an aura of extreme perversion without giving her anything substantial to get hold of. She decided to try another tack, one she had been keeping in reserve. “Trehearne, please tell the Board how much of this book is autobiographical.”




    Trehearne thought for a moment before addressing the Board. “Madam Chairperson. The Investigator has asked me a serious question that I am not able to answer. Some of this book I know to be true. Some I heard about second-hand, and some is pure imagination. But all through it, there are real people involved—admittedly under other names. As a gentleman, I cannot encourage any speculation that might identify the real characters without their permission.”




    Valerie froze with surprise. “Some of this is true?”




    “Yes. Approximately three-quarters, I would say.”




    “You mean people actually do these things?”




    “Of course. Why do you ask?”




    Priscilla leaped to the rescue. “Chairperson, it's approaching twelve o'clock. Might we stop for lunch now and continue the discussion this afternoon?”




    Valerie turned to her in a daze before nodding. “Very well. We'll reconvene at two o'clock.” The room filled with a hubbub as the Board rose to leave. The media crowded out of the room, eager to get reports back to their editors.




    Priscilla lunched alone in her room on sandwiches and yoghurt. She felt unhappy with the way things had gone. Trehearne was far smarter than she had anticipated. He just sat there looking calm and rational. His presence in the room was so positive that the spectators had begun to favour him, and that could make her look like an intemperate bully. She would have to take care to make him do more of the talking. He would damn himself with his own words. She had just kicked off her shoes and put her feet on the desk when the telephone rang. It was Valerie, asking her to come down to her office.




    All three Board members were there, sitting in the comfortable chairs of Valerie's conference area, watching the television. Without taking their attention away from the screen, they waved Priscilla to a seat. The presenter was wrapping up a panel of experts. “So there we have it. Professor Holmes is nearly certain that John Trehearne's civil rights are being infringed by the nature of the Board hearing, but on the other hand, he found the story we heard was not suitable for the general public. Theatre critic Rosalie Williams found the story thought-provoking and would like to hear a radio play made of it, as a stage play would be too explicit and—she feels—too exhausting for the actors. What do you feel? Telephone and let us know. Station 12 will continue its live coverage as soon as the Board reconvenes, and we hope that this afternoon's events will be as – er – thought-provoking as this morning's.”




    “That's terrible!” burst out Priscilla. “They're treating us like a circus. This is a very serious issue.”




    “Of course, my dear,” said the Major. “Very serious, but justice has to be seen to be done. Besides, the television people did a very good job with you. You looked so professional. Didn't do so badly with us, although I wish you hadn't worn that striped blouse, Valerie. Maybe we ought to ask one of the television experts what to wear tomorrow.”




    “Tomorrow?” Priscilla could not believe it. “We won't be continuing into tomorrow, will we?”




    “We've been discussing that, Priscilla. Over lunch. We've decided the television coverage is very good for the Authority. People will see just how hard we work to protect them. So we'd like you to examine more of the book before we reach our decision. A couple of days more, I should think. Until the cameras get bored.”




    “And then you'll decide against the book?”




    “Oh, I should think so, wouldn't you? Given the content.”




    At this point, Susan Chippings cleared her throat. She had said nothing all morning. “About the story. Do you really think it is true?”




    The thought had troubled Priscilla as well. “I don't know. I mean, I don't know of any people who would behave like that.”




    “Don't you believe it, my girl,” said the Major with a laugh. “You'd be surprised what people get up to once their bedroom curtains are closed. I ought to know. I was in charge of covert surveillance when I was with the Ministry, you know. Used to bug all sorts of bedrooms. Be surprised what I saw and heard. There's naught so queer as folk.”




    Susan was still trying to get her point out. “It's the way he writes about it all. I mean, it's terribly, sort of, well, exciting, I suppose you'd say. I mean, perhaps people liked listening to it.”




    Valerie and Priscilla looked at her blankly for a moment, which made the Major shout with laughter and slap Susan's shoulder. “Well, Valerie and Priscilla certainly didn't get excited over it, did they? No danger of them getting hot and wet!”




    “Really, Major!” said Valerie disdainfully. “Sometimes you are just too coarse.”




    “Humph. Maybe you're right. Sorry about that. Come and watch what The News is going to say about it all.”




    The News had quite a lot to say. The proceedings were the major news item of the day, and Priscilla saw herself addressing the Board. Her dark suit made her look very professional; she was pleased with her appearance. They played nearly all of her initial address. The commentator did upset her by saying that she peered over her glasses at Trehearne with an expression that suggested she disembowelled live pigeons for relaxation.




    Then Trehearne himself came on. Heavily prodded by the reporter to say something dramatic, he only said that the book would speak for itself. Asked for his opinion of the Board, he sounded surprisingly mild. He called them well-meaning and fair people but perhaps a little isolated from the rest of the world. He was positively expansive about Priscilla. Such a sharp mind, he said, and such an attractive and sexy personality. She made him feel quite nervous about his chances of success. Priscilla returned to her office boiling with fury at the adjective ‘sexy’. How degrading!




    When she returned to the hearing room, she had to fight her way in. The number of television cameras had doubled. The Board's coffee table was completely covered with microphones. They had put up a microphone stand for her and another for Trehearne. Things were getting out of hand.




    She had taken time to review her strategy. Incredibly, Trehearne had not been damaged by the morning's revelations. Far from it. He seemed to be gathering popular support. She would give him enough rope to hang himself. The Board wanted a longer period in front of the cameras, and that suited her approach very well. By the end of it, she would bury Trehearne.




    The Board filed in, looking rather grander and more serious than normal. Priscilla was about to start the afternoon session when an interruption came from the back of the room.




    An alien figure pushed her way through the crowd. Obviously female, she wore black from head to toe. A gleaming, full-face, motorcycle crash helmet; skin-tight leather catsuit moulded an elegantly slim figure. She wore expensively tooled cowboy boots. All in immaculate black. She stood in front of the Board and took off her helmet. Long straw-blonde hair spilled over her shoulders. The audience gave a collective sigh as they realised just how perfectly beautiful she was. She spoke.




    “Chairperson, I have an urgent message from the Wandsworth Female Models’ Co-operative.” She passed over a brown envelope. Valerie took out a single sheet of paper and read it with a frown.




    She looked up as if surprised to see the messenger still waiting. “Thank you. You may leave now.”




    “No. I'm going to stay. I've got to report back for the others.” She turned and squeezed into the crowd.




    Valerie sounded nervous. “I suppose I had better read this. It's addressed to the Board from the Models’ Co-operative and says the following: Members of the Wandsworth Female Models’ Co-operative object strongly to comments made by the Investigator about models and their profession. They demand a full and public apology from the Investigator, or the Authority will be asked to take disciplinary action against her. Priscilla, do you want to say something?”




    It was an impossible situation. Better to apologise now in front of the cameras and hope that everyone had forgotten about it by the end of the day. “Certainly, Chairperson. I must apologise for my ill-judged and totally inaccurate comments about a group of hard-working and professional women. I will be more careful in the future.




    “Now, Chairperson, I suggest that we have had enough time to discuss the first story in the book, and that we ought to move on. I would like to pass over the second story as it does not seem to raise issues of gender, and go on to the third.”




    Trehearne stood up. Got you, she thought triumphantly. Let's see how your audience likes this one.




    Trehearne addressed the Board. “Chairperson, the stories in this book are carefully written and are part of a whole. I don't see why the Investigator should be allowed to flick through the book looking for parts that she finds—er—intriguing. It would be useful to the Board to hear the other parts also.”




    Priscilla leapt in. “While the Board is deciding that point, I would like to ask Trehearne a couple of questions. First, have you ever worked on an oil-rig in the Java Sea?”




    “Yes. I—”




    “Yes will be enough, thank you, Trehearne. And did you meet anyone there with the same sexual preference as the laundry worker who features in the second story? That is yes? Good. In that case, I have no objection to moving on to the second story.” At a nod from Valerie, she telephoned to have the tape started.
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