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Gin and Lime Street

Adam Aymes





CHAPTER ONE

Laura Rivers drew herself lazily out of bed and
gracefully pulled on her negligee. She drew back her heavy cream
silk curtains.

It was a truly glorious English summer's day
and the view from the top of Shepherd's Hill was splendid. She ran
her forefinger across her window sill and looked at it. It was
perfectly clean. Dust didn't gather in this, the best part of the
city, like it did nearer the town centre with its slums, chimney
smoke and noisy dirty docks.

She looked up at the sky. There was not a cloud
to be seen and it seemed that it would be a really warm
evening—just right—for it was June the 24th, Midsummer's Night, and
all her friends would be coming dressed as their favourite
Shakespearean character to her party.

Crossing the room, she arranged herself in
front of her mirror and examined her face minutely. The jaw-line
was perhaps a bit heavy but did not interfere with the femininity
of her pretty face. She sighed with relief—not a single wrinkle was
to be seen. She was over thirty.

She closely examined her hair. The rich corn
yellow colour went evenly and glossily from the ends of her hair to
the very roots. A good hairdresser was undoubtedly a girl's best
friend. Yes, the shade of blue in her negligee was just right to
emphasize the blueness of her eyes.

Standing up she twirled round and round taking
off her negligee and nightie as she turned, so that as they dropped
to the floor it seemed as if she had appeared naked from a
diaphanous swirling blue cloud.

She eyed herself appraisingly. An excellent
figure. Above average in height with all the curves in the right
places. She caressed her breasts, how firm they felt under her soft
skin. She pinched her nipples to make them stand out. She patted
her flat tummy with gratification and ran her hands up and down her
long smooth well-formed legs.

Stepping closer to the mirror she bent forward
and examined her pubic hair. There was just a trace of dark hair
showing by the roots. Opening her drawer she pulled out a fine
mascara brush and a tube of bleaching cream.

She sat down on the dressing table stool and
placed her feet wide apart at each corner, then bending down
between her drawn-up knees she concentrated hard. It was most
important not to let any of the bleach get onto the already
bleached part otherwise it would lose its yellowness and become
white. To look natural an even spread of colour was essential.

Carefully and diligently she worked and when
she had finished, she began gently to move the tiny bristles of the
mascara brush up-and-down and across-and-back her clitoris and
watched with increasing intensity in the mirror as it became pinker
and pinker and larger and larger.

Soon she put her feet against the mirror and
began rocking herself backwards and forwards, stabbing the brush
against her clitoris which was now an angry red. She began to moan
and sway, push her feet hard against and then lift them off the
mirror in rhythm.

Faintly at first and then copiously cunt juice
began to flow and gather in a little pool on the stool. When she
thought there was enough she stopped and gathered up the fluid in
her hands, sniffed it appreciatively and then lovingly and gently
spread it across her face and neck. Then she smoothed it in until
there was no trace left. Nothing, but nothing, was so good for
keeping wrinkles at bay!

She stood up and stretched and did a few daily
exercises, then she took the soda syphon off her dressing-table and
went to the bathroom.

She filled the syphon with lukewarm water and a
tablespoonful of herbal oils and charged it with three bulbs of
compressed air (although the instructions recommended only two).
She shook it vigorously in front of the mirror so that she could
admire her shaking curves at the same time, and then stepped into
the bath.

Opening her legs, she inserted the nozzle as
far up her vagina as she possibly could and began to squirt —she
gave sighs of sheer delight as the liquid fizzled, bubbled and ran
all over her vagina with excitingly hard sprays. She sighed to
herself when it was all over and then she filled the bath.

After her bath she patted herself dry and then
massaged herself with a body lotion till she glowed.

She decided against underpants—they would spoil
the smoothness of line. She selected a pair of leopard-spotted
tights and sitting on the edge of a chair, carefully pulled them
on, easing them up and enjoying the feel of tightness as they clung
to her legs. Standing up she pulled them up to her waist and then
carefully ran her finger down the centre of her bottom and up
between her legs making sure that every feminine crease was well
delineated.

Glancing through her drawers searching for a
suitable top, she remembered that she had left her black
elasticised French blouse in Maurice's bedroom, Swaying her hips,
her naked breasts moving sit rhythm, she padded across the thick
carpeting into the lilac-and-navy bedroom that Maurice referred to
as the 'matrimonial' bedroom because it had a double-bed. Not that
she'd actually shared it with him, of course.

In the early years of their marriage she used
to come to this room and lie down on the bed, making sure when she
got up that the indentations of her body were imprinted on the
quilted cover. Then, when he came home she'd explain to him,
“Darling, I missed you so much that I felt I had to come and lie
down on your bed.” He used to be so delighted that he'd rush around
doing anything at all to please her, hoping that she'd finally come
round to spending the night with him. But she'd just let him work
himself up to such a pitch of desire that his whole body and voice
would tremble as he pleaded with her, then she'd slip out of his
bed and run to her bedroom shutting her door with a slam and
rattling the key loudly as she turned it in the lock. Then she'd
quietly, slowly unlock her door, open it, creep along the landing
and listen to him. Sometimes he would be crying in his pillow with
frustration and despair. How she'd gloried in her power to reduce
him to such a lowly state with her irresistible body.

She frowned. It was quite a time since he'd
done anything like that, she must make an effort. She quickly found
her blouse and slipped it on. It clung to her like a second skin.
It did up with three little buttons at the waist, from where it
remained open in an ever-widening V-shape. It barely covered her
nipples and merely skirted the edge of her shoulders. Her breasts
showed up magnificently, swelling round, female and inviting.

She heard Maurice's Jaguar turn in the
driveway. Hurrying downstairs she rushed into the kitchen and
carefully picked up two huge handcut crystal bowls, a soup ladle
and a measuring jug. She took them to the dining-room, put them on
the beautifully polished table and just had time to open the
well-stocked cocktail cabinet when Maurice came in.

He was very neat and dapper with a slightly
military squareness to the shoulders of his dark suit. He was two
inches shorter than Laura and she always wore very high heels to
emphasize this, and also because she liked to think of his admiring
eyes looking adoringly upwards at her like a plant stretching
towards the sun. His black curly hair had a sprinkling of grey. His
crooked nose would have made him ugly had it not been for his large
sparkling brown eyes mirroring a kindly gentle nature.

Laura pitched her voice extra low so it sounded
like honeyed gravel. “Hullo, darling, I am so pleased you've
managed to get away early, I've been standing here for ages trying
to make up my mind what to mix with what for our punch tonight.”
She pressed up against him and bending her head slightly to one
side she kissed him—first softly and then moving her lips along
his, gently nibbling.

Maurice kissed her back perfunctorily, put an
arm on her waist twisting her round away from him till she faced
the cocktail cabinet. He began to lock up the cabinet explaining,
“As the base of the punch will be gin Laura dear, I shall mix it
fresh just before the party starts, I don't want you getting drunk
too soon.”

Laura purred, “Oh! I didn't know that Maurice.”
She cuddled him. He pushed her away, “Not now, Laura. It's just a
waste of time, isn't it?” She came close to him again. “Laura, I'm
just about fed up with all this.” She moved her body against his
from left to right and saw a flicker of interest in his eyes.
“Maurice, I will this time. Really I will.” Her hands massaged his
back as she pressed closer. But he detached himself from her. “I
used to believe that sort of talk before Laura, but not anymore.”
He turned to go upstairs. She followed him.

“Please, Maurice, I love you.”

“I've heard that just too many times before.
You don't know what love means.”

She petted his bottom, slipping her hands
between his legs and squeezing his cock. “Laura, will you stop it!”
She kept on pawing his balls until he felt he couldn't stand
anymore. “Laura, I've told you. Stop that! I'm just not
interested.” She laughed, “Then why are you rising?”

“Merely because you have irritated me and I
want to urinate.” He strode off to the bathroom and slammed the
door behind him. He started the taps running so that she couldn't
make out whether he was urinating or not, and also to drown any
sound of masturbating. When he finished, he returned to his
bedroom. Laura was sulking on the bed. “Please, Maurice, just this
one last chance then. Come on. While everybody's out and we're
alone.”

He looked at her on the bed. Her beautiful
body, her gorgeous full breasts, her pouting lips and lovely blonde
hair.

“Maurice, you're rising again!” She crowed
triumphantly. “Come on. I really will this time. To thank you for
this lovely new house, for the party we're having tonight and
everything. I really will be brave.”

He lay on the bed beside her and caressed her,
while her hands teased him. He opened her black blouse and savoured
her breasts, by pushing his nose into them and mouthing them and
kissing them. A faint perspiration of desire broke out on his
forehead. “Poor Maurice,” she purred wiping his brow.

He began to ease off her leotards. “Oh Laura,”
he gently bit her thighs and then got on his knees and rubbed his
curly head against her pubic hairs and kissed her cunt. He loved
the smell of her, reminding him of a garden of freshly growing
herbs.

He stretched out beside her and ran his fingers
outside her labia, pressing them together, then opened them wide
and slipped his fingers into her vagina.

“Maurice,” she snapped, “not with your bare
fingers, you know how afraid I am of catching an infection or
something.”

He groaned, “I knew you didn't mean it.”

“Oh, but I do. Really I do.” She rolled off the
bed and went to the dressing-table. She withdrew two finger-stalls
from a packet and scampering on the bed again, she slipped them
over the forefinger and middle finger of his right hand.

She lay down beside him, one leg stretched out
and the other knee flexed, “Come on.”

“You don't mean it.”

“Yes, I do, but you won't give me a
chance.”

He looked at her lovely pink cunt all exposed
with a golden halo of fair silky hair. He wanted to push his cock
into that more than even Ali Baba wanted to enter the cave of gold
and jewels. But Ali Baba had only to mention the magic words, “Open
Sesame,” whilst in all his married years he had not yet found the
magic words to enter those soft pink portals of Laura's.

He pushed his fingers round and round until wet
sucking sounds came from her vagina.

He was so excited that he could hardly contain
himself any longer—his cock was out, long, straight and hard as a
ramrod, literally twitching to get in. He saw the first heralding
spots of semen fall onto the bed—he wouldn't be able to wait much
longer now.

Laura's eyes were closed and she started
writhing. He pressed close and tried to mount but she was too
swift. She slid her buttocks rapidly away and off the bed,
shouting, “No. No.” She disgustedly added, “Look out! You're making
my tights sticky!” She grabbed at them and pulled them from under
him sighing, “Thank God, I've saved them from that mess!” She stood
back and laughed as he came all over the bedspread.

Her eyes looked very blue, very cold and very
triumphant. She reminded him of a cat looking at a trapped mouse,
and then she began to paw his shrinking cock in the same manner. He
struck her hand away.

“I am sorry Maurice but I lost my nerve at the
last minute. I really did mean to try this time.” Her gloating eyes
belied her. For the first time in his life Maurice began to hate
her. She made such a mockery out of him! He knew he should get up
and beat her into submission, but his gentle nature forbade him to
act in such a way.

The doorbell rang. Laura got to her feet. “That
must be Caroline!” As she left the room Maurice cursed himself for
allowing himself to be taken in again. Slowly he dressed
himself.

As he began to go downstairs he heard Laura's
raised voice shouting at Caroline, their adopted daughter. He went
back to his room, as he knew better than to put in an appearance at
such a time. Both would appeal to him and if he took Caroline's
side then Laura would make life almost unbearable for the child as
well as snap at them both for a whole week accusing them of
“ganging-up” against her. It would be impossible to take Laura's
side as she was always, unrelentingly, harsh with Caroline.

Maurice sat on the edge of his bed and sighed.
The truth was that Laura bore no love for Caroline. She was the
sweetest, cuddliest, little baby imaginable— but within a few weeks
of adopting her Laura left for a prolonged holiday abroad because
she said Caroline's crying got on her nerves. When Laura returned,
she started crying again, so even at that tender age she was aware
of Laura's antipathy.

Laura made such a fuss if she had to do
anything for Caroline that in the end they engaged an au-pair girl,
and when she had the afternoon or evening off, then Maurice would
bathe Caroline and put her to bed.

Caroline invariably became over-attached to the
au-pair girls. As Laura didn't get on with the girls, they were
changed frequently. It was crucifying to watch Caroline's
heart-break as each beloved au-pair girl left. Laura would make a
feeble attempt of assuring her that “Mummy loves you and is always
here,” but the child was intelligent enough to know how worthless
this was.

Their current au-pair girl, Helena, had only
yesterday been rash enough to tell Laura that she loved Caroline
more than Laura did. Last night Caroline had had a nightmare and
while she was crying in her room, Laura had stood on the landing
and screamed at Helena, “If you love Caroline why don't you get up
and deal with her?” Helena had shouted back, “You're supposed to be
her Mother and love her! You should be ashamed of yourself to ask
me to go!” Meanwhile the poor child was getting more and more
upset, until in the end he went and soothed her. Of course, Laura
saw to it that Helena left first thing in the morning and once
again Caroline was faced with the loss of a loved one. He supposed
that he'd have to put her to bed tonight but actually he felt a bit
guilty about bathing her, now that she was eleven and signs of
puberty were advanced.

“Maurice, Maurice,” Laura called out to him,
“will you take Caroline to her dancing lessons?” Dancing lessons,
swimming lessons, horse-riding lessons, elocution lessons, skating
lessons, piano lessons. That poor child had too many lessons
altogether, but it gave Laura so much pleasure to boast about
Caroline's prowess to other mothers. Anyway, it was useless to
argue with her as she took the line that to stop any lesson would
be denying an opportunity to Caroline. What that child needed was
time spent in the loving care of a truly maternal woman.

Maurice sighed. He would go down and appear
reluctant to take Caroline so that Laura would not realise how much
pleasure he got from the child's company, just taking her to and
from the lessons. He knew instinctively that if Laura even
suspected that he enjoyed Caroline's company she'd immediately find
some other way of getting Caroline to her lessons. He smiled wryly
to himself. She might even take Caroline herself—after all that was
the reason she gave for badgering her own car from him! Caroline
brought such sweetness to his life that it made it worth
living.

As Laura watched Maurice drive away with
Caroline she thought what marvellous acting ability each had. They
looked so happy in each other's company that an outsider wouldn't
realise how reluctant Maurice was to take Caroline anywhere or how
hesitant she was at the thought of going with her Daddy. No doubt
she found him a crashing bore! She was pleased that she had booked
Caroline up with a lesson for every afternoon, it kept her out of
the house longer.

It was becoming an increasingly difficult
problem to make up her mind as to how to introduce Caroline to
people. Either as her own daughter or as her adopted daughter. The
child was so lovely with her large blue eyes and natural blond hair
that it was a compliment to herself to be taken for Caroline's
mother. On the other hand, the way people looked up to her for
having done such a wonderful thing in adopting a child was most
gratifying.

In the car Caroline smiled happily at Maurice.
“You know, Daddy, I hate my lessons but the best part of the day is
when I have you to myself taking me there and bringing me back.
Don't tell Mummy though, will you? I love you so much, Daddy.”

“I love you too, sweetest Caroline. Do you know
that you're the most precious thing in the whole wide world to me?”
The way she looked at him adoringly and lovingly made him lose his
trapped feeling, and be himself and a man again.



CHAPTER TWO

The air hostess emerged from the pilot's cabin.
As she walked towards Martin Masterson she studied him. He was very
tall and rugged. His skin had that natural healthy tan that comes
from several Mediterranean holidays a year. His figure was very
athletic and, even though he was asleep, she was aware of his
animal virility. She knew that his colleagues referred to him as
'M.M.' or 'Money Maker.'

Tapping him gently on the shoulder, she
murmured, “Mr. Masterson, we're coming into Liverpool now.”

He opened his clear grey eyes and gave her a
steady admiring look coupled with a slow gentle smile, which made
her heart beat a little faster as she felt sexually aroused. She
thought, “What a man!” —but turned away so that he wouldn't see her
faint blush. Just then the sign flashed on, “Fasten your belts and
put out your cigarettes.”

Martin fumbled for his belt. Looking out of the
window he saw the pall of cloud over the city and the orange lights
of the airport runway. He sighed. He hadn't wanted to come back
tonight but Joan, his wife, had insisted. He wouldn't have given
way to her, though, except that he had a score to settle with that
bitch Laura Rivers. There was no doubt that Joan wouldn't be so
keen to go to that Midsummer Night's Party if she knew about the
time Laura came to see him at the office! His face darkened as a
dull glow of anger spread over his handsome features, his eyes
narrowed and his mouth took on a thin determined line.

He remembered that it had been an exceptionally
warm sunny day and he had just come into his office from a
successful luncheon-cum-business meeting, feeling on top of the
world, when his secretary announced with raised eyebrows, “There's
a lady waiting to see you. She wouldn't give her name but said she
was a personal friend, so I showed her into your office.” Puzzled,
he had entered to find Laura sitting at his desk.

“Hullo Martin,” she whispered huskily, and then
puckered her lips as if inviting a kiss.

Instinctively Martin felt he had to be
cautious. “Why Laura, what a very pleasant surprise! It is really
nice of you to come and see me. Is there anything I can do for
you?” He extended his hand to her.

Putting out both her hands, she gently clasped
his hand between and drew it to her breast. “Martin,” she kept her
voice low and beckoned with her eyes, “I came to you for advice. I
want to alter the wall between my sitting-room and dining-room and
I thought 'nobody but the best architect in town is good enough for
me' and so I came to you.”

Gently extricating his hand and pulling another
chair up, he invited her to sit in it so that he could get to the
drawers in his desk. She stood up and it was not really necessary
to be an architect and understand stress and support to notice that
under the jacket of her deep blue suit she wore no blouse and no
brassiere. She pressed up against him as she passed and his male
sixth sense told him that she wore no pants either, just a narrow
girdle to keep her stockings up.

She arranged herself decoratively in the chair
he'd indicated, her tight skirt drawn well up her thighs— showing
off her long shapely legs to maximum advantage.

Martin sat himself behind his desk and very
methodically opened a drawer and withdrew pen, pencil, and a large
sheet of drawing paper which he carefully arranged in front of him.
“Now, let's see. As I remember it, your sitting-room is like this.”
With his long agile fingers he quickly and neatly drew a diagram of
her room with all the furniture correctly placed.. “And your
dining-room is like this.” But before he could sketch it in, Laura
pulled the paper from him, held it up and examined the
sitting-room. “I didn't realise you had such an eye for detail,”
she whispered huskily as she walked round and stood just behind
him, leaning over him so that her breasts were touching his
shoulder. Placing the paper on the desk in front of him she
queried, “Now, the dining-room?”

As he sketched she put her hand on his right
arm lightly. “Mmmm. I can feel your muscles moving,” she sounded
quite thrilled. “I didn't know that arm muscles are brought into
action when drawing, I thought only the wrist was used.” He turned
and looked up at her. She was really lovely. He could see her pulse
moving under her throat and it crossed his mind that it was like
sexual movements at the climax, quick up-down, up-down, up-down.
God. Her perfume was intoxicating! He had to clear his throat
before he could speak.

“Laura, why don't you get your chair and bring
it alongside if you want to watch me draw?”

She placed her chair so close to his and at
such an angle that her leg was touching his. She kept moving
slightly in her chair as if to make herself more comfortable,
rubbing her leg against his in a different spot each time so that
he, against his will, found himself wondering which part of his leg
she was going to contact next.

As the dining-room grew under his pencil, she
leaned forward until her breast was upon his upper arm and she
again put her hand lightly on his lower arm to feel his muscles at
work. Her perfume invaded his senses. There was nothing flowery or
sweet about it like the perfume Joan used, it was very musky and
earthy and created in his mind nebulous visions of animals rolling
on a grassy bank, freely and uninhibitedly indulging and glorying
in sex.

“Here is your dining-room completed. Now, what
do you want altered?”

“Well, I don't know really. I came to ask you
for ideas.” She smiled. Her lips were inches away from his own and
he could see her little red pointed tongue moving between her
teeth. Then she volunteered, “Martin, I can't quite remember how
your entertaining rooms go but I think I'd like something
similar.”

“That is out of the question. The lay-out of
your hall and stairs are quite different.” She pouted, “If I could
see for myself how it was 'out of the question' I'd believe you
more readily.” Martin stood up. “I haven't got very much to do this
afternoon, so would you like me to drive you to my house so you can
see for yourself?”

Laura stood up too and leaned on him so that he
could feel with his own body how her bust curved out and in, then
the curve of her hips and thighs. Her head came just to his mouth
and the scent of perfume from her yellow blond hair assailed his
senses so that he had a vision of making love in a field of corn.
Standing naked in a corn field with the tall stalks and leaf fronds
brushing against his body, their ripened heads moving to and fro,
to and fro in a stimulating breeze, their silky fibres resembling
female pubic hair swaying invitingly to join in the natural rhythm
of sex. To roll over and over in the fertile earth, the blue sky
above and Laura's blue eyes below, and feel the sticky sap from the
broken corn stalks trickle warmly, soothingly over his body.

Laura's voice intruded upon his vision. “Thank
you Martin. I'm sure Joan won't mind, I just met her in town and
she told me she was trying to buy a pair of shoes to match her new
handbag. She's going to have quite a long hard search. She also
said that your little daughter Dina had gone out for the day with
some friends on a picnic.”

Mentally Martin felt to go home would be like
walking into a trap but physically he felt his office to be a worse
trap, preventing him from removing his clothes and Laura's clothes
and giving themselves up to the delights of nature.

“O.K., Laura. I'll just tidy up one or two odds
and ends and leave instructions with my secretary. So, if you start
walking towards the car park I'll catch you up before you get to my
Bentley. You know the brown and gold one.”

Martin had read somewhere that driving was a
sexual stimulant, at the time he disbelieved it as he had never
noticed it. But driving with Laura beside him, nestled close, the
open windows letting the warm breeze blow Laura's hair against his
neck and cheek, her hand resting on his thigh, was excruciatingly
stimulating.

Suddenly her hand moved further up his thigh
and with her forefinger she began to trace circles round and round.
He could feel the blood flow rushing between his legs. He made a
tremendous effort to relax his limbs and taking his hand off the
wheel, he slapped her hand away. She glanced at him sharply. He
apologised, “I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you. It was just
automatic. You never know when people might suddenly dash into the
roads.” Laura sulked.

Neither said anything more until they arrived
at Martin's house. “Here we are, Laura, can I get you a drink? What
will you have?”

“Actually, I'd rather go upstairs and powder my
nose and comb my hair which must be quite untidy.”

“Windblown hair suits you, but HI show you
upstairs all the same.” Indicating that she should go first, Martin
followed her up, his eyes on her legs and tight round bottom.

Martin stood outside the toilet door and
listened. His knees trembled slightly as he always, even as a
little boy, found that the sound of fluid flowing from a female
body was excitingly carnal. He heard the rustle of toilet paper and
visualised her wiping dry her soft skin and hair.

As she pulled the flush he automatically
stepped into the beautiful double bedroom he shared with Joan and
crossed to look out of the window, putting a bored expression on
his face as if he had been looking at the view while waiting.

When Laura came in the room she went straight
to the full length mirror and began combing and rearranging her
hair. Martin could think of nothing to say but watched her
pleasurably and anticipatingly. For some time now Joan had been too
tired, or “not feeling well,” or offering some feeble excuse to
stem his advances—and all these occasions when he had quelled his
desires seemed to gather force within him so that never at any time
in his life had his body so longed for intercourse. The effort to
control himself and appear nonchalant was making him perspire.

At length, Laura seemed satisfied with her
appearance and sat on the edge of the bed flinging herself back
onto her elbows. “Gosh! I feel so hot I'd like to take off my
jacket.”

“Why don't you then?”

Laura laughed naughtily, “I have nothing on
underneath.”

“All the better and easier for cooling then
isn't it?”

“Well, if you're sure you don't mind ...”

“Why should I mind? I've seen uncountable nude
breasts in my lifetime, used to sketch them everyday in art
classes. I assure you the female breast has no mysteries for
me.”

Laura looked at him speculatively and
unbuttoned her jacket, slowly withdrew one arm and then the other.
Then quick as a flash she threw it across to him shouting,
“Catch!”

The jacket hit him in the face and as he drew
in his breath in surprise his lungs filled with a mixture of
perfume intermingled with underarm perspiration, making it even
more exciting.

Laura bounced up and down on the bed, her
magnificent breasts rolling. Her skin was very pale and her
aureolae flushed a deep pink. Dropping her jacket on the floor
Martin opened the window. A draught swept into the room causing her
nipples to pucker and harden. She came out in faint goose-pimples.
Crossing hands over her chest she began to rub her arms. “Oooh.
Please shut the window Martin. It is a little too chilly.”

Shutting the window and taking off his jacket,
he strode over to her, sat down beside her and helped to rub her
arms, saying persuasively, “Here, let me give you a hand.”

Gradually Laura stopped rubbing her arms and
Martin took over completely. His hands covering a greater area each
time until they were rubbing over her breasts. He cupped a breast
in each hand and with his thumbs pressed in her nipples. As he
removed his thumbs, her nipples sprang out again firm and rosy as
ever. He did this several times and then bent forward and clapped
his mouth over the nearest one, gripping it gently between his
teeth while rolling his tongue round and round it.

He pushed her back and half lay over her,
stroking her from her neck to her waist giving her breasts a firm
squeeze each time. He felt her hands fumbling with his
trousers.

His fingers tried to get under the waistband of
her skirt. They wanted urgently to cover a further area of her
body, to pry and probe into deep crevices, stretching and
stimulating and preparing so that juices would spring forth as the
earth gave forth sweet water through her wells. His voice broke,
“Laura... take ... off... your skirt.”

“You've got me pinned down, so I can't move.”
Martin got up, retaining one hand on her breast. Laura removed it
and stood up, pulling him towards her she began to unbutton his
shirt, pull down his braces and undo his trousers. She laughed, “If
you want me to get undressed then I see no reason why you shouldn't
strip first.”

Breathing slowly and deeply Martin managed to
control his trembling, and making his movements casual, he
stripped. Laura drew her breath. “Wow, what a beautiful body you
have.”

“I'm glad you like it—now down with your
skirt.” Sitting on the edge of the bed with his legs apart he
pulled her close to him and began to unzip her skirt. She struggled
but he held her even closer. She begged, “Please, Martin, let me
take it off myself, I'm afraid you might tear my stockings.” He let
go of her.

She walked away from him and with tantalising
slowness raised her skirt and unfastened one stocking. She rolled
it neatly down to her ankle. She slipped off her high
stiletto-heeled shoe and rolled the stocking right off and then put
her shoe on again. She repeated the process with her other
stocking, going deliberately slower. Realising this was intentional
teasing, Martin ground his teeth tightly to prevent himself from
begging her to hurry or give her any indication how tormented he
felt. He'd show her he could wait.

She then pulled her zipper down as far as it
would go and put her hand into her skirt. After fiddling for what
seemed an eternity she withdrew a narrow beautifully embroidered
suspender belt. She folded it over and over again and placed it
neatly on the mantelpiece. Then with her back towards him she
suddenly dropped her skirt and still keeping her back towards him
she stepped over it. Then with her legs straight but apart she bent
down to pick up the skirt. Martin thought that a photographic shot
of her in such a position would be considered pornographic but with
her proportions and curves it would also be undeniably beautiful.
She folded her skirt and placed it on a chair and then quickly
turned to face him.

Martin gasped with surprise, “Why, you really
are a blonde! I thought...”

“You thought I was a brunette, did you?” Her
voice rose in anger. “You thought I was a dyed blonde did you?” She
sneered, “You thought I was a fake, did you? Thought I was a
brassy, bold cheap dyed blonde, did you?” She slipped off her shoe
and hurled it at him, scoring a direct hit as it struck his face.
He was so startled he felt dazed. She threw the other shoe at him
but this time he caught it. In between throwing the two shoes she
had slipped on her skirt again and was now putting on her jacket.
Her face was contorted and she sounded close to tears.

He stood up to go and comfort her and apologise
when, suddenly, he caught the expression in her eyes and it dawned
upon him that she had never intended to actually have intercourse
with him—but only to tease.

Controlling his anger, he took his
black-and-gold embroidered dressing-gown from his wardrobe and put
it on. He heard her stalk down the stairs and slam the front door
as she left.

He lay on his bed for quite a while, wondering
how many other men she had taken in by this method of pretended
anger, getting admiration and caresses for her body, stirring men's
desires to feed her ego and fan her vanity, and giving nothing in
return but humiliation. At least he had seen through her scheme and
kept himself under control—but how many others had she laughed at
and derided and left unashamedly pleading with her?

He felt himself flooding with rage. He vowed to
himself that one day he'd get her.

His mind was so occupied with various plans to
get Laura that some time elapsed before he'd become aware that the
uneven sounds he could hear were in fact heart-breaking sobs. Going
to investigate he found that they were coming from the bathroom. He
knocked on the door but no reply came—only despairing sobs.

He opened the door and there stood Josee, the
au-pair girl. She was petite, dark, very young and so terribly
forlorn that it was the most natural thing in the world for him to
put one arm round her slim waist, holding her firmly to give her a
sense of security, and with the other hand to place her head on his
chest and stroke her rich brown hair as gently and lovingly as any
father would do to his own daughter.

“Josee, what is it? Don't cry so much. Now
then, tell me all about it and I will help you as much as I
can.”

In between sobs she told him how she'd just
received a letter from Pedro, her fiance. The only reason for her
coming to work in England for the Mastersons was to raise enough
money for her dowry to wed him. And now he wanted to break off
their engagement and marry someone else.

Martin held her tighter. Her sobs seemed to
lessen. He found himself stroking her back, his hand reaching down
to her bottom and what a bouncy small bottom it was.

He remembered he had a handkerchief in his
pocket. Tilting her face upwards, he dried her eyes ever so gently
and bent and kissed her on the forehead. This seemed to console her
as she clung closer to him and almost stopped crying altogether. So
he kissed her on each of her swollen eyelids, then her upturned
nose and finally on her mouth. Her lips felt so tender and
young—she was so innocent she [...]
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