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About the Book

Photographer Christabel is drawn to psychic phenomena and dark liasons. When she is persuaded by her husband to take a holiday at a mysterious mansion house in the country, she foresees only long days of pastoral boredom. But Nicholas, her deviously sensual husband, has a hand in the unexpected events that begin to unravel. He is keen to ensure that Christabel’s holiday is eventful and erotic and she is soon drawn into a web of transgressive eroticism with Nicholas’s young male PA. Within this unusual and kinky threesome, Christabel learns some lessons the jaded city could never teach her.
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Dedicated to Pam and Dot and Paula, good friends in a time of trial.


Chapter One

Chiaroscuro

SHE HAD KNOWN she was going to sleep with him the moment she saw him. It was inevitable. But what she hadn’t known was quite how soon it would happen.

He was just another handsome face in a hotel cocktail bar. The sort of place she wasn’t supposed to have been in. Not any more. She had promised Nicholas she wouldn’t do it again, after the last time, and she’d been making a moderately good fist of keeping her word, until boredom had begun to breed defiance.

Since when had either of them kept promises, anyway? she’d thought. Their recent record was patchy at best and, for her part, at least, the guilt itself was an irresistible turn-on. It always had been. Her body was throbbing as she bore down on her prey.

‘This is a fabulous place you’ve got here,’ the young man said. His name was Brad, and he’d agreed without hesitation to pose for her, easily accepting the tired old line about him being photogenic – either at face value or for its underlying meaning. Which was that she’d made up her mind to fuck him.

‘Yes, it is, isn’t it?’ Christabel Sutherland replied, making a minute adjustment to her viewfinder, and hiding her smile behind unnecessary technical fiddling. She couldn’t even remember if she’d put film in the camera. ‘My husband found it for me … He likes me to keep busy. Hobbies and things, you know. When I said I was interested in photography, he bought me my own studio.’

Brad’s young eyes widened, and he flicked back his thick shiny hair. A nervous gesture. ‘I … I didn’t realise you were married. You don’t wear a ring.’ He seemed about to get up from the platform she’d arranged him on. He was sweating too, she noticed, dark circles forming in the armpits of his silk shirt. Christabel sniffed the air. Ah, the pheromones of desire, they were delicious!

‘Don’t worry,’ she said, straightening up and looking at him, her eyes level. ‘As I said, he likes me to keep busy.’ Make of that what you will, young man, she thought. It doesn’t matter that it isn’t quite the truth.

Brad relaxed, the situation obviously to his liking. Exactly what he’d hoped for, probably. A bored, beautiful thirty-something on the lookout for a bit of extra-curricular activity. A bored, beautiful, rich thirty-something, which was bound to make the dish on offer all the sweeter.

‘Open your legs a little wider.’ Christabel abandoned the camera and moved closer, maintaining a façade of the same artistic finickiness that photographers had exhibited with her, in her own modelling days. Truth be known, she really would have liked to have photographed him, but she had other, more pressing requirements at that moment. Maybe some other time? she thought, already losing interest.

‘I want to see tension in the cloth, just there …’ She nodded to his groin, which was already displayed lewdly by the pose. The excitement beneath the designer denim was quite distinct. ‘Stretch your tendons. Push up. That’s it!’ His heels were together, his hips were lifting. She slid her hand beneath his thigh, urging him to rise and make the position even more gruelling. She’d held far more difficult poses herself, in her day, and thought nothing of it.

Brad’s erection was prodigious now, fighting valiantly against the washed-out blue cloth. She wondered if he was wearing briefs of any kind, then decided not. There was already a faint hint of moisture close to his fly buttons – a helplessly seeping tribute to her beauty.

‘This is a bit difficult to hold … God, my legs are killing me,’ he gasped. ‘And my arms, too … Are you going to take a shot soon, or what?’

‘All in good time,’ murmured Christabel, encouraging him to elevate his hips still further. She could feel him shaking, and not just with the strain. Kneeling down now, she pressed a single finger of her free hand to the spreading stain that marred his groin.

Brad hissed between his teeth and began to drop out of the pose.

‘No! Hold the position!’ commanded Christabel, feeling her own sex dampen at the shock in her victim’s eyes. She swirled her finger a few times around the tip of his prick, beneath the denim, then abandoned his sex in favour of her own. Reaching down and through the slit in her suede skirt, she waggled the same finger that had touched Brad in through the tangle of sopping lace that was her knickers. Her quim was a humid, swollen furnace, and her clitoris was rearing proud of the protection of her labia, demanding attention.

‘Oh, God,’ she gasped, pressing heavily with the tip of her exploring finger. ‘Oh, God,’ she groaned, jerking her hips forward in a mockery of her watcher’s predicament. She wanted to come, come now and come violently, but she also wanted to save it for a while. Her pelvis waved as she fought the conflicting urges, the greediness. Her fingertip slipped, there was so much juice flowing around it. With a soft, rough cry, she flipped up her skirt, wrenched aside her panties, and crushed her dripping crotch down on to Brad’s thigh.

‘Jesus!’ he yelped as they collapsed in a heap. Christabel wondered dimly if she might have done him some kind of injury, but she didn’t really care. All she wanted was the sensation of rough denim abrading her sensitive membranes, and the pressure of hard musculature squashed against her quim. This was the next best thing to having herself filled to bursting with his flesh.

‘Oh, shit, I think I’m going to come,’ he said, almost ruining her precious dark moment.

‘Don’t!’ Christabel was grateful, in a way, for being balked before she too could climax. Letting her weight fall on him, she grabbed his hair and, without thinking, slapped his face.

The impact of skin on skin cracked loudly and Christabel’s mind suddenly focused like a lens. It was almost as if she’d slapped herself, not him. Between her legs, her sense of readiness flared up, too, and she filed the response away for further analysis.

For a few seconds, Brad’s eyes were wide with outrage and thwarted lust – then they warmed again. And Christabel warmed to him, too. He knew. He understood the same cause and effect that she’d just experienced. His long lashes flickered down and he muttered something incoherent – but she could see his square jaw flex and tighten. He was trying to control himself – and play the game by a set of rules she’d barely voiced.

Looping her fingers tighter in his hair, knowing it would hurt, she lowered her mouth towards his and began to kiss him. She synchronised the teasing, nibbling assault with delicate, very tentative movements of her pelvis. Slight jerks. An infinitesimal circling. Nothing large-scale or too arousing. She wanted to remain simmering on the plateau, her craving attenuated. Her thought processes were muddied by desire yet, through the puzzlement, new illuminations came. Denial and pain were brother and sister, working in concert, upping the ante … Why only now, after all this time, and after all the men she’d been with, was she understanding this? She’d always preferred a swifter gratification.

Brad remained taut beneath her, as if strung out on the pain in his scalp and his prohibited excitement. Christabel could no longer see his groin, or directly feel his erection, but she knew that he’d be getting bigger and harder. She pictured his penis, like a photograph in her mind.

Strong, clean and solid, she saw it rising from between the flies of his jeans. She didn’t want him naked; she wanted him exposed. She wanted the portions of his body that he might uncover every day – at the gym or on the beach – closely, almost prudishly covered, and his penis, the taboo totem, untrammelled and free. Bare, to do with exactly as she pleased.

Holding still, she felt the elastic of her panties slide into the niche between her labia and she had a notion that she might not fuck this gorgeous giant after all. It might be nice to just leave him engorged and aching, while she brought herself off. It had happened before, and more often recently. She would find that when she had unwrapped her sexual sweetie, it offered up no true spice to her starving erotic senses. Nothing more, really, than a basic, sustaining, bread-and-butter fucking; and certainly no more stirring than the good sex she enjoyed with her husband Nicholas. The real piquancy in such situations had been to masturbate madly, actually thinking of her betrayed spouse as she did so. She was thinking of him now, she realised, despite the attractions of young, fit Brad.

‘I need to see your prick,’ she said without preamble, letting loose the boy’s hair and cuffing the side of his face to knock him away from her. Feeling the elastic that divided her crotch rock and saw, she rose a little way, then squatted over him, her haunches still spread. When he lifted his hands, to attend to his buttons, she dashed those away, too.

‘I’ll do it,’ she said, reaching for him.

The desired flesh sprang up the instant it was released. He was gratifyingly thick, and his glans was red and glossy.

Oh, yes …

Shall I ride him? thought Christabel, still loving the intruding elastic’s friction. She waggled her hips and experienced a tiny, fleeting spasm. As her pubis quickened she heard a faint, fugitive sound. Probably nothing, really, but a distraction nevertheless.

‘Keep still,’ she told Brad as she rose fully to her feet and let her twisted knickers tickle her clitoris.

There was a sound. It hadn’t been her imagination. The noise could have been coming up from the street outside, but a premonition seemed to reach inside Christabel and clasp her innards like a fist. Acknowledging it, she knew exactly what she should do to save herself …

But she didn’t do it. Feeling a surge of excitement even more powerful than the one of a few moments ago, she stayed right where she was, staring down at Brad. Nothing would sway her from her purpose now, not even the thing she most feared. Which was, she realised, what she also most longed for.

‘Hands by your sides, Brad …’ she murmured. ‘I need to pose you, just exactly so.’ With deft, quick actions, she rolled up his shirt and pulled down his jeans.

Belly, prick, upper thighs: all bared. The rest concealed. Yet the composition was incomplete; she needed to go further. Taking her black silk wrap from where she had thrown it on arrival, she covered up the young and handsome face.

Perfection. A rampant, anonymous penis. A sexual object without a needy personality, a grasping ego, or even a voice. Just a thing, really, but a pretty thing. She could grab it and play with it; or she could reject it and take her own pleasure, enhanced by her deviant dreams.

In sudden shock, she imagined – wished! – that she could tie up the blinded Brad, completely immobilise him, then stop up his ears and his mouth too. But the sounds she’d been hearing for the last few moments were much closer now. There was no time for protracted ceremonial; she had to take her chances, and forget the weirdness of her fantasies.

‘Keep still,’ she commanded, her voice low as she flipped up her skirt, ripped impatiently at the crotch of her knickers and exposed her genitals like a yin to his yang.

Crouching over him, she felt the spirit of a predator surge through her, as stimulating – no, perhaps more stimulating than the sight of a naked rosy prick. She was a black widow ready to strike, the female of some killer species, engorged and fully prepared to annihilate her prey in the service of her own pleasure. With a throaty gasp, she slithered downward and engulfed him.

‘Oh, God!’

‘Do not speak!’ she hissed, not spider now, but snake. Undulating within, she climaxed immediately, strongly and without subtlety. Wanting more, she bounced up and down upon him, crushing him. She didn’t know if he was even enjoying himself, and she cared even less.

As the sensations ebbed, she gingered them up by imagining her husband. He was staring at her opened legs and her wayward mind suddenly put a thin black switch in his hand. Her vulva convulsed as he seemed to raise it and murmur, ‘My dear …’

‘Nicholas … Oh, Nicholas,’ she grunted in time to her own inner throbbing, only peripherally aware that the man beneath her was now climaxing too. ‘Nicholas! You bastard!’ she cried, grinding, grinding, grinding …

‘My dear, I’m touched,’ murmured a familiar voice just behind her.

Oh, God!

Part of her had longed to hear that voice, but part of her feared it above all others. She felt faint, and filled with a sinking, melting weakness.

‘Uh? What?’ queried the struggling Brad beneath her, and Christabel felt only irritation that he had intruded into her special, terrifying moment. She was about to rise and shake him out of her body, to turn and confront, when strong hands grabbed her underneath her armpits.

‘Get her off him,’ instructed her husband coolly, and Christabel didn’t need to be able to see to know who was holding her. She simply went limp and let herself be prised, crotch still on view, off the squirming male beneath her. On her feet, she watched as Brad ripped away the shawl, his eyes widening in horror. All fumbles, he attempted to shove his shrunken penis back into the safety of his jeans, but his pathetic efforts only diminished him further. Christabel felt pleasure in the fact that her own sex was still uncovered. The hands that had clasped her arms now held up her skirt, and her shredded panties were a frame for her glistening pubis.

Transfixed by her own plight, Christabel turned and looked into the impassive grey eyes of her husband, Nicholas, searching for – but, as ever, not finding – any trace of his emotions. As she observed him, he took out his wallet, extracted a thick sheaf of notes and held them out towards the thunderstruck Brad. A lesser man would have thrown the cash, but Nicholas’s manners were faultless. Was he even angry, she wondered, beneath his stillness?

‘Please leave,’ her husband said softly, and Brad did so, snatching together his belongings – and the money – and sprinting from the room.

Which left Christabel with Nicholas. And with Jamie, his personal assistant, who was still calmly holding up her skirt. The younger man was just an inch or two behind her, obedient and strong and smelling so appetising that Christabel’s breasts tightened and her freshly pleasured vulva reawakened.

How can I be like this? she thought. Only a few moments ago, she had been the one wielding dominion and now she had control neither over her mind, nor her body. She was in a dire situation. A woman taken in adultery, betraying her righteous husband, yet still she desired another. One she had always considered off limits.

But why? Was Jamie Nicholas’s in every way? Were they hot for each other? It would account for a great deal, Christabel realised, struck by possibilities in spite of everything.

Nicholas had always kept a distance between himself and her. A detachment perceptible even when they were having sex together, and the very reason, she supposed, why she sought out other men. Why she had needed validation. The word ‘had’ stuck in her mind – she had no true idea what she wanted now. At this moment.

‘So you didn’t keep your promise,’ observed her husband pleasantly, walking away and dropping into the only good chair her sparse studio boasted. She knew that both men had noted her momentary unsteadiness, but they seemed unmoved by it. Without being told, Jamie turned her to face him, taking her hand and positioning it to replace his in the task of holding her skirt aloft. As he stood to one side, he nodded once in acknowledgement of her, but nothing more, his handsome features remaining graven and inscrutable. In the teeth of her perilous situation, Christabel wanted to laugh. Jamie had clearly been taking lessons from her husband.

‘Well?’ prompted Nicholas, the very lightness of his tone making her sex flutter. She felt a little of her lubrication overflow her, and imagined it trickling down her thigh in plain sight. He thinks of me as a whore, Christabel reflected, the welling of her shame making her all the more excited. Knowing it was insane, she lifted her chin boldly.

‘He was nothing. A nobody. I didn’t class him as a real fuck,’ she said, holding her back straight and tilting her pelvis slightly – almost displaying her own wetness. ‘So, strictly speaking, I wasn’t really being unfaithful.’ She sensed rather than saw Jamie suppress a smirk.

‘A promise is a promise.’ Her husband reached into the inner pocket of his jacket and took out a platinum cigar case and lighter. Flicking open the case, he plucked out a slim cheroot, and put it to his lips, lighting up efficiently. He wasn’t a regular smoker, but indulged in the occasional mild act of foolhardiness after sex.

‘But I was thinking of you,’ she pointed out, trying not to grimace. Her sex was swelling now, and the congestion between her legs made it difficult to concentrate. The urge to squat and jiggle her crotch was becoming progressively less and less resistible, and matters were worsened by a growing need to pee.

‘Ah, but in what context?’ her husband probed, taking a long, elegant drag on the cheroot. Christabel took the opportunity to shift her thighs as he was momentarily distracted.

‘Please don’t move, my dear,’ he continued, proving that his attention had not wavered. ‘Jamie, why don’t you remove the remnants of my wife’s knickers? Then we can see her more clearly … Take off her skirt too. I think I’d prefer her to be naked below the waist.’

Is this happening? Or am I dreaming? I’m being stripped and ordered about in presence of my husband’s employee, his minion. This can’t be real or I wouldn’t be accepting it.

As Jamie moved to obey, Christabel thought of all the men she’d had, and the times she’d kissed and sucked them, and been kissed and sucked. None of it had been like this. Almost everything that had happened to her until now suddenly seemed boring. It had all been so straightforward, she wondered why she’d ever bothered.

Discharging her husband’s instructions, Jamie was the perfect servant, his actions smooth and effortless. But, even so, Christabel was forced to bite her lips. Jamie didn’t touch her flesh even once as he removed her skirt, but his very scrupulousness was somehow a caress. And she could have sworn she felt his breath upon her clitoris as he bent down to slide off her panties.

‘Shoes now, Jamie,’ continued Nicholas, still relaxed, smoking slowly, his eyes upon her.

Her crotch bloated and liquid, her breasts aching, Christabel felt her head begin to swim and grow quite light. It was as if she were levitating out of her own body and crossing the room to join Nicholas in his observations. Across from her stood a beautiful woman with red-gold, shoulder-length hair, and a slender yet full-breasted figure. She was not old, but no longer a girl, and she was naked but for a thin, tan-coloured silk top and a heavy gold necklace around her throat. The eye of a photographer acknowledged a stunning erotic image.

It was extremely unpleasant being manoeuvred into the shoes, however. They weren’t hers; she’d never even seen them before and couldn’t understand where they’d come from. High, arched and shiny, the black stilettos made her feel vulnerable and precarious, and she had to lean heavily on Jamie as he fitted them on her feet. To have to concentrate on standing straight, and on containing her water at the same time, was becoming more and more a trial.

Which Nicholas knew, of course, and so did the cursed Jamie.

‘If you were thinking of me, why could you not wait for it to be me?’ Her husband returned to his theme as he stubbed out his cheroot in an abandoned wineglass.

Because you’re not always around, she wanted to say. Because I get excited when you’re not with me as well as when you are – and something hungry in me wants to ‘have’ instead of ‘wait’. It’s the same ravenous thing that wants me to reach down and rub my clitoris right now.

‘Oh! Oh, no!’ she groaned, feeling the little organ jerk as if it were a living creature responding to its own name. Her hips quivered with the unremitting effort of keeping her still.

‘I don’t understand …’ Nicholas’s voice was still calm and even, yet it seemed to strum across the membranes of her sex. Each word had pressure. ‘You say “no”… You can’t wait … Yet you offer no explanation as to why. I want to understand you, Christabel. You must tell me why you find it so difficult to keep your beautiful legs closed … Why you must constantly seek out hard, new flesh to fill you.’ Thud, thud, thud. Each syllable torturing her. She had to gyrate. She couldn’t help herself. It brought no comfort, only a slight tightening of Nicholas’s long, beautiful mouth. ‘You want sex now, don’t you, my dear?’ he observed silkily, looking away from her for a moment, towards the mess in the wineglass. Was he, too, so turned on that he craved another smoke?

Christabel could not speak. She dare not. She daren’t even breathe. Her vulva felt as if it were swollen to bursting with her fluids and, though she wanted to be stoic, to resist him because he had never once truly given himself to her in their entire two years of marriage, she would have sold her soul for the opportunity to touch herself. Her fingers trembled where they hung limply at her sides.

‘Christabel?’

He wants me to say ‘yes’. He wants me to grovel, because I’ve betrayed him.

Yet somehow she couldn’t answer. Wouldn’t answer. Gnawing her lips again, she was forced to clench her fists as hot pulsations gripped the pit of her belly. Every last droplet of wine or water that she had drunk during the evening felt as if it were gathered in a ponderous mass against the root of her clitoris. She was about to come, purely from the obscene discomfort of needing to urinate. Already a few drops of her liquid were beginning to ooze from her.

‘I don’t have time for this,’ said her husband, rising abruptly and striding across the studio, towards the exit, without looking back.

‘You’d better bring her off, Jamie,’ he called out as he disappeared into the shadows.


Chapter Two

Colours

‘BASTARD! HIGH-HANDED BASTARD!’ cursed Christabel, slamming a suitcase down on the bed.

Her nerves were snapping. She had heard nothing from Nicholas since the other night, when he’d left her to Jamie’s tender mercies. Not a word, not a phone call, no indication whatsoever of his whereabouts. And now this!

What right did he have to expect her to fester away in the wilds of the countryside? Distanced from even the most rudimentary form of culture or social life?

What right indeed, except that of a man she’d repeatedly betrayed?

All of a sudden, Christabel’s anger dissolved. Was it really such an outrage that Nicholas wanted to remove her from metropolitan temptation? If the shoe had been on the other foot, she might have wanted to do the same. Might have wanted to shame him for the way he’d subjugated her.

Back in the studio, she had hardly needed Jamie’s hand to achieve her orgasm. Nicholas’s pure, pristine voice had tipped her over. Her sex had convulsed at Jamie’s first touch, launching into a long sequence of hard, almost painful spasms. She’d wet herself helplessly and, but for Jamie, she might have fallen. As it was, she’d slid to the floor – her descent made gentle by his sure, unobtrusive support – then lain for what seemed like an age, her body a slippery throbbing mess.

She couldn’t put the scene behind her. It had been so mortifying, and so shaming, yet all through it she had felt more alive, and more real, than she ever had before in her life. Somehow, for the duration of her ordeal, she had possessed a whole new set of senses, and the resulting input had been like seeing a rainbow after a lifetime of monochrome. A sparse palette that she’d returned to for the last few days. Perhaps now though, after Nicholas’s call, things might change.

In the country, there might be undiscovered colours …

Nicholas had rung her from his headquarters in the City. ‘We need to get away from London for a while. I’ve arranged to lease a house and we can take possession of it today. Pack some clothes, enough for a longish stay. Jamie’s organising the car.’

She had protested, of course, even though both then, and now, something weak in her had thrilled at being ordered about. Anything was better, it seemed, than being kept at a distance.

‘You’ll be out of harm’s way for a while, my dear,’ he had countered, in face of her objections. ‘You can pack your cameras. I’m sure the scenery will inspire you to greatness. There might even be a nature book in it.’

With no option but to comply, she had begun selecting clothes and toiletries for this journey to God alone knew where. A veteran of two wealthy husbands, and the concomitant smooth-running households, Christabel left the details of mundane domesticity to her housekeeper. And to Jamie. Let him cancel the milk and the flowers and all her appointments. He was good at cleaning up after her, she’d recently discovered, discreetly arranging for a domestic agency to come in and bring order to her studio, with no questions asked. The least he could do now was call there and collect her cameras and other equipment. She rang him and gave him instructions in a flat neutral voice, trying not to picture herself as the sad, grunting, wet-thighed mess she must have appeared to him, the last time he’d seen her.

A thought occurred to her as she was stuffing handfuls of silk and lace panties into one of her cases. If Jamie was organising cars and suchlike, would he also be going to the country with them? It sometimes seemed that Nicholas could barely function without him. And if they were lovers, as Christabel half suspected …

She frowned, momentarily distracted by stockings. Would she need them in the back of beyond? Nicholas’s tone had suggested a simple, rural retreat, not the county set social scene. Would it be boring? What the hell had she let herself in for?

You need this, though, she told herself, already feeling the fatal twinges of concupiscence. All she’d done was handle a few pairs of knickers, and already she was imagining herself taking them off for some man. Well, for Nicholas … He was the one she really wanted, she supposed. It was only the constant itch in her loins that drove her to seek substitutes.

Perhaps I should masturbate more? she considered, moving to her overstocked wardrobe. Self-pleasure was a lot more reliable than some of the men she had found herself in bed with lately and, what was more, Nicholas approved of it. He’d even suggested it to her as an outlet, on one of the few occasions they’d actually discussed the foibles of her libido. The next day, she’d found a beautifully gift-wrapped vibrator waiting on her pillow when she’d come to her bedroom in the afternoon to change. She’d not got as far as using it yet, but she often wondered how Nicholas had obtained such an item at short notice. Perhaps he’d already had it? Her husband had so many hidden depths, one could have lost the Titanic down there … But it was more likely that he’d sent Jamie out to purchase it. She couldn’t imagine Nicholas shopping in the sex boutiques of Soho.

On impulse, she opened her bedside drawer and took out the unmarked white box that contained the vibrator, around which she had retied its luxurious pink satin ribbon. I might need you, my little electronic friend, she thought, hefting the box and noticing that a couple of packages of batteries had been thoughtfully slipped into the drawer, too. When had Nicholas secreted them there? They hadn’t been in the drawer the other day, when she’d been looking for a lost earring.

You have the means in your hands to satisfy yourself untiringly, she thought, box in one hand and batteries in the other. Letting her gaze flash between them, she groaned. Deep in her belly, she felt her wayward flesh grow heavier.

Either Nicholas or Jamie would be here at any moment. There was no time. What was more, it would be an encouragement of appetites she ought to be learning how to temper. Flinging the vibrator and the batteries on to the bed, she pressed the heel of her hand to her mons veneris, but the hungry beast that lived behind it wouldn’t be pacified. She parted her thighs and, standing awkwardly, thought of Nicholas.

His changeable grey eyes held both condemnation and challenge. Satisfaction wouldn’t take long, with his battery-driven gift, but, even if he did catch her, surely he’d prefer her to be using it, rather than one of the many Brads in the world?

Why didn’t I put a skirt on today? she thought, wriggling on the bed, and trying to prise off her leggings and her panties. Lust having addled her brain, it seemed, she was trying to remove them whilst still wearing her high-heeled ankle boots; but, if she began again, the whole process would take far too long. Instead, she pushed the entire thickness of panties and leggings down as far as her knees, where their elasticity combined and gripped her legs together.

This is stupid, thought Christabel, struggling with the box, and then the vibrator. The device was thick – alarmingly so – and she was going to have to open her labia with her fingers in order to wedge it between them. She rocked on the bed, flexing her knees against the stretchiness of her leggings. The whole situation was ludicrous, yet its very vulgarity made her more determined than ever. She spun the vibrator’s bevelled control wheel and the chunky tube oscillated loudly. Between her legs, her clitoris erected, eager for thrills.

Why had Nicholas chosen such a strangely lifelike sex toy? she wondered. Made of some kind of dense, rubberised plastic, the device was well made, weighty and substantial: an exaggerated parody of a real penis. Her clitoris pulsed again, and she felt as intrigued as she was hot and wet and ready.

Spinning the dial back to zero, she shuffled her bottom along the bed and tried as best she could to make space between her squashed-together thighs. With a finger and thumb, she worked through her pubic hair, then parted her labia. Her heart racing, she pushed the bulbous head of the vibrator into the niche that she’d made, then applied its plastic surface to her clitoris.

Oh! Even the simple contact of the cool alien substance had an impact on her. She bucked up against the intruder, pressing down strongly as she did so. It occurred to her that she might bruise herself somehow, but then dismissed the fact. Men were often much rougher in their dealings and usually she found that quite delightful. Making a throaty sound, she spun the bevel again.

‘Oh, God!’

The vibrations were far more powerful than she’d expected, and her entangled thighs began to jerk against her leggings. Part of her wanted to take away the relentless stimulation, knowing it would bring her to climax in seconds; another part of her was already a hopeless addict. The deep, grabbing throbs forced a grotesque profanity from her lips but, even so, she rode the crest of them, white-knuckled. From an echoing distance, she heard her boot-heel rip the counterpane.

After her fourth climax, she gasped, ‘Enough already!’ She didn’t care now if Nicholas or Jamie found her, but what was worrying was the prospect of having a seizure! Her clothes were soaked with sweat, as was the counterpane with her trickling sexual juices. ‘Little friend, I’ve underestimated you,’ she murmured to the vibrator as she withdrew it from the swamp of her sated sex.

The bed was a war zone when she sat up, and the white raw-linen coverlet had been ripped in several places by the metal heel-tips of her boots. There was no time to replace it, or even remake the bed to hide the damage, so she resigned herself to yet more pinched-mouthed looks from the cleaning woman.

But never mind the cleaner; what would Nicholas think? Surely he’d see the mess when he came to collect his clothes? Would he remark on it? She couldn’t imagine a man as erotically perceptive as her husband not making the obvious deduction. The musky smell alone was an instant giveaway.

Still weak-kneed, Christabel struggled ungracefully back into her clothing; then, whisking up the odoriferous vibrator from the bed, she took it through to the bathroom, to rinse herself from its heated surface.

When that task was done, the sight of fluffy towels and her marble bidet was irresistible. She had to take time out and cleanse her body, whatever the consequences.

Once she was clean again, Christabel applied perfume to her pulse points and to her inner thighs, then gathered a few more cosmetics and the newly cleaned vibrator, and returned naked to her bedroom to finish her packing.

Nicholas was waiting for her.

‘Not ready yet, I see,’ he said, turning from an open bag to face her. At some time during her ablutions, he had come noiselessly into the bedroom and begun his own preparations. He had on a pair of chinos – not his usual style, yet they looked good on him – but he hadn’t yet put on a shirt or buckled his belt. The sight of his still-bare feet, as he walked to his cupboard and took out some underwear, set a renegade desire for him clamouring in Christabel’s belly.

‘I was just having a wash,’ she said, feeling off-balance. When Nicholas’s glance flicked to the vibrator, still in her hand, she started blushing.

‘Amongst other things …’ His voice was even, the words not a question.

‘I found it while I was packing … I’ve never tried it. I … I thought I would.’ Good God, I’m stammering like a teenager, she thought, feeling scarlet embarrassment coursing into her throat, her chest, her breasts. Between her legs, all her work with soap was instantly undone.

‘How was it?’ He sounded more interested now, Christabel thought, even though he continued to pack his bag without debate or hesitation.

‘I would have thought you’d have Jamie do that for you?’ she said, feeling the need to distract him. Crossing to her own bag, she pushed the vibrator in amongst her clothing.

‘The vibrator,’ Nicholas persisted, smiling now, ‘how was it for you?’ The smile widened, making his usually serious face look much younger. He was almost fifty, eighteen years older than Christabel; but, still eyeing her closely, he looked like an inquisitive, sexy boy. The impression was further enforced by his freshly showered hair. Being tousled and wet hid the random strands of grey.

I want you, thought Christabel, finding her husband infinitely seductive. She suddenly couldn’t imagine why she’d ever pursued other men. Nicholas was fabulous; any normal woman would have been more than satisfied with him. When he quirked his eyebrows at her, the little gesture made her sex ache. She wanted to fall down on her knees before him, get his cock out of his chinos and suck him. He had a large penis, thick, but elegant; and it fitted her beautifully. She had never desired him more than at this moment.

‘Did you enjoy my gift?’ he said, with a subtle emphasis that she couldn’t ignore. He was not a short-tempered man – in fact, she had never once seen him angry – but there were certain times when she knew it was foolhardy to attempt to evade him.

‘Yes. Yes, I did.’ Her clitoris throbbed in a physical memory.

‘Did you insert it?’ He was facing her now, his arms lightly crossed in front of him, his packing abandoned.

‘No … I just touched myself with it.’

‘In what way?’ His head was slightly tipped on one side, and humour – and what she hoped was arousal – had darkened his eyes.

‘I turned it on and held it against my clitoris until I had an orgasm.’ She hoped that frankness would pique his interest. He hadn’t slept with her since the incident at her studio, and was offering no explanation or account of himself now. Had he stayed at his club, she wondered, or had he found solace and bed elsewhere? Perhaps with Jamie?

‘Just one?’ He was really smiling; a proper grin.

‘I … No. I had several.’

‘And yet you still didn’t put the vibrator inside you … I find that surprising, knowing you.’ He laughed softly. ‘Didn’t your cunt feel lonely without the company?’

Christabel wanted to screech at him, but she knew she had no real defence. What he had said, in a certain sense, was perfectly true.

‘Do you think it’s too big for you, perhaps?’ he went on, almost conversationally. ‘I would’ve thought you’d enjoy being stretched … I should imagine your young friend of the other night stretched you. He looked well built. Well hung. The way you like them.’

Christabel shifted her feet on the carpet. Her vagina felt needy again – she could have done with a big man inside her right at that moment. A huge, humungous man.

‘Brad was no bigger than you are,’ she said, appalled at herself. ‘Not as big, to be honest.’

Nicholas’s eyes twinkled. ‘So you did think of me while you were fucking him?’

‘Of course!’

‘Of course.’ Nicholas’s face grew more languid even as she watched him. Had she got through to him? she wondered. Could he be induced to take her quickly, here on the bed, before they left for the country? She was naked, after all, and wet, and completely ready for him.

As if he’d heard her silent entreaties, Nicholas glanced towards the rumpled bedcover. ‘Lie down, my dear, will you?’ he said, as calmly as he would ask for the marmalade at breakfast time.

Her heart in her throat, Christabel climbed on to the bed as alluringly as she could. Would he be annoyed if she let her thighs slip ever so slightly apart? Clasped her hands behind her head, so her bare breasts rose? She made to move into position, but he spoke again, his voice neutral and carefully controlled.

‘Not like that, please. Lie sideways on. Bottom on the edge of the bed.’

Becoming more and more agitated, Christabel shuffled around, then waited for further instructions. Her legs were dangling and she felt ungainly and lumpish. Nicholas moved towards her and, touching her for the first time in what seemed like weeks, he hooked his hands under her knees. ‘Lift up,’ he said. ‘Hold yourself wide. I want to see everything …’ He laughed again, sounding young. Devilish. ‘I want to see how big you are.’

Again, she obeyed, beginning to sweat. The awkward curled-up pose was uncomfortable, but it was more than that. Her entire genital area felt swollen, engorged, precarious. As she eased her legs wider, she heard an obscene liquid noise from her sex.

‘So wet,’ murmured Nicholas, moving closer. Without warning, he pushed his finger into her.

‘Agh! Oh, God!’ grunted Christabel, her sex welcoming him in an instant, wrenching orgasm. She bucked on the bed, her nails digging into her own flesh as she fought to hold her position through waves of pleasure.

‘Stay still, my dear,’ hissed Nicholas, his finger like a rod inside her. ‘Try to control yourself. Don’t give in so easily.’

‘I can’t fucking well stop myself!’ It came out as a strangled, guttural sob, as if distorted by her helpless inner flexion.

Nicholas leant close, half lying
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