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      I squeeze the soap-drenched sponge and watch as a delta of white wetness splays out from where I hold it at my collarbone. Then, like a river in reverse, the streams gather as one, and run down the gap between the triangles of my breasts. I see the river gaining momentum as it takes off towards my belly button. Cleansing that which cannot be cleansed. No, mere soap will never purify my wanton flesh.

      I don’t know why I’m holding my breath like this. It’s about the fourth time I’ve caught myself staring dumbly down at my body. I don’t understand how I can be doing this. I can’t believe my world has changed so much in a month. The young body I’m surveying from on high, warm shower water leaping upon its surface like hundreds of cackling, opportunistic little tropical bugs, is about to go on sale.

      I shudder, and I’m not sure what that means. My hand wants to guide the coarse sponge down my torso, to lead it across my left breast. I let it. The rough surface catches my nipple, and it’s no accident. She responds — I can feel her rear up, erect as a cowboy on a horse — and I shudder once more. This time I know exactly what it means.

      My head is hanging weirdly, and I’ve been in the shower for, what, twenty minutes now? It’s like I’m trying to get cleaner than I’ve ever been before. I tell myself not to be silly. That triple-washing my skin isn’t going to cancel out the dirty deeds my flesh will commit. I don’t seem to be listening. Maybe I’m enjoying it too much.

      In my mind, I keep replaying things that haven’t happened yet. In just a couple of hours from now, a limousine is due to arrive in the street beneath my apartment. A professional driver will take me to my first assignment. I will be spending the night in Notting Hill, with a man called Charles. Martin’s friend Charles, to be precise. This is the man who sponsored me through my training. Now that I am qualified, I am in no doubt as to what he will want from me. I have known that from day one.

      And tomorrow, I am assured that I’ll be receiving five thousand Pounds in my bank account. Before midday.

      I am so wanton.

      I am so wanted.

      This time tomorrow — unless I chicken out — I’ll have become something new. A woman who sold herself to a pleasure-seeking man. There is only one word for it: I will have become a whore. Once that money lands, that will be it. No turning back the clock. I’ll be a hooker forever. Once is enough for the label to stick.

      I hang up the sponge and soap my hands with my creamy, frothy citrus-scent body wash. For the umpteenth time, I glide these hands up and down my sides, then along my arms, and I can feel nothing but glowing warmth. A pleasant little tickle as I gently trace my nail on the inside of my elbow, where it’s always been deliciously sensitive.

      My body feels so alive — now of all times! Somehow, I want it to feel desensitised and detached. I want to be as far removed from my physical being as possible. I’m not sure Miss Jackson would agree. She’d say detachment would make me a Petra. I sigh. There’s no detachment she’d have to worry about right now. The reality of this moment would no doubt please my shameless mentor from training: I think I’m stuck with being a horny Emma today. Good for business. But bad. Oh, so bad.

      Under my arms it tickles more than usual. I got fully taken care of today, and not just there. Oh no, not just there…between my legs it’s smooth as an ostrich egg. Just a tightly mown runway remains. And thanks to the latest laser technology, which I’d never even heard of, it didn’t even hurt.

      I’m told the treatment was cutting edge, state-of-the-art. It must have cost a fair whack, I should imagine, but apparently that’s no concern of mine any more. Lucy booked me in to a place in Knightsbridge that treated me like royalty. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see Princess Kate herself emerge from the next-door treatment room. I breathed a sigh of relief when they confirmed that the account really was all taken care of. It’s almost a month since I quit the day job, which means I’ve now become acquainted with that choking feeling that I’ll be missing a pay cheque soon. My bank account is pretty sickly.

      Cash shouldn’t be a problem after tomorrow, though.

      My soapy hands spread cleansing goodness all over my thighs, inside and out. I let them explore my butt too. The flesh of my cheeks feels soft but toned. Twenty-six. I’m at the absolute peak of my womanly life. I’m experienced and emotionally mature, yet still as beautiful as I’ve ever been. I feel sexy.

      I can’t make up my mind if it’s a good or a bad thing that my first appointment isn’t a complete stranger. Someone I’ve met a couple of times. More seriously, that it’s with a friend of one of my closest friends. I think that with time I can come to terms with just about everything in this job, but I’m not sure if looking Martin in the eye will be one of them. I haven’t brought myself to do it since coming back to London from the school two weeks ago. We’ve spoken on the phone, and I was way too shy to go into much detail about my training. But I don’t think I’ll get away with putting off a face-to-face meeting after tonight. He knows that Charles will have me first. And he has some sort of right to know how I’m doing, I guess. It was Martin’s idea that I explore this path. If it’s really going to lead to pots of gold, then I owe him a drink or two.

      Wouldn’t it be better, though, if it were totally incognito? Would I feel more scared or less scared? More like an unfussy East End harlot, or less? Probably ‘more’ in both cases, but on the other hand I wouldn’t have to worry about people I know hearing of my wicked deeds. London is a huge city, but I’m still terrified to think that I’m doing this in the same town where I grew up. Home. The place where I have friends, family and ex-colleagues.

      I shake my head in confusion as I turn and let the water splash me in the face, closing my eyes as I imagine what Charles is going to want from me. Yes, actually, I think on the whole it’s better that my first call will be to someone I’ve met. I’ve got enough first-day nerves without having to deal with a weirdo. I’m pretty sure Charles is decent and sensible, otherwise he wouldn’t be friends with Martin. And I know he’s good-looking. I keep having flashbacks to the way he gazed at me when I met with him and Lucy in Mayfair. I’m having another one now, and I feel myself begin to sway a little. I have to steady myself with a hand against the shower door.

      I have some notes on what to expect. Working for Lucy is a professional experience, to the point of being surreal. My very first agent (it sounds impossible that the word ‘agent’ has anything to do with me) ran through everything on the phone with me this morning, and couriered a printed copy of the assignment to my door shortly afterwards. It’s enough to make me want to clean myself down there, just one more time. It feels so good to feel my soapy fingers gliding between my legs while I recall her promising words.

      “I don’t want to spoil your first assignment by telling you too much,” she said this morning, her tone such that I could almost hear her beaming at me over the phone. “And the only reason we can have that luxury is that I know you won’t get any unpleasant surprises. Charles is a sweetie, you know that already. He’s different in a private situation, of course, but there’ll be nothing not to like.

      “As I think you know, he does want to spank you. It won’t be anything terrifying. From what I’ve seen in your school report — and I trust Miss Jillings completely on these matters — you’ll cope admirably. In fact, although I’m sure you’ll be nervous, I think you’ll find time to enjoy it.”

      I still can’t extinguish the images she ignited with those words, even all these hours later. I still can’t help feeling that washing my hungry labia with my finger like this, perhaps straying onto my clit now and then — just to be quite sure it’s clean, of course — is only making them wetter, which will make me need to wash them again. I sigh and wonder if I’m ever going to escape the vicious cycle of this inflamed shower.

      “He’s not into anything weird,” she continued. “He likes to worship a woman, revel in her. He knows it’s your first time, of course, and that will be a gigantic turn-on for him. Several of his peers would have been happy to outbid him for the pleasure of having you first, but he sponsored your schooling. And when that’s the case, there’s an etiquette amongst the London gentlemen.”

      I love the bald feeling I’ve got down there, and marvel in its hairless slickness. I tug at the tight hairs of my little patch, then try to find the tiniest hint of hair anywhere else, but I get nothing. How I wish I could see! I imagine being photographed, legs wide open, poster girl for the fancy salon…and a current of pleasure surges through me.

      Calm down, brain! I force my curious, wandering hand away from my nether regions and hope that washing my hair again will cool things in my head. The array of high-end cleansing products, scents and body washes that arrived on my doorstep this morning was mind-boggling. I chose the intriguing champagne conditioner for my mane. You could almost convince me to drink the stuff — really! It actually says it’s a limited edition from Moët and Chandon. Who knew they licensed hair products? It’s on a level of quality I can barely comprehend. I’m not sure I can ever go back to the supermarket stuff now.

      “He’s booked you for the whole night,” I recall Lucy concluding. “You’ll be staying over at his house and, essentially, you’ll be his wife until breakfast tomorrow. You don’t have to worry about prying servants because he doesn’t believe in them. He will treat you like a bloody princess. I’m pretty sure you’ll forget it’s a paid assignment before very long at all!”

      And with that she wished me luck, told me not to cut corners on my grooming (no danger of that), stressed there was no need to overdo makeup given my ‘natural sensuality’ and reminded me to look out for the dress Charles picked out for me. It would arrive by courier in good time this afternoon. Who knew there were so many delivery guys in London? I’ve spent half the afternoon opening the door to a steady stream of polite, uniformed men bearing mysterious packages!

      I think about how sweet and supportive Lucy has been since I got back from the school. We’ve met twice for coffee, and she’s fielded every question I could possibly throw at her with an informed, smiling, reassuring manner. She told me she was thrilled with my report card from the school and that she wanted me on her books. She never put any pressure on me or rushed me, and before a week went by I ran out of reasons to protest.

      I turn the water to cold as I rinse my hair. I need a drop in temperature.

      Lucy’s only request was exclusivity: as long as I was with her, I was not to work with any other clients or agents. I was more than happy to keep it simple and work with someone like her. I gave her my word five days ago, and we sealed it with a handshake. I could stop any time I wanted, even after one client. No nonsense, no contracts. I find Lucy Fulford implicitly trust-inspiring.

      After that, she set about lining up my appointment with Charles. I’ve been on edge ever since, and particularly since I got in the shower this Wednesday afternoon.

      But the chilly water is doing the trick — the oldest cure in the book! I’m calming down just a little now. My nerves level off as I finish rinsing my hair and finally turn off the taps. I think I’ve got my lust under control for the moment.

      I immediately begin to wonder if that’s a good thing.

      I need to be ready at six. I believe we’ll be having a leisurely dinner first, with Charles as my chef. Odd, really, after the no-strings sex I got used to in training. It does sound a lot like a date. I hope Lucy’s right, and I can put the whole payment thing out of my mind.

      My mental preparation seems to be working, I think to myself as I grab one of the horrible cheap bathroom towels I bought from the local supermarket and start to pat my flesh down. I’ve been good, and doing what Miss Jackson advised: meditation and porn. The combination of guilt-reducing self-hypnosis, a regular diet of sexy viewing and no actual sex — after all, I have no boyfriend as such — has undoubtedly got me hornier than ever as my first appointment approaches.

      There’s still some doubt and disbelief, but surely that’s to be expected. The nagging voice that insists on reminding me how disgusting all of this is has been dimming, although I can hear it a little louder today. It sounds vaguely like my mother. Which is odd, because she’s never spoken to me about sex at all.

      I expected that angel on my shoulder to be there, of course. Let’s see if it disappears once the first client is out of the way. The voice doesn’t like it when I use the word ‘client’. It’s stark and it leaves you in no doubt. The angel wants euphemism.

      So there’s that, but there’s also need. Boy, did I get spoilt at the school. I’ve taken care of myself a few times with my porn homework since getting back, but it’s not the same thing as being with someone. I’ve been so hungry that I’ve even toyed with the idea of calling up one or two of my old flames whom I know would give me a good seeing-to. But I decided against it for the same reason I’ve been avoiding seeing my parents and my friends. There would be questions, and I’d have to spin a web of lies.

      What I want to do is get through this client and make sure I’m really going to keep doing this. Then I’ll take the time to think about whether I’m going to attempt to hoodwink everyone I know on a long-term basis. I shake my head at the thought and make for the bedroom.

      There’s a massive pile of clothes on the floor. As promised, the school delivered everything from the vast closet I shared with Petra. The only problem is that I don’t have a walk-in wardrobe here. There’s nowhere to put all the stuff. I suppose I might be able to afford somewhere a great deal more spacious by next month. If my, er, performance is good. And if the sums I’ve been hearing about aren’t some kind of practical joke. Part of me still thinks they must be.

      Right now all I need to worry about is the dress laid out on my bed. It’s an elegant black number, with a reasonable knee-length hem. Two wispy shoulder straps will hold it in place. On the whole it looks quite respectable, like something I could wear on a night out. I doubt it’s something I could afford, though, I think as I slide the fabric between my fingers and thumb. No, definitely not! You don’t get silkiness like that in the places where I’ve gotten used to shopping.

      I check my notes, and there are no instructions about underwear. I shrug to myself, figuring just about any of the stuff from my lingerie drawer at the school will do. Something about the turquoise set grabs me as my eye roves the stack of skimpy bras and panties at my disposal. It’s bright and bold, yet lurid in the classiest way. There’s a beautiful twirly cream and black pattern around the top edges of the cups and panties. I try not to think too much about Charles lowering them with his teeth as I put them on.

      Soon I find myself dressed and ready to go. I select a little handbag and consider what I should take. My purse, of course. Fresh underwear is a must too. My mobile can come along, but I suppose it ought to be on silent. I decide to do that now so that I don’t forget and embarrass myself later. Just as I flick into quiet mode, I get a vibration.

      It’s Miss Jackson! I remember now. My mentor and I traded numbers before I got on the train to come back to London. It’s a text message.

      
        
        Emma Carling, you gorgeous girl! Little bird tells me you’re off on your first job tonight? Just wanted to wish you luck. You are going to knock their socks off for sure. Enjoy it, and enjoy all the dosh ;) Let’s catch up soon xx

      

      

      She really does have a knack for timing — how does the woman do it? I’ll probably never know. But hey, her message is most welcome right now. It calms me to hear my decidedly hands-on teacher has such confidence that it’s all going to go smoothly. I hammer out a quick reply, realising as I do so that I haven’t let my friends from prostitute school know that my D-Day is here. We’ve all been slack. I really must get in touch with the gang soon.

      I put away my phone, ready to focus on entertaining. I stand up and brush myself down. One final check in the mirror. It’s a fact: I don’t think I’ve ever felt so stunning. I think he’s going to be pleased.

      Then, for the fourth time today, I jump as the buzzer from downstairs sounds. My heart skips a beat and my stomach curls around itself. This is not another exciting delivery. This will be my driver. Fuck – this is it!

      I am about to become a prostitute. I take a deep breath and step out of my door.
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        Sorry for the tiny interruption - you can keep reading in just a sec!

      

        

      
        I only wanted to let you know that if you’d prefer to hear Escort Unleashed narrated by a sultry English lady voicing my beautiful Emma, there’s finally an audiobook alternative available for this second book in the series!

      

        

      
        Interested? If the best possible deal for both yourself and the author is important to you, I would really appreciate you listening via Spotify Premium if you have it.
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        But the audiobook is also available on other platforms, which you can access via my author website.
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      He’s already taking my breath away. I’m kneeling on the floor of his bedroom, near the foot of his king-sized bed. In keeping with his wishes, I’m upright and leaning slightly forward, so that my bare knees take my weight, pushing hard against the chocolate-marble carpet. My hands rest demurely on my thighs, twitching fingers and all. My feet are shoeless, and the unmistakeable fabric of the black dress blankets them as it swishes gently around my heels.

      And I’m thinking, this is it.

      Charles, the man who paid for me tonight, stands tall in front of me. We have dined and conversed, but now, I, the consenting adult, have allowed myself to be brought upstairs for reasons I understand very well. He led me up to his room with a gentle, reassuring grip on the fingers of one hand. I followed with my heart thumping off the charts.

      It’s still going crazy now, somewhere beneath my breast. It feels like it might burst through my rib cage with the next beat. I’m teetering on the knife-edge of no return now. This perfect gentleman would let me go right this minute if I asked. No charge. No mark against my name.

      But I am asking for no release. I am too turned on for that.

      I’m a grown, independent woman. I have the right to have chosen to be here. I have the right to say what I am saying. And I am saying yes. I am saying fuck yes!

      Not one of the twelve days I spent at training prepared me to feel excitement like this. I am so aroused that it hurts. My sharp passion is burrowing away at my guts with a scythe. He is a sexy man, and he has treated me handsomely this evening. Lucy was almost right to say that I might forget this was an assignment. But not quite. It’s in the back of my mind that he’s paying thousands of Pounds for me. It sounds like an impossible exaggeration, but it’s not. He is literally renting me for a four figure sum.

      It’s in my mind that this is my first time being taken. Paid for. Owned.

      It’s in my mind that he knows it’s my first time. This man who sponsored my training. I have a blazing desire to pay him back with every sinew of sexuality I have.

      There’s a magic buzz around my head that I don’t think I’ve felt since my very first date, long before I was even a woman. The anticipation is unbelievably powerful. It’s like an invisible wire attached to my scalp, crawling with static and hitched to the ceiling.

      I don’t know where to look. I’m fixating on his beautifully tailored brown trousers, and the thighs within them. He is still fully dressed. A light blue shirt, open at the neck, and a smart pair of brogues, complete the picture. He’s told me to kick my shoes off, but apart from that I am still dressed in the black outfit he instructed me to wear tonight.

      I can feel the wetness melting into my expensive panties as he takes a step nearer, so I can actually smell that scent of his — the after-shave that screams wealth — and he takes my chin in his hand. He lifts my head so my eyes meet his. I feel them roll in their sockets. I’m a little drunk. Some of that is alcohol. But most of it is need.

      “I love you like that, Emma Carling,” he murmurs. “Kneeling there just like that. Here in my bedroom. All for me. It makes me feel so very lucky to be alive. You are beautiful and I am blessed.”

      I swoon. Why does this man feel the need to pay for sex again?

      “I am going to enjoy every moment of you tonight, Emma. I want to welcome you to a world you will never want to leave.”

      He murmurs these words as if he has all the time on earth. And he does, I suppose. I don’t know if I should say anything.

      “Are you a nervous girl?” he says, tipping his head disarmingly to one side.

      I nod. And I feel I should speak. A new voice — one that sounds a lot like Miss Jackson — whispers that I’m supposed to be showing the excitement I’m feeling. But I don’t think I’m getting that right.

      “It’s okay, my sweet,” he whispers. “It’s okay. It’s your first time. I’ve initiated women before and this is normal. I can see that you are aroused. It’s enough for me. You don’t need to say anything if you don’t want to. I understand. I want you to enjoy.”

      I swallow hard, closing my eyes again as his index finger tickles the soft skin of my throat now. Somehow I remember to nod again. I’m sure he’s right when he says he can see I’m aroused. His words are driving me crazy. So is kneeling here in front of him. So far below him. I am his little plaything.

      When will we really begin? My mouth is dry. We haven’t even kissed yet.

      Charles is speaking again.

      “I want to undress you. Do you realise that there is no amount of money in the world that can buy a second first time with you? The magic of finally undressing you and seeing your perfection unveiled…is literally priceless. The only bank I can store it in is my memory bank. And yet I can think of no greater treasure.”

      I hadn’t realised.

      I feel overwhelmed by these things Charles is saying. They’re unbelievable, but his sincerity is billowing through the room with the same intensity he’s got in his eyes as he speaks to me. I’m staggered. How can my naked body be worth so much to this man? It’s all a bit much.

      And I whimper: “How do you know I will be…perfection?”

      I can hardly splutter out that word, and my voice lowers to almost nothing as it escapes my lips. I was brought up to be modest. Yes, boyfriends have thrown the ‘perfect’ word around before, but did they mean it like this guy does? £5000 says he means it. I flush hot at the thought, and it’s not the money itself. It’s knowing that I’m worth that much to him. It’s scary.

      I hear his voice somewhere in the distance, dreamy yet rock-certain. “I know you will be. I knew it the first time I saw you, my sweet. I am an art lover, Emma, and I had that rare feeling of staring a masterpiece in the face when I first laid my eyes on you. And you are worth a dozen Mona Lisas to me.”

      His finger pauses again and I tilt my head back, entranced by the moment and his words. Charles is positively oozing charm and praise. He doesn’t need to! He is paying a king’s ransom for this. He can call me demeaning, disrespectful names. He never needs to see me again. And yet…listen to the man. Could there ever be any truer words spoken?

      The foggy depths of my memory remind me that he’s chosen, openly, not to marry anybody. He hand-picks beautiful women for his pleasure, no more. Oh, but the way he speaks…he could make any girl his own! My God, and yet he’s paying for me. Of all the girls in London! And so much. My head spins.

      “Stand up now, my beautiful,” he says, breathing in deeply and removing his hand from beneath my chin. I rise to my bare feet, as elegantly as I can. The floor and the carpet still feel hard beneath them. My knees are a little red from the kneeling, I think. But he’s only looking at my eyes. And I’m mesmerised by his.

      “I need you naked. Would you rather undress yourself for me, or have your clothes taken off you? You don’t need to say it. Show me.”

      I’m puzzled, wondering what he means. But my body responds before my brain can process anything. I feel my arms rising above my head, like I’m getting set for a high-dive.

      I guess that’s his answer. What I want is to be stripped. What I want is to cede everything.

      His breathing quickens as he takes in my response. He allows himself a moment’s pause, then gets down on one knee. Is he going to propose?

      Christ, I think it would be a yes.

      But no, he’s lightly gripping my ankles with his long, handsome fingers. He’s cupping them with his hands and now they’re rising up my legs. Like their master, they are in no hurry. They linger, but they don’t wander. They travel straight up, the thumbs deftly reeling in the hem of the dress as they climb above my knee.

      My arms are still raised in the air as he journeys tantalisingly along the outside of my thigh, and then over the tiny speed bump of the panty string on my hip. I can almost feel his appreciation of my skin flowing back into me. I feel so desired that I might faint.

      The dress is coming with him now as I feel his warm palms make their way up my hyper-sensitive sides, his thumbs sailing noiselessly over my ribs. The dress tickles my stomach as it dangles its way up, and then it nuzzles my nose as my bra is revealed and he completes the removal of the black garment. When he slips the last of it over my raised wrists, I am sure I have never been undressed so willingly.

      Charles stands back and looks at me, standing there in the turquoise and cream bra and panties, as I drop my arms down to my sides. He flicks the dress away to my left, down the little hallway of his hotel-style bedroom. Not once do his eyes leave me. They are beginning to flash now. In a good way.

      I toss my head, letting today’s new hairdo wake up. It taps me on the shoulders and my fingers seem to be clawing desperately at the flesh beneath my hips, where they happen to be hanging. My body is aching with a need for touch. Another new feeling.

      He whistles softly as finally his eyes leave mine and they rove the length of my body. Up, down and up again. He walks slowly around behind me, pausing close enough for me to feel his breath. But there’s no touch.

      The weird thing is that Charles is making me feel as special as I’ve ever felt on a regular date. I wasn’t ready to be bowled over like this. It’s almost like…romance.

      I can’t take it anymore. I just can’t. He is close behind me and he needs to know my need. I bend over. Right over. Hands on my ankles over.

      I didn’t plan this. One minute I was standing there obediently, the next I’m offering him access to my sex, just a yank of my sodden panties away. Fuck! Did I really just do that?

      “Do things like that, Emma,” says Charles, whose shoes I can see between my ankles, “and speaking will be absolutely surplus to requirements. You’re communicating your arousal to me very well.”

      Stupidly, I redden.

      “I am thrilled that you are a hungry girl,” he goes on evenly, walking around back in front of me now. “I knew you would be. But you need to wait a little longer. Undressing you is absolutely sacrosanct. Keep up the enthusiasm, though, and I may have to delay your spanking and proceed to other important business.”

      I stand up straight again, all reluctance. I think my mouth is gaping. Do I want a spanking, or do I want fucking? Oh God, too much choice! He’s smiling at me. And now he steps forward, brushes a couple of strands of loose hair back behind my ear, and kisses me deeply.

      I melt. Was it supposed to be this good?

      I’m hungry for his mouth and his tongue, and it feels so warm, so wet, so good, the way he’s feeding my need. I try to kiss him back but he dominates our movements, controls where my tongue will go. Truly, it’s fine. He’s making me shiver with what he’s doing, especially when he pushes his tongue in so deep. So hard and yet so soft.

      I think I’d kill to be this guy’s wife. It makes me feel light-headed to think that he wants me this much. The whole thing is intoxicating. My apprehensions have vanished and all I know now is that I have never felt so much like a woman.

      He takes it slow, and my eyes close as we kiss. I’ve been expecting this to feel like some kind of awful, dirty prostitute kiss. One that counts for nothing but shame. But instead it feels pure, normal and natural. In fact, it’s better than any I’ve ever had. Because I can feel his power almost flowing into me. Because I have no questions about where this is going, or what it’s for. I think I am coming around to his way of thinking about the opposite sex.

      At last he stands back, removing his hands from my shoulder blades. He takes a very deep breath and closes his eyes, almost as though he is about to enter a trance. Is he preparing for a religious experience?

      “You are ready for the final part of your undressing,” he murmurs after a long pause, his voice softer than ever as he opens his eyes. “I want to undress you many times in my life, Emma Carling, and each time I do so I will be grateful to be on this earth. But I can never repeat this first time.”

      I gulp. He really has a thing about this. And then I nod. Mmm. First time. Oh yes, it’s special for me too.

      “Turn around please, Emma. And remove your bra.”

      His tone is less controlled now. The breathing is getting heavier. I reach around behind me and unclasp the bra as instructed. Following his every instruction feels the most natural thing in the world. This is a side of my character that’s only recently introduced itself to me.

      But the part of myself that I know better wants to take initiative, too, and I hook my thumbs into the panties, ready to remove them. In truth, I can’t wait to be naked before Charles.

      “Tsk,” I hear him. “Wait a moment. I want to run my eyes over your back. It’s so beautiful in this light. I want to admire the way your sides rise and fall when you breathe; the swooping curve of your shoulder blades; the sheer artistry of your soft, toned muscles. The contrast of your dark hair and your milky skin.”

      The man is a poet, and I am helpless at the brute, dazzling sincerity of his words. I drop my hands again, aching with desire at the thought that he’s admiring me in such detail.

      “Now,” he says after a minute or so. “Stay facing away from me, and remove your panties. I would like you completely naked.”

      I do as he asks. And I feel a powerful ripple of thrill run through me as I stand up straight again, my twitchy hands at my bare sides and my underwear on the floor.

      There’s a long silence. I wonder if he is meditating for real this time. I become aware of the clock ticking in the corner. And then some soft music fills the room. Tranquil panpipes. He must have a remote control or something. The sound comes from nowhere and everywhere. This is definitely no cheap sound system.

      At last, Charles speaks again: “All right, Emma, I’m ready to see you revealed in just one moment.” He pauses, as if gathering himself. “You may turn around.”

      And I do it. He’s sitting on the bed, looking earnest and utterly absorbed in the woman in front of him. That £5000 girl who is…me.

      I don’t know what to do with my hands, so I leave them at my sides. I don’t want to look a show-off. Again, he says nothing. He just closes his eyes for a long time, as if unable to comprehend or take in what he’s seen. When he opens them, he seems surprised to find I’m still there. Very slowly, he shakes his head.

      “Better than perfect,” he whispers, just loud enough that I can hear him from three paces away. “Come closer to me.”

      I step towards him, stopping just in front of his knees. His hands remain on the mattress, leaving his eyes to do all the work. They travel from my own eyes to my chin to my collar bone to my breasts, where I see them dart from one nipple to another, and then back again, and then all the way down my body. He repeats the exercise several times.

      “Pure,” he says. “Pure like Eden.”

      I could get used to this kind of worship.

      He stands up suddenly, giving me a little fright.

      “I’m not going to spank you,” he announces, still not laying a finger on me. “I cannot stomach foreplay when you’ve aroused me for this long. I want to lay you out on my bed and fuck you. Right now.”

      Sounds good to me. I’m not sure I’ll survive foreplay in this state either. Not without calling on a few of those delaying techniques I learned at Cranleigh House.

      I just smile at him, because he makes me feel that I can. He smiles too. I know he knows what I’m thinking.

      “I’m going to lift you, sweetie,” he says. “Fall into my arms.”

      I let him take me, his forearms beneath my thighs and shoulders. He’s strong and I feel deliciously vulnerable as he makes light work of laying my limpness down on the duvet that covers his bed. It feels so soft and delicate against the skin of my back. The room temperature is impossibly perfect. I’m neither hot nor cold. It’s perfect for sex above the blankets.

      I’m not sure what to do, exactly, as he moves around to the foot of the bed and begins to loosen his belt. So I do what I want to do. Which is to open my legs for him. I bend my knees a little, feeling my heat rise as I display my craving sex to him. He looks pleased.

      “I will inspect that beautiful little pussy of yours at close quarters after our first orgasm, darling, don’t worry about that. Right now, I’m going in.”

      Our orgasm? He’s no Rupert, this one. I like him better for it.

      I can’t
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