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      Chapter One

      
      SILHOUETTED BY THE gentle orange light of the fire, the young woman ran a hand slowly down over her waist to her hip. She had a perfect body
         and she knew as much. Every move she made was calculated to highlight the fact of her perfection and drive all those who saw
         her wild with lust and desire.
      

      
      Turning from the fireplace to face the interior of the sumptuous room, she laid a slender arm along the mantelpiece to steady
         herself as she began the long seductive process of undressing. With her free hand, she began to unfasten the tiny pearlescent
         buttons of her long white dress, a dress made of a fabric so fine and transparent that it seemed orange where the light of
         the fire shone through. With each little button that popped easily from its buttonhole, the dress slipped further from the
         woman’s narrow shoulders; smooth brown shoulders that invited caresses or kisses to cover them over again.
      

      
      ‘Do you want me to go further?’ she asked in a soft, low voice, when the dress was completely open at the front, from delicate
         neck-line to hem. As if she had to ask … Taking silence as assent, she rearranged herself at the side of the fireplace, leaning back against the cold
         wood-panelled wall and putting one foot against it in a casual pose so that her dress fell to either side of her slender body
         like a carelessly tied dressing gown. Beneath she was wearing a collection of far more exquisite garments than the simple
         shift that had kept them covered until now. The intricate white lace of a balconette brassiere held her perfectly round breasts
         in gravity-defying beauty. Each time she breathed in, the soft tanned orbs of her bosom seemed to strain against their delicate
         restraint, silently begging the on-looker to move up behind her and unhook them from their bondage.
      

      
      ‘Put some music on,’ she commanded. At once the tribal beat of some anonymous band seeped out from the expensive stereo in
         the corner of the antiques-filled room to fill it like the heady, sexy scent of incense. The woman closed her eyes to fully
         savour the sensual pleasure of the sound that raised goosebumps on her hot flesh like the breath of a long-desired lover.
      

      
      ‘I like this tune,’ she purred. ‘Make it louder.’

      
      As the sound heightened at her command, the woman casually dipped a long finger into a glass of champagne which stood on the
         table beside her, and ran a wet line from her cleavage to across the top of her left breast so that the glittering trail emphasised
         the perfect curve it had followed. Then the woman trailed her finger across her bottom lip, already wet with sticky pink gloss,
         and winked conspiratorially.
      

      
      ‘Tastes delicious,’ she murmured, dipping her finger into the glass again. In the flickering firelight the tiny bubbles glittered up to meet her smooth pink fingernail.
      

      
      This time the woman started a new trail just below the centre of the brassiere, where the curved wires that supported her
         full breasts met, tracing her way down across her ribcage to her flat stomach. Long, narrow and deceptively deep, her tiny
         navel echoed the promise of another more erotic country still hidden from view. The woman curled her finger around in a tantalising
         mimicry, before continuing downwards to where the intricate tracery of lace edging her knickers only just covered her pubis.
         She looked down at herself then with more than a hint of mischief as she edged her fingertip beneath that flimsy boundary
         of white lace and stroked her silky pubic hair. When she looked up again her eyes were glazed, her pupils dark and fully dilated
         with a pleasure in her own body that to the onlookers was almost as arousing as her body itself.
      

      
      ‘You want to touch me,’ she whispered hotly. And she had no reason to doubt that what she said was true.

      
      Throwing back her head so that her long, honey-coloured hair fell tumbling over her shoulders like a silken scarf, she smiled
         a predatory white-toothed smile as she slid her hand out of her knickers and instead hooked her fingers beneath the taut suspenders
         which led down across her thighs. She made it seem as though she might at any moment unhook the snowy white stockings that
         covered her endless legs. Instead she ran her hands all the way up her body again and stretched like a lazy cat, while sliding
         one narrow foot from the confines of a tottering white shoe that looked as though it had been made to drink champagne from.
      

      
      Turning her back to the room she stretched languorously and held the folds of her dress out like gossamer butterfly wings
         so that her body was once more a tantalising shadow of perfection behind a veil of white fabric. The music seemed to grow
         quieter in anticipation of the moment when she finally slid the dress from her shoulders and let it fall into a shimmering
         puddle of silk at her spiky heels.
      

      
      From behind, she was almost more beautiful. As she reached around herself to unhook the gently restraining bra, her fine brown
         shoulderblades flexed like two tiny angel’s wings. The smooth curved line of her spine became a forbidden path that greedy
         fingers longed to walk and explore. Slowly. Lovingly. The thong back of the white panties she wore separated a pair of soft,
         pink buttocks that asked to be cheek to cheek with any eager face that wanted to bury itself in her glowing flesh.
      

      
      Without turning round, the woman took off her bra in one easy move and, twirling it twice around her finger by its strap for
         effect, tossed the flimsy garment into the room behind her without looking to see where she aimed. It fell like a discarded
         feather by the ruins of her dress.
      

      
      Crossing her arms about her chest, she ran her hands along the sides of her body, so that to anyone watching from behind it
         was as if they were not her own hands but a mystery lover’s. The music in the room had slowed again and she began to undulate
         her hips in time with the lazy beat. She stroked her hands across her peach-skinned buttocks, ran long fingers temptingly over the tops of her stockings and finally, most wonderfully, leaned forward and over to look out from
         between her perfect legs in a gesture of invitation so explicit that she hardly needed to pull the fabric of her g-string
         to one side and caress her labia to underline it. But she did.
      

      
      It might simply have been the champagne still wet upon her finger that glistened in the dying flicker of the firelight, but
         before anyone could be sure, the woman was gone, disappearing behind the heavy velvet curtain that separated one room from
         the next before any other hand could touch her; leaving nothing behind but the ghostly fingers of her perfume to caress the
         empty air.
      

      
      ‘Bloody hell,’ said Cherry Valentine. ‘That was all a bit much, wasn’t it?’

      
      ‘Certainly beats the book launch I went to last week,’ agreed her companion, a beer-bellied, middle-aged hack who covered
         fashion events for the Chronicle under the pseudonym ‘Melissa Farquharson’.
      

      
      ‘What happens next?’ Cherry asked him.

      
      ‘All the guests take their clothes off and start an orgy?’ ‘Melissa’ suggested hopefully.

      
      ‘What? With the other guests? Not unless there’s something much stronger than alcohol in this glass,’ said Cherry, recoiling
         at the thought. ‘But the staff? Now that’s a different matter altogether. Where do they get them, eh?’ she murmured as a black-haired
         Adonis dressed in nothing but a gold fig-leaf-style thong filled her glass with yet more vintage champagne.
      

      
      Cherry hadn’t expected too much from the launch of Promised Pleasures’ new line of lingerie when she pinched the ‘exclusive’
         invitation from the desk of the paper’s fashion editor, but as soon as her taxi turned into the gravelled driveway of the
         venue – a vast but disused country house – and she saw the barely dressed boys and girls at the windows, beckoning the carefully
         chosen guests inside like a posse of gorgeous young vampires from a Hammer Horror movie, Cherry knew it was going to be fun.
         She had no idea how much fun, however.
      

      
      ‘I think Promised Pleasures can pretty much guarantee a rise in their sales over the next week or so,’ Cherry commented. And
         not a moment too soon. The family-run company had been on the verge of going bust, so to speak, since it had insisted on sticking
         to its speciality of old-fashioned lace while the rest of the underwear market followed Calvin Klein into the grey jersey
         formality currently preferred by the British knicker-wearing public.
      

      
      ‘Nice to see a return to good old-fashioned values,’ nodded ‘Melissa’, as the model who had just given such good value for
         money by the fireplace reappeared in a baby-blue ensemble that matched the white one she had pretty much discarded earlier.
         Hard as Cherry tried, she found it impossible not to stare at the woman’s perfect warm curves again as the gorgeous girl positioned
         herself on the surface of a highly polished dining table with no regard whatsoever for what her spike heels might do to the
         veneer.
      

      
      ‘Here we go again,’ said Cherry in mock boredom, as the guests assembled in the dining room suddenly abandoned the nouveau cuisine-style nibbles, which had been placed everywhere but on the dining table, for a far tastier dish.
      

      
      The honey-blonde lay back on the table, her arms above her head. From somewhere in the dark corners of the room, an unseen
         maitre d’ with a voice like melting chocolate ran through the elements of ‘Caroline’s’ outfit as she rolled over on to her front and
         then on to her back again so that everyone could get a proper view of the ‘delicate French lace’ and ‘pure silk gusset’. The
         onlookers were rapt when she opened her giraffe-long legs to display the ‘fine double stitching’ between them.
      

      
      Cherry watched the spectacle for a while, peering from behind a sweaty journalist until she became frustrated by her restricted
         view. Stepping back from the slightly unpleasant position, she decided that she ought to apply herself to her real job in
         any case.
      

      
      Cherry Valentine was a senior reporter for the Star Times – a weekly colour supplement, given away free on Saturdays with national tabloid the Daily Mercury, that carried a mixture of gossip, reviews and TV listings. Now she cast her jaundiced eye around the Promised Pleasures party
         to see if she could spot any celebs getting their own share of forbidden fruit. Anyone would do, she told herself. Footballers.
         Newsreaders. Soap stars behaving badly were best – people loved to read about the incredible contrast between the drab, distressed
         characters the actors played on TV and the champagne, cocaine and Dolce & Gabbana lifestyles they led when the cameras stopped
         rolling. But there were no soap stars to be seen that night. At least none in that particular room, which appeared to be full of other members of Cherry’s own profession. The ugliest possible members at that, she thought with
         a sigh.
      

      
      Taking one last peek at the lovely Caroline over a fellow hack’s shoulder, Cherry headed for the door that led from the dining
         room to the rest of the house. From experience she knew that at this kind of party the celebs were usually protected from
         the proles in a private VIP room once they had done the obligatory photo-call bit with whatever product was to be pushed.
         With her sixth sense for such things, Cherry headed up the sweeping staircase in the hallway towards another room from whence
         more enticing music drifted. As she watched, one of the gorgeous thong-clad waiters from downstairs walked into the room,
         carrying a bottle of champagne of a much better vintage than the one the hacks had been drinking. Cherry was pretty sure she
         had struck VIP gold.
      

      
      She took a deep breath, fluffed up her glossy black bob and prepared to push her way into the private party. When she first
         started her job at the Star Times it had been easy. A pretty girl on her own could wangle her way into just about any event with a wink and a smile, no matter
         how big and scary the bouncers looked. These days, however, people had started to recognise Cherry from the little picture
         at the head of her column, and, having put more than a few noses out of joint with some ill-timed or particularly nasty gossip,
         she had lately found herself on the ‘least-wanted’ list of many joints. She wasn’t going to be put off by the possibility
         of an unwelcome reception tonight, however. With all these semi-naked models drifting about to encourage bad behaviour in even the saintliest of celebrities, she knew she might be on
         the verge of a journalist’s dream.
      

      
      But, flinging wide the door to this ‘secret room’, Cherry found herself not in another party but in a changing room, where
         the models who prowled the salon downstairs were being dressed and touched up (with concealer, rather than lustful hands).
         Nevertheless, Cherry snapped a quick photo with her handy compact camera before she backed out again.
      

      
      Into someone’s broad chest.

      
      ‘Invading people’s privacy again?’ the man asked archly.

      
      Cherry brushed herself off and straightened up after the shock of the collision. ‘Well, what were you intending to do yourself?’
         she asked. ‘Creeping about like some kind of peeping tom.’
      

      
      ‘I have an invitation to this private party actually.’

      
      ‘So do I,’ Cherry retorted.

      
      ‘Borrowed no doubt. I could have you thrown out.’
      

      
      ‘Then why don’t you?’ asked Cherry cockily. ‘God knows there’s no one interesting enough for me to write about in my column
         here.’
      

      
      ‘Why don’t you make something up? Isn’t that what you usually do?’

      
      Cherry had to smile at that.

      
      The name of the man being so very belligerent was Andreas Eros (not his real name, Cherry suspected) and he was in fact the
         only celeb she had seen at the party that night. But the popular magician, who modelled himself on the likes of Las Vegas
         stars David Copperfield and Siegfried and Roy rather than homegrown magic man Paul Daniels, was hardly Cherry’s favourite
         subject. She received a letter from his solicitor every time she so much as breathed his name in the office.
      

      
      It had started out with a fairly reasonable review of one of his shows. The show had been OK – if you like to see lots of
         breathing fire and posturing while a couple of miserable-looking Dobermans jump through hoops. Cherry had simply stated that
         it wasn’t her kind of thing, but that throwaway comment was enough to get Mr Eros’s ram-rod back up. The only thing was, the
         angrier Mr Eros got, the more uncharitable Cherry’s reviews became. She just couldn’t help herself. Of his latest ‘erotic
         magic’ show, billed as ‘the hottest thing to hit the West End since the Fire of London’, Cherry had written that it was as
         ‘sexy as a ham sandwich’. In fact that particular review was due to be published the very next morning. It was a thought which
         brought a smile to Cherry’s lips, even as Eros ranted in front of her now.
      

      
      ‘Tell you what,’ she said sarcastically. ‘Why don’t you just wave your big fat wand and make me disappear, eh?’ She stood
         with her hands on her hips as though she was waiting for him to do exactly that.
      

      
      ‘If only I could,’ Eros snarled back. Then he turned on his Cuban heels and left Cherry alone in the corridor.

      
      She watched him retreat with interest. Much as she had slated his taste in ‘slacks’ as she disrespectfully referred to them
         at every opportunity, Eros’s dodgy satin trousers really showed off his backside. And it was a pretty impressive backside.
         She had read in an article written by a rather more respectful journalist that Andreas Eros spent at least two hours a day in a private
         gym at his country house, keeping his body in peak physical condition for all the prancing about he did in his stage show.
         After all, no one wants to be upstaged by their dancers or even a couple of well-muscled dogs … Cherry took a sneaky snap
         of the perfect posterior with her trusty camera. Might come in handy for a ‘rear of the year’-type feature.
      

      
      ‘Nice bum, shame about the rest,’ she murmured cheekily, just as Eros disappeared into another private room with a defiant
         toss of his carefully groomed black hair.
      

      
      ‘Can I help you, Madam?’

      
      Cherry’s daydream about messing up Andreas Eros’s slick hairdo was interrupted by the sudden arrival of the black-haired Adonis
         with the champagne bottle from downstairs. Cherry leaned her head on one side and wondered whether it would be inappropriate
         to ask him if he could help find her clitoris.
      

      
      ‘Could you help me find my clitoris?’ she blurted out before she could stop herself. Amazing what a couple of bottles of champagne
         could do for a girl’s self-confidence. (Or for the removal of her inhibitions.) The Adonis smiled slowly and uncertainly and
         for an awful second Cherry expected him to break into a run.
      

      
      ‘I don’t think we’re supposed to …’ he began.

      
      ‘I know. But I am the lingerie buyer for every Marks and Spencer store in the land,’ Cherry lied quickly. ‘I have a seasonal budget that goes into seven figures. I’m sure your bosses would expect you to make an exception
         for such a valuable potential customer,’ she added, though she didn’t for one moment expect to get anything more out of him
         than a smile. A little flirty reciprocation perhaps.
      

      
      The Adonis bit his lip as he cast a hurried look down the corridor in either direction to see if they were being observed.
         They weren’t; the corridor was completely deserted. The music coming from the main room downstairs suddenly became louder.
         It was clear that the party was now in full swing and it was unlikely that anyone would come upstairs looking for something
         better to do just yet.
      

      
      ‘We could go up to the attic,’ the Adonis said in a whisper.

      
      ‘Eh?’ Cherry’s mouth dropped open with surprise.

      
      ‘None of the guests are supposed to go up there because Promised Pleasures aren’t insured for an accident outside the main
         rooms. I’m not supposed to go up there either in case I fall and hurt my face. I’m a model,’ he clarified.
      

      
      Cherry laughed into her glass. ‘Are you serious?’

      
      ‘What? About being a model? Don’t I look like one?’ he asked, hurt.

      
      ‘No. Not about being a model, stupid. About going up into the attic with a total stranger?’

      
      ‘Yeah. Why not?’

      
      ‘I was only joking when I suggested it,’ she blushed. ‘Anything could happen.’

      
      ‘I hope so,’ the Adonis replied, giving her a meaningful stare.

      
      Cherry shuddered delightfully as his gaze seemed to penetrate her clothes. For a moment she wondered what she had started.
         Perhaps she should be the one to break into a run now.
      

      
      ‘I saw you downstairs earlier, watching the show,’ he told her as he reached out to caress her face. ‘I thought you were really
         sexy right away, but when I followed you up here to try to get to know you, you were talking to that Andreas Eros bloke. I
         didn’t think I had a chance with you then. Not with his reputation.’
      

      
      ‘His reputation?’ Cherry sighed as the model ran his hand down the side of her neck.

      
      ‘Isn’t he supposed to be the sexiest man on earth?’

      
      ‘Purleese,’ said Cherry. Her nervousness about trying it on with the model had completely deserted her now. It was as though
         his smooth hands on her neck had melted it away. ‘Andreas Eros is really not my type. Too many … clothes,’ she said, hooking
         a finger into the front of the model’s gold g-string. ‘I think you had better take me to the attic before I change my mind.’
      

      
      Without hesitation, the model dragged Cherry behind another heavy velvet curtain that hid a narrow, winding staircase leading
         up into blackness. As soon as they were out of the light of the corridor, he planted his picture-perfect mouth on Cherry’s
         neatly pursed lips and she almost tripped with the shock. By the time they reached the doorway that led to the attic itself,
         the model, walking behind her, had a hand up her skirt and was already pulling her skimpy panties to one side to get at her
         most private centre of pleasure.
      

      
      ‘Slow down,’ she told him, pushing the door open with her shoulder, just as his fingers breached her labia. Once inside the
         attic she could see him again in the moonlight that crept in through the holes where tiles had once protected the house from
         the rain. The model-waiter was gorgeous. Like something from a dream. Cherry had never been with a model before and she was
         thrilled at the thought of adding a new ‘first’ to her list of experiences. She ran her fingers wonderingly over his beautiful
         face and felt the thrill of anticipation.
      

      
      ‘Better find somewhere safe to stand,’ she said, noticing that the floor beneath her feet was almost as full of holes as the
         roof.
      

      
      ‘Over here.’ He took Cherry by the hand and led her gingerly through the boxes of junk left behind by the former occupants
         of the grand house.
      

      
      A portrait of a stiff-collared man in Victorian dress, probably one of those former occupants, regarded them darkly from a
         corner of the loft. This wouldn’t have happened in his day, Cherry chuckled, as she twanged her new boyfriend’s g-string.
         But then, for one awful moment, she found herself thinking that the stiff old fella in the portrait looked a bit like Andreas
         Eros, so it was with some relief that she draped her crumpled jacket over the unwanted watcher’s frame, while the model, who
         said between breathless kisses that his name was Aaron, began to struggle with the buttons on her shirt.
      

      
      As he undressed her, Aaron kissed her hungrily, probing the depths of her mouth with his tongue so erotically that Cherry
         thought she might come without even getting her knickers off. He tasted of cigarettes and champagne, having doubtless had a glass himself for every
         one he poured out for the guests. When he took his mouth away from hers to concentrate on her neck, Cherry buried her nose
         in his thick black hair and breathed in the gorgeous aroma of expensive shampoo and hot male. As he nipped playfully at her
         neck with his teeth, she dug her neat fingernails into his rock-hard biceps with delight. In the moonlight, the smooth, tanned
         skin that covered his almost naked body had taken on the appearance of stone and Cherry had a brief, delicious fantasy that
         she was being seduced by Leonardo Da Vinci’s statue of David come to life. With all his working parts hard as marble, she
         hoped.
      

      
      Sliding her hands quickly down his back, Cherry sighed with pleasure as she reached the g-string which held Aaron’s golden
         fig-leaf in place. He had unfastened her skirt and pushed it down to her feet so that there were just two g-strings between
         them where it mattered, his in gold satin, hers in intricate black lace. He had pushed back her black silk shirt so that his
         bare chest met her breasts in their scanty black covering. The sudden caress of a cool draft of wind through the dilapidated
         roof was a delicious reminder to Cherry that she was getting naked with a gorgeous man. Just then, she felt the familiar pop
         of her bra being undone and melted with delight at the feeling of that man’s warm hands on her back.
      

      
      Aaron continued to kiss her frantically as he fondled the twin orbs he had just released. Cherry allowed herself to be taken
         under his control, her head lolling back in ecstasy as her new lover took each of her nipples between his sharp white teeth and sucked them until
         they were hard as pebbles. When he moved to kiss her on the lips again, she felt the unmistakable firmness of an eager, raging
         hard-on beneath the fig-leaf and pressed her pelvis tight against his, pulling him against her by the buttocks, rubbing herself
         against him until she could no longer resist slipping a hand between their bodies to take hold of his penis.
      

      
      While she gently pulled Aaron’s foreskin back and forth to increase his arousal, he pushed her g-string down over her hips.
         His girl-soft fingers sought out the musky warmth between her legs, and he slipped one carefully inside. Cherry felt her clitoris
         swell to attention as Aaron worked at it with the heel of his hand while his long fingers simultaneously stroked the welcoming
         wetness of her vagina. In her own enthusiastic clutches, Aaron’s penis was fast reaching its own peak condition. Breathing
         hard and in perfect time, the new lovers locked eyes to signal that the moment of ultimate release must surely be about to
         arrive.
      

      
      Kicking away her g-string and skirt, Cherry suddenly turned from Aaron and positioned herself with her hands against a low
         beam. She leaned forward so that her buttocks were tilted invitingly upwards towards him. The intention was unmistakable.
         Cherry held her breath in anticipation, counting the long hot seconds, until Aaron stepped forward between her parted legs
         and took her hips firmly and determinedly in his hands.
      

      
      Cherry gasped as his thick, hard shaft nudged delicately at the lips of her vagina. Then, unable to wait any longer for her pleasure to begin, she reached back through
         her legs with her own hand to part her labia and carefully guide him inside.
      

      
      She drew breath ecstatically as Aaron pushed forward until his pelvis touched her buttocks. He moved slowly at first. Cherry
         closed her eyes to savour the delicious drag as he pulled his shaft out of her body then pushed in again like a cellist intent
         on making the strings hum.
      

      
      But it wasn’t long before the power of Aaron’s own arousal took control of the rhythm and his tempo increased. Cherry gripped
         the beam in front of her as she pushed herself back against his urgent movements. Slap. Slap. Slap. The sound of the base
         of his taut stomach connecting hard with her peachy, curved buttocks seemed loud enough for the whole party to hear.
      

      
      ‘Harder,’ she shouted joyfully. Aaron’s grip tightened around her waist as he hammered his penis home. ‘Harder,’ she laughed.
         ‘I think I’m going to …’
      

      
      She started to come before she could finish telling him. His gorgeous body; the chilled champagne; the thought of all those
         glamorous people partying unknowingly beneath their fucking bodies; all collaborated to push Cherry to the edge of pleasure
         in record time. As her vagina began to pulse and contract with the familiar rhythms of ecstasy, she felt her lover’s penis
         swell to fill her completely, ready to flood her with jets of come that would hit her like exocet missiles.
      

      
      Cherry’s orgasm shot through her body like electricity, igniting and exciting every nerve it passed until she felt as though she might shake herself apart if she didn’t
         hold on tight. Behind her, Aaron was roaring his approval, pressing his pelvis hard against her round buttocks as his tremendous
         orgasm jerked out of his body and into hers.
      

      
      When she looked up through a gap in the roof tiles, Cherry felt sure for one giddy moment that the sky was spinning super-fast
         above them. Aaron straightened her body up against his and held her close to him, his arms curled around her chest possessively
         as his penis gave a triumphant dying spurt. His excited panting in Cherry’s ear was almost drowned out by the sound of her
         own blood rushing through her head as her brain put her body on full alert. Aaron continued to hold her against him, wrapping
         his arms around her aroused swollen breasts, and for just a second it was as though they had known each other for a very long
         time.
      

      
      Eventually, however, they had to let go of each other and get back to the party.

      
      ‘People are getting thirsty down there,’ Cherry explained with a slightly regretful smile.

      
      Aaron let his penis slide slowly from her body and gathered her into his arms again for a final kiss. Sweet and delicious.
         The urgency of their first clash was gone now, but there was still enough warmth between their lips to elicit a tiny eager
         flicker in the depths of Cherry’s stomach.
      

      
      She retrieved her discarded clothes from the dusty floor of the attic and unveiled the sinister portrait as she put on her
         jacket. Aaron unhooked his crumpled g-string from the corner of a broken picture frame, where it had ended up in their rush to get naked. As he pulled it back on, Cherry smoothed a hand over his ruffled hair and
         suggested that they go back downstairs one at a time. ‘For decency’s sake,’ she said.
      

      
      ‘One more thing,’ Aaron whispered urgently, grabbing her by the wrist as she turned to leave first. She pouted her lips beautifully
         in anticipation of a request for just one more kiss. But it didn’t come.
      

      
      ‘You said you were the buyer for Marks and Spencer’s lingerie department, right?’ Aaron panted. ‘Does that mean you can, like,
         book models for all the fashion shoots too?’
      

      
      Cherry’s smile stiffened as she subtly freed herself from his grasp. ‘Sure I can. What’s your name again?’ she asked.

      
      ‘Aaron,’ he said. ‘Aaron Mason.’

      
      ‘Aiden,’ said Cherry distantly. ‘I won’t forget that.’

      
      Cherry wasn’t sure how long she had been upstairs. It hadn’t felt like such a long time, but when she got back to the main
         room where everything had been happening before she left to go celeb-hunting, she found no one but the staff and the models
         who were variously tidying up and getting dressed again. She didn’t bother to hang around and watch. The magic had already
         started to fade now that the flattering candlelight had been replaced by the buzzing glare of fluorescent strips and the beautiful
         girls and boys, who had looked so other-worldly in their designer silk underwear, were covered up in the shapeless jeans and
         jumpers of ordinary life.
      

      
      Cherry wandered out on to the driveway of the house and lit up a post-coital cigarette. It wasn’t until she stood in the cold
         night air and felt the wind bite through her thin jacket that it struck her that she was now in the middle of nowhere without
         a lift. She had arrived at the party in a courtesy limousine that had picked her up at the office and dropped her right at
         the door of the old country house. But there was no courtesy car

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
   OEBPS/images/9781405511377.jpg
STEPHANIE

-
PRIVATE

PARTIES






