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  Foreword


  In a place, not very far away and a time, fairly recently in the past, a few writers came together. They decided to work with one another, to create a collection of high quality erotica, ready to unleash onto the unsuspecting public in time for Christmas.


  This is the story of Gratis.


  On every one of the pages that follow, one of us has shared a glimpse of their soul; what makes us tick. Hopefully you, the reader, will find yourself lost in the stories that follow, experiencing them as if they were your own.


  



  Love,


  Hedonist Six


  Chloe Thurlow

  Snow Falls Softly
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  Men are governed by lines of intellect - women: by curves of emotion.

  James Joyce


  He kisses my eyes. My lips. My neck. He slowly draws my top over my head and my breath catches as his long kiss caresses the hollow of my throat. I feel the elastic on my bra stretch. I hear the snap of the catch, the pop of the button at the back of my skirt, the crackle of the zipper. My skirt falls in a pool about my feet and I step from the folds.


  My heart drums and my blood races as his fingers reach for the strips of silk at the side of my panties. He eases the material over the curve of my bottom and I sigh as if relieved of a terrible burden. I am naked and only naked are we completely ourselves.


  His lips continue their journey, roaming over the swell of my breasts and down in a line to my belly button, which he licks as I recall licking sherbet from my hand as a little girl. That's how I feel that instant. Naked after a bath. A little girl wrapped in a big fluffy towel as I am wrapped now in the moment.


  He drops to his knees and nuzzles through the garden of my pubic hair. I stroke the back of his head as his tongue dives between the lips of my vagina into the pool of my liquids and secrets. I am a lake, drenched, sopping, overflowing. I can smell the subtle waft of my own arousal. Warm juices run down my thighs. His hands cup my bottom and I have the odd desire to feel their weight, to feel a flash of pain to focus this agony of pleasure. I feel proud, confused, ashamed. I am floating. My entire body has become one erogenous zone. If longing makes the heart grow fonder, I have longed for this moment until my heart was ready to burst.


  His tongue runs in a line up the length of my body. We kiss again, my taste on his lips, my body folded into his embrace. He wrestles from my arms, stands back and removes his clothes. I watch as he places them over the chair beside the desk with its clutter of papers, a cup from Starbucks, an iPad with its blue points of light. I wonder if guilt has intensified my feelings and observations. Everything in my mind is sharp like a razor. Josh Caton is forbidden fruit. I am forbidden fruit. Was it coincidence or the motions of the moon that has put us together here, now, like it was meant to be?


  He is naked. I admire him like a work of art, a sculpture by Michelangelo. He is six feet, broad with strong legs, large hands and a mesh of bronze hair on his chest. His cock stands straight like an arrow pointing the way, like a lifeline thrown from a boat to a drowning man. Or woman. The sunset is silver in the cold November sky, the light in his office darkening with the dusk. It seems as if we are about to enter a myth, a fairy story, a fantasy, and pause at the gate as adventurers pause before they set out on the final leg of the journey.


  Is that pause his own guilty feelings? Does the guilt and the pleasure increase the implications for him, as they do for me? Will our lives ever be the same again? We shouldn't be here, like this. But we are. It wasn't right. But it was right. It feels right. He holds my hands and leans back to look at me.


  'You're beautiful.'


  They are words men say, fragile as smoke, but I am beautiful to him, now, at this second, as the sea rolling across the sand on Long Island is beautiful, as the laughter of children coming out of school is beautiful. Beauty has its place and time and this fleeting moment is beautiful. The staff at the agency have gone home. We are alone. For three months we have been avoiding each other's eyes and now our eyes are seeing something for the first time, our nakedness, of course, but more than that. I can see inside his soul, as he can see inside mine. We have found each other. We are two halves of something separated and rejoined, a puzzle so complex and unlikely I suddenly feel like weeping.


  An airplane coming into Newark crosses the sky, it's lights and shadows passing over the room. I lay back on the sofa, my head propped up on the rounded arm, my legs apart like opened scissors. I am wanton and blushing, gleeful and momentarily sad, a confusion of opposites. Each second is a tiny eternity, stretched and perfect. Like the silver sunset, he, too is beautiful. I want to tell him so, but my throat has closed like a trap door. I cannot speak. There is so much to say and there is nothing to say. Words would ruin everything.


  He glides at an angle over the arm of the sofa and his head burrows between my thighs. His tongue wriggles into my wet cleft and I feel a warmth run through me like I have stepped from air conditioning on to the hot sands of a tropical beach. The tip of his tongue, anointed with my oils, rolls over my clitoris like a tender hand over a throbbing ache, the motion releasing a spasm that jerks through my body. For an instant, it feels as if my heart has stopped and I climax in a long vociferous gasp I'm sure the people out on Madison can hear as they hurry home along the sidewalk. As I moan in ecstasy, I am aware of my own voice as if it belongs to a stranger. I am myself and not myself. I feel connected and detached, far away and fixed in the present. It's all so perfect it's painful; perfection is a transient guest, and I want the moment to last forever.


  He turns me on to my front. I bury my head beneath my arms and his tongue licks at the puckered rings of my bottom. He keeps up the momentum, pressing gently. The stone concealing the cave rolls back and I swallow him whole. Like a marvelous machine his tongue pumps in and out, steady and flowing until the contractions start again and my head empties of all thoughts, all doubts, all memories. There is just this moment and this moment becomes the next moment in a continuum, an echo and its echo, an ethereal instant of purity and wonder. I can't define love but that is what I feel.


  I am pressed into the black sofa, but his body seems weightless. It feels as if I am levitating. I need a new language to describe these new sensations. Josh has found something, opened something, divined something. My senses are raw and vibrant, utterly alive. I am all feeling and unprepared when the orgasm that began while nursing the nub of my clitoris erupts once more. I shake beneath him like a volcano prior to the final burst of energy that explodes inside me with a scream of rapture so powerful if I had died at that second I would have died content, my life complete.


  My body is wet and sticky, molten, vibrating. He runs his tongue between the cheeks of my bottom, licking at me like a boy licking a slab of toffee, fully, hungrily, greedily, each stroke of his fine tongue moving from the sopping lake of my pussy, up over the blossoming rose of my ass and on to the indentations at the pit of my back. My spine protrudes, the knuckled hills like the keys of a saxophone, and he plays me, up over the keys, the nape of my neck, into my ears and I turn to feel his lips on my lips.


  We kiss.


  We kiss.


  Ah, that kiss.


  His tongue that has been inside my bottom slips into my mouth, over my teeth, my gums, the soft walls of my throat. As his tongue withdraws, my tongue darts over his mouth, his gums. We are tasting each other and what we taste is the taste of love, something pure; indefinable. What does love mean? There are no words to express this emotion, this miracle. It is something frozen in the depths of your being and released unexpectedly. The kiss is love's scout, love's tracker. Our tongues are lost creatures searching for something elusive; Shangri-la, Eden. We are searching for a sign, a direction, a map into a future that will never be.


  I want to cry I am so happy and so sad.


  I will read Romeo and Juliet from first page to last. When I am finished, I shall read it again. I will listen to Bach's third Brandenburg Concerto on my earphones as I jog with wet cheeks around Central Park.


  We kiss.


  We kiss.


  I know, he knows, that this is more than a kiss. We are pressing our spirit on to each other, our character, our histories, our dashed hopes. We join as a newborn joins to its mother, sucking her breast. His kiss moves across the width of my mouth, caressing, sucking, delving, questioning. Our lips swirl about each other like butterflies, like tango dancers. I am warm and damp. I move between desire and melancholy, lust and grace. My heart pounds. My blood boils. My pulse races.


  His nails brush down my sides and I have a sudden desire for him to dig them in deep, to hurt me. My nipples are on fire. The intake of his breath sounds in my ear like wind over the ocean and I remember him walking once along the beach in East Hampton, a distant lonely figure with his hair blowing, his shirt collar raised, the small dog belonging to his fiancée running ahead.


  I scrub the memory from my mind. There is no past. There is no future. Love, if that's what it is, is as short as it is eternal. A fever burns in me. I want him so much after waiting so long. His kiss is more than a kiss. It is a declaration and, yet, a warning that no man will ever kiss me in this way again.


  My lips are swollen and my mouth aches to take him down into my throat. I wriggle my way out of his kiss and he lays back on the opposite end of the sofa, legs spread, his cock bobbing between us. I run my hand over the soft hair of his chest and down his sides. His body is like alabaster in the cold light. I take his cock in my hand and ease the soft outer flesh through my palm. A look of elation passes over his features as I take the head between my lips. I swallow it down to the roots, up and down, up and down, the tang on my taste buds like marzipan and Turkish delight, something exotic, Mediterranean, far away where it is warm and the sky is brilliant blue.


  He shudders. His spine stretches. I run the tip of my tongue over the indentation dividing the bulbous head of that thrilling creature and he sighs. One after the other, I suck his balls, running them around my mouth like glass marbles. He feels content, complete, and I understand, just a little, of what love means. Love means making the one you love moan with ecstasy and contentment. Love means having your lover inside your body and having your body inside your lover. Love means an exchange of your essence for his essence. They say there is no stronger love than that between a mother and child. It isn't true. The love of lovers is the greatest of human gifts.


  I pause for breath and look up into his eyes; they are blue but seem dark in the twilight, and, in them, I sense his love and see sadness in equal measure. I hold his cock as if it is something that belongs to me.


  'I've wanted you for so long,' he whispers.


  'I know.'


  'What are we going to do?'


  I shrug in answer. There is no answer. I don't want to think about tomorrow, the endless reel of tomorrows unfurling into the future. There is just this moment. This now. I take him back into my mouth. I run my tongue over every part of his cock as if my tongue were a memory machine that will hold this shape inside me forever. I move up and down, finding rhythm, as I had done as a girl skipping with a rope. I want to bite him, chew him all up, swallow him down. He grows tense, rigid. I hear the milling of his breath, the quickening beat of his heart and, when he comes, his sperm is warm and fruity, a hint of the sea, a taste that will stay on the edge of my senses for the rest of my life. No feast, no wedding cake, no celebratory flute of champagne will ever match the taste of Josh that night in the fading sunset.


  He sighs. He shudders. The muscles across his stomach are golden waves and I glide over his chest like a boat coming ashore and we kiss, his warm sea sperm passing between us, from mouth to mouth, our lips growing sticky. He licks my lips with his marvelous tongue and then we kiss again, slowly now, like people who have loved for a long time.


  He is still firm. I can feel his erection pushing at my belly as a child may push at a heavy door. I slip back down his frame and take him into my mouth as something cast will slip back into its mould knowing it is where it came from and where it belongs. I run my tongue up the sticky hard length and into the opening, the eye of his soul. Then I pause to look up at him.


  'Make love to me,' I murmur, and he smiles.


  'There is nothing in this world I want more.'


  'Why did we wait?'


  'I don't know,' he says, but we both know why.


  I lean back across the sofa and watch the lights of the world cross the ceiling. He is wet and strong. His bronze hair is faintly bleached by last summer sun, a reminder of what's gone. His wide shoulders are solid, something you would cling to in a stormy sea. My life is a crossword puzzle. A half written poem. As he eases himself into me, I feel complete. I close my eyes. He rocks gently to and fro and I sense something odd, something different, a feeling I have never had before.


  I want to be pregnant. I want to have Josh Caton's baby. Our baby. Our family. The feeling is overwhelming; bitter and agonizing. Tears roll down my cheeks. They are tears of joy from making love and the tears of a terrible grief because our love would be confined to this one brief second, never to be repeated. If there is one man for every woman and one woman for every man, I had found that man. He had found me. It was all so cruel.


  We move like two parts of the same mechanism. I give myself fully and feel his pleasure, his desire to give all of himself. In this dance of love he is changing. I am changing, the strands of my DNA unfurling on a path into the unknown. Everything I have ever thought in the past will have to be reconsidered and everything I think in the future will be shaped by this hour on the black sofa. The light has darkened. Snow falls softly outside the window. When he comes, the sigh in his throat contains a vague desperation, an echo. We stay locked together like two entwined trees, then he rolls to one side and kisses away the tears on my cheeks.


  'What are we going to do?' I ask knowing there is no answer.


  'I don’t know.'


  'We could run away?'


  'We could.'


  I take a deep breath and shake myself. 'We can't, can we?'


  'We'd be letting so many people down. I've made so many promises.'


  'I know. I'm sorry.'


  'You never have to say sorry to me, Jools. Never.' He shakes his head and brushes the loose sweep of hair from his eyes, a gesture I will cherish. 'The first time I saw you in the office, I felt...I'm not sure what I felt.'


  'I felt the same.'


  'How do these things happen. What does it mean?'


  'It's like winning the lottery.'


  'Then losing your ticket,' he says, and we smile.


  Even grief has its shades. We had found something and lost something. How stupid the human is. There was so much to say and nothing to say. I think in pictures and if I were illustrating the moment we met I would have drawn two robins on a wintry roof, two hands reaching out on a foggy night, a heart-shaped locket on a white throat. My drawings would have been a cliché because we grasp for the obvious when we enter the unknown. The first time I saw Josh an electric shock ran through me, a bolt of lightning, a sudden jolt, a realization that the tectonic plates below us had shifted forever.


  That day, three months ago, when I started work in the art department at Klein Roebuck Caton, I saw something in his eyes and he saw something in my eyes. It was like discovering a secret code, like passing the most important exam that has ever been set, like spotting a glimpse of coastline after a voyage into the unknown. It was all of those things and it was nothing like that at all. It was like we had seen into the future and what we saw was the apocalypse, Armageddon, a wasteland.


  We looked away that day, as if what we had seen was not a welcoming landscape, but blood at a road accident. For three months we had avoided each other's eyes. When we worked together, we remained reserved, businesslike. He wore his glasses pushed down his nose and focused only on my illustrations. If we were about to pass in the corridor, he would scuttle into the men's room or turn back the other way. He saw me one night at the Intel Bar, the agency watering hole, and vanished straight back out the door.


  Immediately after that lightning bolt, I began to believe my instincts were wrong and he just didn't like me. I bore that thought for several days knowing deep down it wasn't true. He avoided my eyes because he knew if he lingered too long he would see the reflection of his own desires. Desire at that time was prohibited. Josh Caton was engaged to Alicia van Bergen. They'd been engaged for two years. They had known each other for a decade. Three months ago when I waltzed into the agency was precisely three months before their marriage. Now, it was Thursday, twilight on Madison. On Saturday, at the Church of St. Luke's in East Hampton, Alicia would be Josh's winter bride.
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  Fresh tears well into my eyes and run down my cheeks.


  'Jools. What can I do?'


  'Nothing. I'm being silly. I'm being selfish.'


  'No you're not.'


  'You love Alicia...'


  He shrugs his big shoulders. 'I guess.' He wipes away my tears with his fingertip. 'You love David.'


  'I guess.'


  But I didn't. I don't.


  'There's something I haven't told you,' he says.


  He takes a deep breath, closes his eyes and, when he opens them again, I touch my finger to his lips.


  'Don't tell me. This is our night.'


  'I must...'


  'Not now, please.' I take his hands and look into his blue eyes. 'Where's Alicia tonight?'


  'In Montauk, with her parents...'


  'David's in California selling his products, always, selling, selling,' I say and he smiles.


  'I do the same...'


  'I want to see where you live. I want to look at the paintings on your walls, your furniture, your cupboards, the knives and forks in your kitchen...'


  'It's a mess.'


  'Life's a mess.'


  'You're very wise for one so young.'


  'I'm twenty-five, Josh...'


  'That's young.'


  I shake my head. 'It's the moment when you stop being young and suddenly know what you want.'


  'You know what you want?'


  'Yes,' I said, and I smile as a tear runs down my cheek and drops from my chin.
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  In a cab time is suspended. You leave the past and an unknown driver who probably doesn't speak your language guides you into the future. New York cabs are like the flags of the United Nations, each one as individual as the men who drive them. Cabs have their own smell, the spicy perfumes of an Arab bazaar; the prickly colognes of Eastern Europe; the mystifying aromas of Africa.


  Those scents are absent tonight. All I smell is my fragrance on him and his juices drying on my skin. I am coddled in a fur-lined coat, the fur trim of the hood framing my face. My thighs are sticky. My panties dampen as the sway of the vehicle draws his liquids from me. The feeling is intense, carnal. I have a sudden desire to be taken now, forcefully, with the driver watching in the interior mirror, an image so sharp in my mind a tremor runs through me. My bottom tingles. My breasts ache to be touched. I rub my steamy breath from the window.


  The street lights appear forlorn below misty haloes and I watch the wiper blades go back and forth in slow arcs sweeping sleet from the windscreen. The driver turns up the volume on the radio just as the announcer says the band of snow forecast that morning would be general across the state, and I remember that every flake of snow is unique like a fingerprint. The vehicle sweeps left across the intersection, rolling like a boat at sea, and I feel dazed and reckless as we pass the Museum of Sex on Fifth and 26th. I have always been good and I want to be bad.


  In my mind I replay those moments on the sofa, his fingers stroking my pubic mount, his head between my legs, his tongue in my bottom, the lights of an airplane like stars on the ceiling. I swim over his broad chest and see his arms wrap themselves about me. Our limbs tangle like an octopus. My pulse races and my heart beats faster as the driver guns down Fifth, weaving through the traffic as if he feels my urgency in the back of his cab.


  Josh knits his fingers into mine and the film in my head goes back one brief hour to that moment when I was leaving the office, the day done, the night blank, David in California. It had just gone seven. Everyone had gone home, and my hair felt hot on the back of my neck.


  'Jools, have you got a minute?'


  I stopped like a bird shot in flight. Like a film stilled.


  Jools.


  That's me, I thought, as if my name had been called over speakers at a railway station. I turned as if drugged. He was leaning out of his office in a white shirt, an extra button unbuttoned, dark trousers, lace-up leather boots, his hand rising to brush that wayward strip of hair from his eyes. He has called my name. Jools, the pitch of his voice noncommittal, illusive, the tone deep, reverberating off the walls of the narrow corridor.


  My heels clicked like a hammer on a nail as I hurried back, armpits glowing, my back damp, the heat in the agency always turned high. He was leaning over his desk staring down at an iPad and scrolled through my storyboards, sketches of a girl running through the city streets, an endless beach, that same sense of urgency I feel now an hour later in the back of a yellow cab.


  I had produced the drafts to his specifications over the past several days, but it was the first time we had studied them together, the first time we had been alone together. We were standing close, almost touching. He looked up and my heart opened like a flower. It was the first time in three months that he had looked into my eyes.


  Something in my illustrations had touched him. I had no idea what and, before I could ask, he leaned down and kissed the lids of my eyes. It was tender. Caring. I had known he was going to kiss me, I had wanted him to, but it came as a surprise when his lips touched my eyelids, more intimate in a strange way. It was only an hour ago but that kiss was a turning point. I had been one person before. Now I am another.
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  The sidewalks are empty. It is the in-between time, neither early nor late. We curve around Washington Square Park, the trees naked silhouettes, his grip on my hand tighter and I feel a stirring inside me, a hunger, a craving, and I tremble.


  'You're not cold?'


  'No. Yes...I'm not sure.'


  Our eyes meet. The cab lurches and he releases my hand as we reach Canal Street. The sky is icy white like my underwear and it seems as if everything is connected, that life is a pattern inside a kaleidoscope, always different, yet always the same, that we remain who we are however much we try to be someone else.


  The cab slides to a stop and sits in the gutter panting. Josh exchanges a few words with the driver. Both men smile, men have a secret language, and Josh turns away the change. It's colder now, a cold that eats into your bones, but he carries his jacket, swings his bag over his shoulder and I admire his confident walk, shoulders back, spine straight, the bearing of a man used to making decisions. I follow him through a door with iron studs into what had once been a warehouse. We travel up four floors in a rattling elevator with gates like a concertina.


  'It's slow,' he says.


  'Are we in a hurry?' I answer and he cups the side of my head with his free hand.


  'You are incredible.'


  'Am I?'


  He doesn't answer. It wasn't a question. We jerk to a stop. The concertina opens and we scale a narrow iron staircase to a platform like the perch used by trapeze artistes preparing to swing into the void. We are high above the landing below. It is cool with an updraft of dead air and I feel a rush of vertigo while he hunts for his keys. Heights always make me want to jump and I find it hard to imagine Alicia van Bergen climbing the precipitous steps to his doorway.


  From the dim penumbra, we step into a vaulted loft with an arched ceiling like a cathedral and it is, for me, like entering a holy place, the cave of the man who has been ignoring me, haunting me. Now his essence coats my thighs and my desire is like an ague, a sickness. I am that new person, a refugee in the house of love.


  Crisscrossing lights like movie lights with flaps direct and soften the beams. Tall windows frame the skyline. Shadows pass over bare brick walls. Warm air whispers from hidden vents. The loft is long with polished wood floors and minimal furniture, a desk with a triptych of computer screens, an unmade bed with saffron sheets, appliances in silver steel, oven, refrigerator, washing machine, a dishwasher with dials and key lights like the fascia of a space ship. A narrow, L-shaped counter like a diving board points into the room, the single high stool and the solitary coffee cup affirmation that if Josh Caton takes breakfast he takes it alone. A trampoline stands below a wooden bar fixed to the roof and I imagine in three or four bounces on the sprung surface he would reach that bar and flex his muscles doing shoulder lifts.


  It is a man's home, achingly practical, no flowers, no real sense of permanence. I had anticipated finding big canvases, bold patterns, an intricate piece of sculpture by some acclaimed genius reviewed these last twelve months in The New York Times. I had misjudged. The art is delicate, cerebral, more surprising, and I have to go closer to look.


  'Would you like a drink?' he calls. 'I only have red wine.'


  'Red wine,' I answer.


  'Or water?'


  'Too many choices.'


  'Wine it is.'


  We are being playful without accepting that every moment we spend together nurtures a seed that should never have been planted. Love is finding the perfect fit. Like shoes that belong on your feet the moment you try them on, the dress that falls naturally to your shape, you have to buy those shoes, you have to buy that dress. If you go back next day, they will be gone and you will never find them again. That's how love is, a reflection in a shop window, hazy and capricious. I want to grab it, feel it, hold it in my palms like a newborn baby, but sense, too, that what I am reaching for is a passing cloud over an empty desert. The feeling of vertigo that had touched me outside the door is in me still and I lean forward to fill the void.


  On a strip of wall between two windows, a dozen prints in narrow black frames provide a visual biography of Marcel Duchamp including his cubist Nude Descending a Staircase; Fountain, the readymade urinal signed R. Mutt; and The Bride Stripped Bare By Her Bachelors, Even, an unfathomable etching on a sheet of glass more than a decade in the making and the piece broke the first time it went on display, a gesture of impermanence I had never understood until that moment: all things, even love, is ephemeral, a soap bubble, here now and quickly gone.


  I hear a merry pop and he approaches with two glasses of wine.


  'To Duchamp,' I announce, taking the glass, and he smiles.


  'I'm impressed.'


  'Why?'


  'I'm sorry,' he says, stroking my arm, and my flesh burns as we look back at the prints. 'It all starts with Duchamp and all ends with Duchamp.'


  'If it's ended?' I continue.


  'Everything ends, the only permanence is change.'


  'Do you really believe that?'


  'You can be a believer without practicing what you believe,' he says and a shadow passes over his eyes.


  There are things he wants to tell me and hasn't told me and I don't want to know. His expression changes.


  'Of course you know Duchamp, I'm an idiot sometimes.'


  'I forgive you,' I say and his eyes are bright again.


  'Have you been to the museum in Philadelphia, it's where I got the prints?'


  'No.'


  'You must.'


  'I will.'


  The glasses ping as we clip the rims; the wine is delicious.


  Beside the display, directly below one of the tall windows, stands an easel with a painting of a man climbing a soaring rock face, the figure dwarfed by the landscape. It has been copied from the photograph taped to the side of the canvas, but what makes this formal study interesting is the mesh of jigsaw outlines in the process of being painted over the surface. He points at the climbing figure.


  'David,' he says.


  'Always trying to reach the top.'


  He smiles again as I glance back. I wonder if it is because I have shown naiveté, a failure to see the bigger picture. Are we all climbing, trying to reach out, get above ourselves? Is that what I am doing right now? It was David who introduced us. They climb together and I have climbed into the arms of both men, this progression from one to the other willed as if by the stars, by the chain of cause and effect. I am here because it feels right to be here. I am searching for me by discovering him.


  'You painted it?' I ask.


  'Yeah. It's, you know, relaxing.'


  'Why the jigsaw lines?'


  'Having a decent eye and a good imagination aren't the same. It's hard to come to terms with that.'


  'With what?'


  'My lack of imagination.'


  I would think about this statement for a long time. Josh Caton was just about the most successful commercials director in New York, an agency partner at thirty-five, he won the prizes displayed at the agency reception and got his photo snapped for the society pages when he appeared at events with Alicia, the words brewing heiress slipped into every report as if the business of her father described her reality, and his, too. They were a happening couple, a fairy tale romance, talent and old money.


  And what am I?


  My legs are moving again. I hear the click of my heels crossing the room as if to escape somewhere dangerous. There is one more picture, another reproduction, this time by René Magritte. Following Josh's theme, his compartmentalization of objects, of his life, the painting is divided into four boxes: a horse with the caption: the door; a clock with the caption: the wind; a white pitcher with the caption: the bird; and a valise with the caption: the valise. I turn. He is standing close behind me, his glass empty.


  'When we are kids, we recognize things before we know what they're called,' he says. 'Words are confusing.'


  'Life's confusing.'


  'You're not kidding.' He looks back at the painting: 'The way we see things is affected by what we call them. By calling the clock the wind, Magritte makes us look at the clock more closely.'


  'Time's running out?'


  'The time on the clock is now.'


  'A stitch in time,' I continue and he laughs for the first time, a dark, deep laugh, a real laugh from his abdomen.


  'Magritte called the painting The Key of Dreams. He was like Duchamp and Dali. They used surrealism to get inside our brains and make us think for ourselves.'


  'Are we thinking for ourselves, Josh? Or are we thinking what people like you are telling us to think?'


  'Me?'


  'You make the commercials.'


  He smiles. He is happier now. More relaxed. He is enjoying my company. He has enjoyed my body and I am trying to offer him my mind, all of me. Like a bride. He has even white teeth, full lips, a beautiful tongue, and refills our glasses.


  'There's something I wanted to show you, come...'


  He strides back across the room, removes the iPad from his bag and places it on the desk. He turns it on and our body shapes leaning forward is a carbon copy of that that moment in his office just before he kissed my eyes.


  Again he scrolls through the sequence I had drawn. It is for a new athletics shoe called Läufer – 'Runners' in German. It shows a girl sprinting through the streets of New York. As she runs, her clothes peel away until she is dressed in a scant top and shorts that accentuate her long legs. The cityscape fades into an endless beach, a tranquil sea to her right. We see the word Läufer in a grid on the soles of the trainers. We then see in a reverse shot a man running from the distance towards her. He is also dressed for jogging on the beach and wears the same distinctive Läufer.


  'Look,' he says, pointing, and all I see is an expressionless girl running, running, one shot after the other.


  'What?' I ask him.


  'Look closely,' he replies with an edge of impatience, tapping the screen with his finger. 'Wide shoulders, wide mouth, wide-set eyes, hair trailing free behind her. She has great legs and lips that are totally...irresistible.'


  I turn and we look at each other.


  'That wasn't my plan...it was a mistake.'


  'In art, there are no mistakes.'


  'I wasn't trying to...' I begin, and he waves away my words.


  'You don't have to explain, I know that. Now look at the man coming towards her.'


  We peer back at the iPad. The drawings are in black and white. The running man has a firm jaw and the curl of hair could have been taken from a sketch of a superhero in a Marvel comic. The face of the man lacks definition, same with the girl, unnecessary for storyboards, but there is, I see now, a vague familiarity in the two figures, the blankness of their expressions a subconscious metaphor that could be read to mean many things.


  The last scene shows the girl running into the man's arms. He swings her in a circle and we see the word Läufer on the soles of the trainers.


  'It's a love story,' he says.


  'With a happy ending.'


  'Endings are never happy...'


  'It is in your story.'


  'Yes,' he says. 'But what happens to them tomorrow, next week, next year?'


  We pause to consider the unspoken; the subtext. I shrug. He shrugs. He refills the glasses half way, we clink rims again.


  'We're casting in a couple of weeks,' he says, taking a sip of wine, shrugging in a way that's becoming familiar, his way of changing course. 'Will you do something for me?'


  'If I can.'


  'I want you to be the girl.'


  'In the commercial?' I almost spill the wine. 'Me?'


  'Yeah, you. I can't imagine anyone else.'


  I shake my head, rearranging the chips in the kaleidoscope. 'There are, like, five million models in this city. I'd be useless.'


  He touches my arm. 'Please,' he says, and there is a look in his eyes I haven't seen before, hungry, hard to define.


  'You're not serious?'


  He nods his head. 'Deadly serious...'


  'Are you going to play the man?' I ask, and he laughs, his movement shaking the wine glass in a way that a few drops rise over the rim and run over his fingers.


  'No, Jools. I'm the director, remember.'


  'And I'm just the storyboard girl.'


  'You are a lot more than that, I know it, and you know it.'


  He takes my glass and puts it down on the desk beside his own. The intimacy misplaced studying the artwork floods back in a tide. I am in his arms once more, slotting into position. His embrace is firm, his arms strong from climbing and sailing. The air presses from my body. I feel as if I am being crushed and want to explode in a galaxy of stardust. His hands are big and again I have that unfamiliar yearning to feel them, not merely on me, but with force on my unsuspecting flesh. His lips find my lips.


  Our kiss takes us back through time to his office. As we part, I look up through his long eyelashes and his dexterous fingers set about removing my clothes, slowly, like he is tending a burns victim, my white top with the ribbed front and wide collar, my red skirt a half size too small, bought with the thought that he would notice my shape through the material. He pauses and I tremble with impatience until he unhooks my bra, my moist panties that he runs down my legs and over my boots, dark red, unadorned, matching my skirt and matching the ruby red wine. For three months I had dressed for him without ever realizing it. For three months I had made love with David with David's face replaced by the sketchy features of the running man.


  We had been in a hurry before. There is no hurry now. He turns me in a circle; a ballerina on a music box. I am Duchamp's Nude Descending a Staircase. He wants to see me from every angle and I see myself mirrored in the tall windows. I want to be enjoyed, desired, admired and kissed. He cups my bottom and strokes the patch of my pubic hair like he is stroking a cat. 'Like mink,' he whispers, and as it pleases him it pleases me that I had never been tempted by the razor. His fingers move like a bow between the lips of my vagina and I open my legs a little wider. He drinks from the upturned cup of my sex. I feel contractions immediately and he stops, leaving me like an acrobat suspended midair.


  The wine has gone to my head. I am in his arms, floating through space and land on the white breakfast counter, the surface cold on my feverish skin. He dims the lights and, like a blind man reading Braille, runs his fingers over the lines and contours of my body, the map of me, my profile, my brow, my nose, my lips, my chin.


  'I love your neck,' he says, and I shimmy like the wind through corn.


  He strokes my throat, the tiny hollow between my breasts. He kisses the dip in the crook of my arm, one then the other, lingering a moment. My breasts tremble. I pant for breath. He dips his tongue into the caves below my collarbones and I fall into a trance. I am all feeling, all wanting, slippery wet. There are velvet skies behind my closed eyes. My heart is bursting and breaking. I will run in his film for German trainers. I would walk and crawl down the boulevards of New York to be with him like this, as I am now.


  His hand follows the convex of my belly and his fingers stretch across my pubic bone. He caresses the downy softness of my fur, then bends forward and I hear his intake of breath as he smells me. The sensation of his nose between my legs sends a quivering charge of energy up my spine. His tongue worms inside me, flicking over my glowing clitoris. I want him so much it hurts, but he is in no hurry. He is playing with me, tormenting me, lighting the cells of my sex and sending sparkles through my bloodstream. His tongue tours back over the landscape of my body and our lips make contact again.


  As our lips part he whispers, 'I don't know anything about you.'


  'There's nothing to know.'


  He shakes his head and his blue eyes glimmer as they enter the light. 'That's not true, Miss Blake. Why Jools?'


  'My sister couldn't say Virginia when I was born. That's what she called me. It stuck.'


  'Where did you find Duchamp?'


  My shoulders go up. 'He wasn't lost,' I reply, and his features soften with a smile that's different from all the other smiles, more real. He is happy. Lost and happy.


  He moves around the counter. My nipples harden and it seems as if they might burst as he rolls them between his fingers and thumbs. With one breast cupped in his palm, his vacant hand drifts down my side. He grips my protruding hipbone as if it is the handle to a drawer that he is going to open in order to inspect my skeleton. Beneath his touch my skin grows more responsive, every movement transmitting tremors of pleasure in pulses to my heart, my brain, to that place that will become memory.


  He has climaxed twice. He is in no hurry. He is tender, thoughtful, generous. He is moulding me, sculpting me, taking me to some mystical place where every nerve ending is lit like a star in the sky. My bones turn soft. My head goes back, my spine bends in a bow, my legs open wider. I could be giving birth, but it is the opposite. The yearning in my womb is to take him back inside me as if his penis is my baby, my property, his gift.


  My bottom rises. His hands take my cheeks. He eases me forward to the edge of the counter and lifts me in such a way that the crook of my legs come to rest over his shoulders. His tongue glides into the lake of my sex. The motion ignites a shockwave of contractions that take me to that tremulous state before orgasm and he withdraws, leaving me with an ache for him far worse than any thirst or hunger or addiction. He has awakened in me something primitive and animal and I will never again return to my slumber.


  He quaffs my juice. He nibbles my fur. I am sopping now, and the tip of his tongue feels like an electric prod against my vibrating clitoris. I am all feeling, all sensation, the world silent. When you make love with someone you love the inner voices grow still, the stray strands of guilt fade away like wisps of smoke. The beat of my orgasm drums louder, faster, and I scream brazenly, shamelessly, trembling and shuddering. At the peak of my climax, he lifts me from the counter and inserts himself back into my wet cleft like a key returning to a lock. I cling on, arms locked around his neck, legs about his waist, and weep as I come in rapturous spasms that quake through my entire body.


  He licks the tears from my cheeks.


  'Don't be sad.'


  'I'm not sad,' I sniffle. 'I'm happy.'


  'I'm happy.'


  'I wouldn't want to be anywhere in the world but here, with you, now.'


  'I wouldn't want to be anywhere else or with anyone else.'


  'Not Alicia?' I say stupidly.


  He shakes his head. 'No. No.'


  I slither down his body and unbutton his shirt. I want him naked. He slips from his pants. I drop to my knees and take him into my mouth. It is warm and wet and this night his beautiful cock belongs to me. I adore the way his body moves, with grace, like he is swimming under water. I love his taste, my taste, our fusion. His cock fills my mouth and I want all of him, the head pushing at my tonsils as it goes in, my tongue prodding at the tip as it slides out again.


  A few words escape his lips, Oh yes; oh yes. I feel his passion, his fervor, the jolt like a bullet being fired and I release his cock so I can feel his hot sperm on my face, the creamy tide sliding across my eyes, my cheeks, my chin. I save the drips on my fingertips and swallow them down. I take him back into the shelter of my mouth and he softens slowly as I suck out the last drops of precious nectar.


  He takes my elbows and I stand. We kiss and, like that first kiss, it is more than a kiss, it is the melancholy touch of two people who have found each other knowing they are doomed to lose each other. We are dayflies. He leads me across the empty space to the unmade bed, the wooden floor shaky beneath my feet. I have that sense of crossing the deck of a ship; or a bridge over a chasm. The windows black mirrors, the snow falls fast and heavy, the crisscrossing lights give the feeling of being inside an aquarium. We bunch up the pillows and pull up the cover.


  'There are no photographs anywhere,' I remark.


  'I'm not sure why. When I'm here I want to be in my own world.'


  He kisses me again, a peck on my lips, the tip of my nose, then rolls on to his side and props himself up on one elbow. He smiles down at me, restless, intelligent blue eyes, strong chin, hair over the faint lines carved in his brow. His face is free of guile or trickery. He doesn't try to be charming, not even with clients. In the office, he is moody and remote, averse to allowing others into his private space. Account executives pause before knocking on his door. He is the opposite of David, my salesman lover always busy making the deal of a lifetime.


  'Tell me more,' Josh says. 'Everything. I want to know everything about you.'


  'There's nothing to tell,' I reply. 'Maybe it's best not to know.'


  'By saying that, it makes you all the more intriguing.'


  'I don't mean to be.'


  'Where are you from? You've got a sister, I know that much.'


  'Duluth, Minnesota. Right off Highway 61. Pops edits the local newspaper, an achievement seeing as nothing ever happens. Mom makes ceramics, she's good...'


  'That's where you get it from. What about your sister?'


  'Caroline. She's married. Ronnie's a nice guy, they live in Connecticut with their two little boys. Tom and Edward. She makes jewelry and takes great photographs, especially of the boys. She's happy.'


  'What does that mean?'


  'Caroline always knew what she wanted and she's got it. Isn't that the secret?'


  'I don't know that there is a secret. And, if there is one, no one's told me,' he says, changing his position. 'So, now I know all about your family, but what about you? You haven't told me squat.'


  'I work in the art department at Klein Roebuck Caton doing storyboards and stuff, mainly for Joshua Caton, handsome devil, stealer of hearts with a smell like roses and hair over his eyes.' I stroke it back into place. 'Duchamp lover, climber...'


  'Fuck up,' he says.


  'You don't mean that.'


  'I do mean that.'


  'I know a lot of people who would like to be in your position.'


  'Who are these people? I want names and profiles,' he says, shaking his head. 'I tell you, Jools, I look back, and I've never done what I really wanted to do. I wanted to spend a year in Europe, never managed it. I wanted to direct films, write films...'


  'You do...'


  'I make commercials that mean nothing. They're not art, they're the opposite of art, they're science, they're constructs.'


  'All art is a construct.'


  'Yeah, and all advertising is theft. I mean it. I'm the grease on the wheel of the corporations. I convince people to buy garbage they don't need because they think it's going to make them feel good about themselves. It's bullshit.' He pauses and pushes his hair back. 'Hey, how did this get on to me? You're good at this.'


  'You're good at what you do.'


  'That makes it worse. I'm good at doing what I don't want to be doing.' He falls back then props himself up again. 'Now, Virginia Blake, man up. I want the skinny.'


  My head is empty. It is my turn to draw a sketch of who I imagine I am, and I am struck suddenly by a brilliant idea. Just as Arcimboldo used fruit, fish and books to create surreal likenesses of his sitters, I will paint portraits using words to fashion eyes and noses, lips and hearts. I will give up drawing storyboards and my lover will give up stealing minds making commercials. We will go and live in Provence. We will buy vegetables in the market and cook in a kitchen with a pine table, a canary in a cage and basil in pots on the sunny window sill. The images are like popping stars. In this daydream, the words are lost and I mustn't try and find them.


  'Art History at Stanford,' I say. 'Junior year in Spain, in Salamanca. I dreamed of being an artist like Dali or Magritte or Leonora Carrington, and what I'm doing is not exactly what I want to be doing.'


  'You're a surrealist at heart.'


  'I wish. Mom's Canadian. I'm a pragmatist.'


  'Is that a Canadian trait?'


  'Who knows?' I say and he laughs.


  'American women, most American women, pretend to be stupid, even when they're not. You're not like that.'


  I laugh, a hollow laugh, a sad laugh. 'I'm the opposite. I pretend I'm smart when I'm really dumb.'


  'Are you fishing?' he returns.


  And the mood shatters. Music plays in my purse and I freeze. It's like two masked men have broken in with machetes and machine-guns.


  'You'd better get it,' he says, and pulls back the covers.


  I patter across the room and reach my purse as the ring stops. I call back and David starts speaking immediately.


  'Honey bunny, I did it. I got them by the balls and I just kept squeezing.'


  'That's great...'


  'We're doing breakfast tomorrow. Their number one's going to make a show, but it's already a done deal. I really worked for this one, like, really worked.'


  'You deserve it, David.'


  'I'm going to take a swim, there's a great indoor pool on the roof. Then I'll kick back, avoid the bar.'


  'That's a first.'


  'Just give me a chance. I can do it, babe, I know I can.' He pauses. He's happy. I can visualize him under the California sky in his dark grey suit, button-down shirt, Yale tie loosened.


  'You bet,' I say.


  'Hey, what about you? What's happening.'


  'Nothing. And everything. It's snowing. Everything's turning white and vanishing.'


  'You are such a dreamer, Jools.' He pauses again. 'Listen, gotta go. If I do five miles that'll take me an hour.'


  'Okay, bye David.'


  'Love you, baby, love you.'


  I click off and stroll back across the deck to our saffron ship. Josh has his own cell in his hand.


  'You're never alone with an iPhone,' he says. 'I'd better call.'


  I climb between the sheets and wriggle close, entwining my arms and legs in his. I don't listen to his conversation, but stray words drift into space -


  Working late...always a lot to be done...there's no one else...


  For a moment I imagine she's worried that he has a lover but then realize, they are talking about work. Always work. We are judged and judge ourselves by our work. It is Josh who writes and shoots the commercials that have made Klein Roebuck Caton well-known, and Alicia van Bergen has the confidence not to have doubts.


  'Yes, I know. Love you, too,' he says and hits the off switch. A sigh rises up from his chest like stale air that has been there for years.


  'Jools...there's something I haven't told you.'


  'Do I need to know?'


  He nods. 'I'm so sorry.'


  Again the stasis, the hesitation, and I wonder if Alicia has an incurable illness; or Josh does. But it's worse than that.


  'She's pregnant,' he adds. 'Two months.'


  My flesh burns where it touches his. His voice lowers to a whisper.


  'The relationship's dead. We cling on because we don't know how to let go. It's been dead for a long time.'


  He takes me in his arms and I look over his shoulder at my own reflection in the window beside the bed. The snow falls and keeps falling, coating the rooftops, the old water tanks on iron legs, relics from another time. The snow falls on the cars parked in the street below. It carpets the sidewalk and gathers on shop windows, a white blanket covering the city. He turns to gaze out at the night.


  'You won't be able to go home,' he said.


  'No.'


  'If it keeps snowing like this I won't be able to get out to East Hampton.'


  We watch the snow, the flakes silver and dark, falling obliquely against the city lights, falling softly on Central Park, along the corridors of Fifth Avenue, softly falling on the dark mutinous waves that roll into shore at East Hampton. It lay thickly on the window ledge and mounts slowly on the window. I turn away and we kiss. We kiss and we kiss, and the snow keeps falling, falling faintly through the universe and faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon all the living and the dead.
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  Our hotel room has a view of the Mediterranean. We're not far from the Spanish border, and there are palm trees along the water front. Although midwinter, the sea is a still, sapphire blue, and a deep, cloudless sky meets it on the horizon. The blue of dusk is the same colour as the silk dress you will wear when we dance, later. I study the horizon as I make a dry Martini, measuring out duty-free gin and dry vermouth into the cocktail shaker I brought with me. I can see the sail of a yacht far out to sea. We're in a weather oasis here, averaging twelve degrees, perfect for wine storage, while northern Europe is in the grip of the Abominable Snowman. We were lucky to get here.


  We arrived on separate flights. I had to check everything in the hold, especially the ropes and chains. Climbing equipment, I said. I will use them to secure your body to the bed upon which we will sleep, fuck, sleep, fuck, hold each other into the night, sleep and fuck until tomorrow evening, when you will fly away. Flying is not what it was. Easy jet? Complicated. These days every secret agent is just another passenger on a 777, his pistol where? Checked into the hold? When he lands, does he find a queue and collect his pistol, his invisible-ink pen, an amphibious sports car? Air travel becomes homogenised, while writing in our branch of literature becomes polarised; English and American English. In the golden age of pioneering flight, for every Amelia Earhart there was an Amy Johnson. Risks were taken. Glenn Miller remains lost over the English Channel but I'm in the mood for you, my Amy; my pioneer. There are always boundaries to cross, challenges to meet, flights of fancy to take and literary mountains to conquer. Sometimes the battle against ignorance seems lost, enlightenment far away. You pilot your journey, leading us on, your flight crew.


  I wrap a cloth around the Manhattan to shake; frostbite is no fun, as the missing tip of my little finger, left hand, will testify. There were times, on my journey across the Antarctic, when I would think of you and stiffen in my thermal layers. In such extreme conditions, forced into a tent or a snow cave, there's no way one can go outside to get one's Oates. 'I'm going out and I may be some time', isn't going to work; frostbite will take hold of everything, yes, everything. Better to keep it inside and save it for our next reunion. And so, we are here.


  I pour the drink into two cocktail glasses, over a bed of crushed ice and a single, green, pitted olive. You stay focused on the page, and your moving hand, as you concentrate on your writing. I put the drink on your desk. You look up and smile. We chink glasses but you won't take a sip until you've finished writing, delighting in the creativity of your unsullied mind.


  I surprised us both by creating this time out of time where we could meet. Until the dates fell in line, I had no idea we could, believing we would stay disconnected and apart until February, while we worked our fingers to the bone. Yet here we are, the evening before New Year’s Eve; you, a whole day earlier than planned, ready to move on to meet your people in Italy. And me, finishing my southern, summer walk a week ahead of schedule. I'll be in Barcelona for New Year's Eve.


  I take a sip of the strong, gin concoction, very little vermouth, and watch the pen move in your hand, delivering your flowing script across the vellum. My cock stiffens as I imagine the sensuous prose that blossoms from your inventive mind. I watch as your hand slows, pauses. I take my opportunity. It’s time to give your hand a rest.


  "Puss."


  "Yes, Master?" you answer, looking up.


  "When we are together we will set time, every day, in between writing, working, brewing coffee and stepping out for dinner, to have you on your knees, bound, gagged, your sweet bottom raised up and offered to me to replenish the harsh, red, lines from my whip."


  "Yes, Master," you say as you smile, squirming in your seat for the briefest moment, crossing your stocking-sheathed legs to squeeze your thighs together, "I want that, Master."


  I smile, "The stripes on your bottom will become permanent, renewed every day, tattooed onto you, one to six. My marks of ownership, alongside the collar I want welded about your neck. You're mine and I want you to know, and to believe, every hour of every day."


  "Yes, Master," you answer.


  "Are you wet?"


  "Yes, Master."


  "Take off your panties. Give them to me."


  You stand and do as I ask. I love watching the sensuous movement of your body as you lift your skirt and hook your thumbs into the scrap of lace, pushing it down over hips, thighs, calves, stilettoed feet and off. You look into my eyes as I take the panties from you. Opening them out I inhale, my cock stiffening fully, then I lick, tasting you.


  "Come closer," I say as I put them in my pocket, a treasure.


  You come to me, your fingers in my hair while my hand climbs your thigh, beneath your skirt. I press the hot, pliant lips between your thighs, my fingers swiftly slickening with your juices. You catch a gasp.


  "You want that, Puss?"


  "Yes, Master."


  I can hardly believe it will happen, with so many barriers against us, yet I nod as I unzip my suit trousers, taking out my erect cock.


  I hear you lick your lips.


  "I want your mouth on my cock... While I make you come with my fingers. You can think about how it will feel to be whipped every day."


  Eagerly, you bend at the hips, pressing your pussy into my hand as you take my cock in your hand, pulling back the skin. I feel your hot lips slip over the head of my cock as I find your clitoris and begin to rub, our juices encouraging vigorous manipulation. If we read each other well we can reach mutual orgasm. I want that, but you have other ideas. You drop slowly to your knees, between my legs, so my fingers slip from you. Yet you keep your lips closed over my cock. I bite back a sigh. My cock leaves your mouth as you look up at me, holding it. You roll the hot, slippery column against your face, your eyes closing in ecstasy. I ooze pre-cum and you kiss both the shaft and the tip to feed, a cocktail more to your taste, I imagine. You take me back into your mouth, into your throat. You swallow. You do not gag. You've trained yourself to overcome the gag reflex. I cannot stop the moan that escapes my lips as you massage me with the muscles in your throat; a singer's throat. I know I'm a fortunate man. But, with dusk falling, we must get ready. Reluctantly, we stop, anxious to leave the edge of our desire sharp, polished.


  I put on my dinner suit, wing collared shirt, black, silk bow tie while you dress. If you notice that I've changed some of the clothes you had selected, you don't react, understanding that I will have what I want, and here, where we are anonymous, I want us to take risks. There are no panties, even though the gossamer confection perfectly sets off your rounded bottom. Underneath the full ball gown, no one will see anyway, unless we take a risk and walk up the glass stairs to the viewing gallery. No bra either, but the shoulderless top of the ball gown is all your petite breasts need. Perhaps stiffened nipples will make an impression. I want people to know that being with me turns you on. Black stockings, of course, 60's, nylon, Harmony Points; a rare commodity since the machine they were made on became too costly to repair. Navy blue Louboutin heels; only the best for you. A blue silk domino mask edged with blue feathers. The mask will compliment my black mask and no one will know who we are. Your costume will be complete with the wrist cuffs and your collar.


  I watch you dress, a reverse striptease, elegant and sensual. You roll on stockings and fasten the suspender clasps. You slip on the shoes; very high heels. You finish with the cuffs and your collar, a final mist of Chanel at your throat, wrists, the small of your back, just above the dimples, and behind your knees. I help you on with the dress. You step into the voluminous skirts and I fasten the bodice around your naked torso, tying the corset-style laces. You smile and take my arm. A clutch bag holds lipstick, a mirror, your mobile phone and not much else.


  It's a warm evening. African breezes warm the coast. Cold England would invade for such weather. It bodes well for the evening and the doors to the ballroom will be open all around, opening onto the balcony. I want to take you there.


  But as soon as we leave the room, I have misgivings. We have so little time, we should have stayed in the room, fucking till morning. The dance seemed like a good idea, a pleasant diversion for us both; timeless music for our time out of time. Even as we leave the foyer I wonder if I've squandered moments that should be spent intimately, one on one. We could still have danced, just without our clothes. But the dress is stunning and so you are, so we proceed. It's only a few yards between our hotel and the ball room, an art nouveau palace. Limousines pull up outside to drop off guests. A phalanx of photographers clamour for shots of supposed stars. We show our tickets and the wired bouncer, ex French Foreign Legion, I presume, lets us pass.


  My misgivings must have been a premonition. Just before we walk up the stone steps, under a square, art-nouveaux arch, your mobile buzzes; a bee in your clutch bag. We move to one side to get out of the way of masked partygoers. You take out your phone and check the message.


  "Shit. My flight's cancelled. No planes out of Paris or London. They've offered me tomorrow morning instead on the one plane they have. That or the next day. I'll have to take it, but I'll have to leave before four."


  I'm speechless. So angry, suddenly we have hours instead of a day. As far as anyone is aware you're already where you're supposed to be, working. Leaving your departure till the next day, next year, is not an option.


  I look skyward. All my plans destroyed.


  "Come on, Elliot, let's make the most of it. Let's dance," you say.


  I force a smile, I love your brown eyes, framed by the mask. We will make the most of it, as you say. You take my arm and we finish our walk up the stairs. My imagination pictures you as you are inside the dress, naked, but for the sexual, sensual adornments to your body.


  We enter the ballroom. Colonel Glenn's band have already started. They're good, at least he resembles Miller and his band do a great impression. Politely, we refuse champagne, eager to press our bodies together. Couples already dance, ball gowns and dinner suits; all wearing Domino masks, everyone anonymous; Hemingways and Gelhorns, de Havillands, Flynns, Bogarts, Bergmans, Gables, Monroes, Oliviers, Leighs, Fiennes and Moores, but there are photographers everywhere. This unusual, night-before-New-Years-Eve event is legendary, based on the theory that Miller made it to France, after all, in 1944.
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  Off the dance floor, chit-chat and babble disturbs the air, threatening to disrupt the music. I hear at least four different languages. Even though it's the big band sound, we're in France and the rhythm is a waltz, with a swing Chantilly, so EAC and his muse begin to dance. We join the swirling couples; blue silk brushing red, sea-green, acid yellow and virgin white, the black dinner suits, and white tuxedos of the men. No one knows who we are and we don't know anyone. We dance away from the crush, making for the doors to the balcony, the darkened evening, the scent of the sea, the slight chill that our fevered, aroused bodies don't notice, affording us privacy. We're the only people on the broad balcony. I look into your brown eyes. We step to a corner. We stop. We accept we have made a mistake.


  Our clothed bodies, close, touching. My right hand over the swell of your bottom, aching to caress silken skin, hidden under raw, blue silk. Your hand clutching my stiffly erect cock through the material of my dinner suit. My left hand to your breast, my thumb pushed inside the silk under that dress, teasing, rubbing at your stiffened nipple. I hear your breathing quicken, the ragged gasp, escaping your elegant throat. I let out a deep sigh of pent up need. Your pussy oozes nectar, trickling into the tops of your stockings. I can sense your arousal, while I am hard, on the verge of spontaneous eruption, under the pressure of your skilful fingers, breathing steadily and leaking pre-cum, leaving a mark on my suit trousers. Your thumb presses to feel the warm, wet tip. Your hair, pinned up, a wisp or two escaping to caress your neck, working in tandem with your long earrings, to tease your skin, in harmony with the movement of my thumb.


  We stay that way, undisturbed, on the balcony, in the cool evening air, for a long moment, as Colonel Glenn's band strike up another classic. I hope no one will come out and find us. You look to your left, I look to my left, on guard. The sounds of music and voices from behind the tall doors remains steady, the crushing of the ocean waves seeming to escalate, so neither of us hear the click and artificial whirr of the digital camera from the balcony of the building next door. Confident we are alone, you turn to me, glancing into my eyes, you kiss me. My cock pulses in your hand as our tongues join, your nipple stiffened, hard, under the tip of my thumb.


  "I must have you, now," I say.


  "I know, I know. I want you. One night is not enough... and now the flight's been changed."


  You're right. Our time together is never enough. Never more so than now.


  I kiss you again, my cock pulses. You moan into the kiss.


  "Where?" you ask.


  "Back to our room?"


  "We'll draw attention to ourselves, going against traffic, through the crowd. Those damn photographers. We can't leave. We shouldn't have come here, we should have stayed in our room."


  Your vibrant blue silk, focusing attention upon you over the gaudy false diamonds, emeralds and rubies of the contending females, will be noticed. Your mask may make you anonymous but we will draw unwanted attention. Will our cover be blown?


  "No one will know... Our masks."


  "Where?" you ask again.


  "There must be somewhere in this place. Up the glass stairs."


  "Oh my God. Are you mad?"


  "Completely."


  But how to get there, now, and keep the urgency.


  "Here then, now," you say.


  I look at the open doors. Perhaps if we can close them, lock them shut. I imagine pressing you to the wall, lifting your dress, you unbuttoning my flies, you climbing up my body, to sink down onto my cock, hanging onto my shoulders. It'll be too fast, too hurried. We have no time, but let us treasure the time that we have.


  "We'll be found. Someone will come soon."


  "No. Let's leave."


  So how to get that raw silk dress, a sudden encumbrance to your body, half-naked beneath, through the hall of dancers, to a place where we can make love. It must happen now because it will never happen if our urge fails. Reluctantly, we separate, the imprint of fingertips felt long after, evidence, it feels, of our desire. Taking your hand I lead you back into the dance, the unmuting of sound a rush to combat the sea.
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  In his room, the photographer who captured us, downloads the images to a laptop. He studies the array, sweeping back his comb-over as his sweaty hands and piggy eyes sort through to find the juiciest morsels. He finds a couple of obvious A-listers and marks them for the mainstream press, or, perhaps for 'Ola' magazine. With his money safe and soon in the bank, he finds the perfect image, the one that stayed in his mind, and posts.
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  We find it safer and quicker to dance our way between the whirling bodies. Glenn's band play 'In The Mood'; ironic. Unsuited to your dress, the rhythm nonetheless drives us. In the foyer I take your hand again. Cars stop outside to drop off more, masked A-listers; their last stop in France back in August, at Cannes. Hand in hand, we hurry as fast as your heels allow, back down the palm-fringed street and into our hotel It's a relief to fall into the lift. We kiss as we ride upwards.


  Still kissing, as soon as we close our bedroom door behind us I begin to undress you. I lift up your dress as I push you to the bed and kneel over you.


  "Fuck me..." you breathe through pre-orgasmic sighs.


  You're entangled in silk, as if already tied. It takes no time to improve on that as I secure your wrist cuffs to ropes tied to the brass headboard. Your eyes sparkle as you look into mine, your breast swells as you breathe, your nipples stiffen. I kiss you while I secure you. I unzip the dress, no time for the laces, and slide it from you, casting it to one side where it stands, as if still worn. I put my hands under your naked bottom, your legs part, and I lift you up to lick you. You grip the ropes as my tongue pleasures you. You gasp. I tease, swirling my tongue around your lips before lapping at your swollen clit.


  We can still hear the party and I wonder if your screams of orgasm will be heard as I take you higher. It takes very little time and effort to take you to your first orgasm and your cries of pleasure echo around the room.


  With your body still panting for breath, your nipples stiff, needing my tongue, I tie ropes to your ankle cuffs, arranging you, spread-eagled on the bed, a pillow supporting your neck. Your hair is a mess but neither of us care. I hurriedly undress, casting my suit to the floor; there is no time for tidiness. You feast your eyes on my cock, licking your lips.


  You want to hold my cock and your need urges me onto the bed. I kneel at right angles to you, sucking your nipples while I rub my erection into your imprisoned right hand. You feel me, gripping the silky skin of my taut cock, stroking it in time to the relentless licking of my tongue. You moan softly, knowing it will fill you soon. I move towards you, sliding the slippery head along your arm as I plunder your mouth in a kiss. I put my hand to your shaven pussy and slide my fingers between pliant lips, finding your clitoris. I break off the kiss and put my lips to one nipple, sucking, licking. Your breathless sighs are erotic music. My fingertips move easily in your wetness, tracing circles around the stiffened nub of your clit. Every move forces breathless sighs from you. Relentlessly I pleasure you until you come, crying out in ecstasy.
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  The photograph is seen, picked and posted by one after the other in time zones across the world. Late night posters share our image. The photographer sees it pop up in the social media sites and grins.


  [image: div]



  Your body still writhing in orgasm, pulling against the ropes, I kneel over you, on all fours, kissing from nipple to nipple to your open, panting mouth. I gaze into your soft, brown, smiling eyes and silence you with a long kiss. My cock presses to the mouth of your sex and I slide in; so wet you are. We couple and join. I fuck your bound body, you rise to meet me at every thrust, allowing you no release from the ropes as I take you to another orgasm. We achieve that plateau, altitude found by climbing, flight or fucking. You climax repeatedly. Our only pause is after I come and I pull the linen sheets over our exhausted, sticky bodies. I lie, pressed to you, nuzzling your ear and the mess of your blonde hair. We stay clinging to each other as my cum leaks from you.


  "I love you," you whisper.


  "I love you, Puss."


  "Master."


  We kiss.


  Swiftly, urged on by need and our impending absence from each other, my cock restores itself and we begin again.


  I untie your right side and roll you over, pushing a pillow under your hips. I take possession of my favourite place, rolling against your rounded bottom and riding you to yet more mutual ecstasy.


  The time we have is so precious and must be used to the full, our existence wrung out of the smallest moments, every minute, every second, planned with precision. As our obligations take us further apart for months on end, it becomes more difficult, and we become guardians of us, of each other. So we will not sleep until I untie you and let a taxi drive your exhausted body to the airport to catch the last plane out of Perpignan, before the freeze thaws.
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  After you are gone, in the still, dark morning, my loss, your absence, overwhelms me. I count the days until we will meet again. I load up the laptop and check the various sites that chart our lives. I find one about the ball we visited before urgent need forced us to leave. I'm not expecting to see anything of importance. But there is a picture that astonishes me; in black and white, a couple, their clothed bodies, close, touching. His right hand rests over the swell of her bottom, hesitating to touch silken skin, hidden under raw silk. Her hand clutches his erect cock, through his dinner suit. His left hand is to her breast, his thumb inside the silk, clearly no bra under that dress. She looks to her left, he to his, on guard.


  I study its beauty, even as I am shocked by the revelation. We were caught on camera. I search for other images by the same photographer. Have we been compromised? But there is nothing else. I am drawn back to the one image; monochrome, so the vivid blue could easily be red, green, purple, our image truncated at the shoulder, so our faces cannot be seen.


  Are we safe?
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  EAC's erotic stories are dedicated to the muse; she who inspires him and without her, these stories would not exist. Visit him at:eachapterhouse.weebly.com.


  Elizabeth Woodham

  Wicked Games
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  The remnants of his dream recede into the long distance and as he wakes, Matthew Fletcher’s cock stirs. Lazily semi-hard, his breath quickens, along with his heartbeat. In the peaceful pre-dawn of Christmas Eve, he slips carefully out of bed, moves quietly to the desk and re-reads Eleanor’s note. Her words dance and tease. Fully aroused, he closes his fist around his erection and begins again...


  My beloved Matthew


  I tied a wide piece of ribbon around my neck, tight enough so that it constricts my throat slightly, the pressure against my skin feels divine, and my heart is thundering, moving the fabric of my silky wraparound dress rhythmically as it beats nestled expectantly behind my ribcage. I intend to give it a run for its money today. I’ll put myself under so much pressure as I climax for you. I want my cream to soak my panties. Did I tell you about my panties? They are deep burgundy in colour, overlaid with black lace and trimmed with black velvet ribbon, not unlike my choker. I’m wearing a matching suspender belt, covered only by a sheer dress just in case anyone I’m not expecting comes to the door. As a further precaution, I have wrapped a sedate scarf around my neck to hide the choker, but I know it’s there, I can feel it, and you know it’s there because I’ve told you.


  My footwear. Long, suede boots that extend over the knee and buckle with two long fierce straps, which I shall ask you to remove later using the straps as a whip to beat me with. Buckle side down. The heels are high, but not too high, I can’t wait to part my legs for you, wide, as wide as I can, my moist channel an open vessel for you, your fingers, cock or tongue, or anything else you see fit to fill me with, I am yours for the taking.


  I shall turn around and bend over the bed, face down into the bedding. I want you to pull the choker tight, and jerk my head back with a force so intense I think you will snap my neck. Reach down to my cunt, feel how wet it is, and dip, dip your fingers, one, then two, try three, before deciding to bugger me hard without further ceremony. Force me down. Force me, and plunge into my rectum with all your strength and spill your seed into me. Flood my depths with your essence and brand me with the marks of our passion. Still semi-hard, you turn me, face up on the bed and straddle me, your hands, in place of the choker, you apply pressure, firmly, solidly, and squeeze, just right, just enough to obliterate me for a brief moment, as I look up into you and meet a little death.


  I read you as a gypsy might. Lucky heather, woven with a lock of my hair and tucked into your pocket as you take your leave. Snugly stored alongside the panties you always carry with you, my scent intact and recharged from time to time. Our time together as yet brief, when measured in hours and minutes, is everlasting in the cells of my mind and the sensory perception of my soul. In my mind’s eye, I dance barefoot. I am a gypsy stirring dust motes tangling and tumbling in the shafts slanting from the casement windows of our home, and I wish you to me as in a dream. As vivid as the colours that I paint when I picture you and me, my daydreams much as they were when I was a little girl. I am a princess, woken from a long sleep and the winding vine that has imprisoned me slowly unfurls, its emerald stems and leaves finally setting me free.


  I kneel at your feet; you are clad in butter soft black. My halo of hair is at your erection. I part my lips, glossy Chanel red dresses him in a ring of love, a sticky band, the brand of my lips on the skin of your shaft, hard pulsing, living a life of his own.


  Your cock moves me, I love him so. His taste, his scent, his power over me. I take him deep into my throat, I relish the restriction as you fill me with your length and I drink you deep and pray for impalement, long and smooth. My mouth’s secret folds envelop you. Suck you home and dry. I wonder if I’m like the miller’s girl from Rumpelstiltskin. Your tasks are the turret room filled with straw, and I spin them into the treasure of reality. And yet, I do not have an imp to appear and make a bargain, I only desire to fulfil your tasks one after the other. It’s Christmas, and our future beckons, full of promise. I love you. I know that my final task is set for our party on New Year’s Eve. I have no idea what challenge awaits. The seal of your note will remain unbroken until we are ready.


  Your Puss


  Matthew tucks Eleanor’s note carefully behind their framed photograph on the mantelpiece, crouches and touches a flame to the kindling in the grate and keeps watch until the fire takes hold. The tasks that he devised for the time that he and Eleanor were apart had been a revelation, and he thrills that Eleanor has embraced his way of life so completely.


  Glancing at her sleeping form, he takes a seat at the desk. One of the many places at the manor where Eleanor loves to sit and write, he adores her notes, reading her journal and following the progress of her tasks. He studies each lovingly placed item. Tidy and neat, as is he, both military trained, neither can quite unlearn the, everything in its place, rule. He allows his mind to move backward. Reaching across the years, he considers writing everything Eleanor had pleaded with him to share...How will it look? Will she like his past? Will she love him more? Like him less? In their bed, her burrowed form remains still. Making a decision, he picks up the silver pen he had gifted her, squares a sheaf of paper and begins. His distinctive handwriting takes shape as if an arachnid moves across the page. As he warms to his task, his hand moves a little faster, but it cannot keep up with his brain, he has to hold back, keep himself in check; he hates blotting the ink, making mistakes. One wrong word and he’ll have to start over. He wants to say it all, in one long, unspoiled message and have it done before she wakes.


  Dear Eleanor


  I know you’re curious about my past. I’ve heard the talk at the base, and know how fond Julie is of you, she can’t have failed to mention my reputation. Until now, I have chosen to keep my past out of our relationship, but we’ve moved on, you and I, and this letter, will be the first of many gifts for you this Christmas. With all my love.


  I joined the Royal Air Force when I turned seventeen. My father, a retired Wing Commander, expected that I follow, so I did. I left my home for initial training and was billeted in a large house owned by a divorced woman in her twenties. She had a child of just under a year old. I could not believe my good fortune. It’s fair to say that I fell in love the moment I saw her.


  The front door to the house was actually the back door and led directly into the kitchen. I remember it all as if it were yesterday, and yet, it is almost forty-five years since then. I wonder what she’s doing now. My Annie.


  The first words she addressed directly to me were an apology. She had a large, unruly dog, which jumped up at me and messed up my uniform. ‘I’m so sorry,’ she said shooing the dog away.


  ‘It’s okay,’ I managed. God knows what happened to my voice, it sounded as if it came from someone else, a prepubescent idiot, as a matter of fact. My face felt hot, and I hoped it wasn’t red.


  ‘Come through. It’s Matthew, isn’t it? We’ve been expecting you.’


  So gauche was I that I hadn’t even introduced myself, and I experienced a plip-plop of disappointment at the ‘we’ deciding there was a Mr Annie hovering nearby.


  ‘Yes.’ I found my voice at last. ‘Nice to meet you. Thank you for having me.’ I extended my hand and she held my clammy fingers in her slight, warm grip.


  I think I was lost at that moment, her hand so tiny in mine.


  ‘Leave your bag by the door,’ she said, ‘I’ll show you to your room later.’


  ‘Thank you,’ I repeated, following her from room to room as she showed me around.


  ‘Your room has a bathroom attached. The family bathroom is here, downstairs. Unusual, I know, but when this place was built, it didn’t have a bathroom at all. This part of the house is an addition.’


  I didn’t say much as she showed me around. I had to battle my cock, which woke up the second she appeared in the doorway.


  I managed to hide my discomfort all through that first night, settling in. She cooked steak and chips but didn’t dine with me. Preferring to talk while I ate, telling me all about the village and the airfield nearby where I was to do my basic training, along with a few others, two of whom were due to arrive the following day. I bit back the disappointment of having to share her and tried not to stare at her lips when she spoke.


  Since meeting Annie, my preferred type was set forever at the altar of her iconic image, and until you, Eleanor, it was brunette. Still, I love that you are fair and other than your colouring, you’re a lot like Annie. I didn’t have to and couldn’t have taught Annie anything about sex. I was totally inexperienced when I arrived at her house but by the time I left I was well on my way to total sexual fulfilment.


  I’ve spent my whole life trying to find someone who measured up to Annie in my eyes. Nobody even came close. Until you. I’ll never forget our first night, and my first with Annie was memorable too. My eighteenth birthday. What a gift. I hadn’t told her that she was my first, and I’m proud to say that she didn’t guess, or she said she didn’t. My ever-hard cock made our first time stunning. So snug was she, so warm, so vibrant. Even after all this time, my cock stirs at the thought of Annie and the things she taught me in the days and nights of those five, billeted, halcyon weeks. Whenever we were alone, and when everyone else was asleep, we explored each other, every cell. She seemed so much older than me, so much more experienced. Looking back with the benefit of age, I see that she was barely that much different to me, and I see her vulnerability, which I was too naive to detect at the time. She hid it well.


  I knew she wanted me not long after our first meeting. Mutually smitten and desperate to consummate our longing. Looking back, I’ve no doubt that the others noticed too, although, at the time, we thought we were able to keep our feelings in check when we were in company. Her son was far too young to know what was going on. He’ll be grown now. I often think about him and wonder how he’s doing. If he’s happy. Whether he’s healthy. I became extremely attached to him. I doubt that he remembers me at all.


  ‘We lost his dad in a motorcycle accident,’ she told me, that first night at supper.


  I stuttered over my reply. Untried and unknowing in most social niceties and intimate etiquette, my school hadn’t taught me how to deal with relationships; it wasn’t on the curriculum in those days. Mum and dad weren’t demonstrative either; their relationship was conducted with military precision. I didn’t know it then, but my own marriage turned out that way too. That came later, much later, about five years after meeting Annie. I’ll tell you all about it one day. Not now. Now is your time, and it’s time to share Annie’s time, and I’ve jumped ahead, so I’ll go back to the beginning.
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  ‘Where do you come from Matthew?’


  ‘Hertfordshire.’


  ‘Have you always wanted to fly?’


  ‘Yes,’ I said. Watching her breasts rise and fall, rise and fall.


  A lock of hair had come loose from the top-knot she’d tied and the shining chestnut tendril called to me. ‘Touch me ... touch me... Push me behind her ear. Kiss her lips.’


  Anxious to make a favourable impression, I answered her polite series of questions and asked a few of my own. I can’t remember them now, but I know it was then that I learned she was a widow.


  ‘You’re too young to be a widow,’ I told her. ‘Widows are supposed to be old ladies, dressed in dusty black, with crooked backs and walking sticks.’


  She laughed then, threw her head back and laughed out loud. Already in love, I was lost. Her throat, creamy. A long column holding her beautiful head, she was as beautiful as the classic statues I had studied at school in my History of Art classes and seemed as untouchable too. I wanted her so bad, the ache in my cock spread through my body like a rampant disease. Seeking out every nerve-end, every sensor, and every tiny pore. Annie burrowed so deep into my heart within the first few hours of our meetings; I have never been able to remove her. But you, my darling, Eleanor, have prized her free. You’ve unchained me.


  You already know that I have sucked and fucked my way around the world. It’s easy to get laid when you fly fast jets, and I took advantage of the RAF groupies in the towns and cities of every country we visited. Onesomes, twosomes, threesomes, group sex, my favourite anal sex, double penetration, spanking, bondage and all kinds of games. Nevertheless, nothing fulfilled me like a night in Annie’s arms and up until these past few months, I thought nothing would.


  That first night in Annie’s isolated farmhouse, there was just me, her and the baby. I waited until the sounds of the house settling down had passed, opened the window and looked out into the night. The house was situated near the airfield, a bustling village, and close to the end of a long, unmade road. Hardly any traffic passed by. The silence hung in the air; so still, I could hear my own thoughts echoing. Reaching back to me, mocking me, and making me hard, making me ache; my need for sexual release far greater than it had ever been. The depth of yearning was more intense than any of my boyhood crushes, including the nurse at school. We all masturbated over her. That night, in my room, in Annie’s house, I had to rub myself off into a handkerchief. My mother always packed pressed handkerchiefs, even though I often used tissues. I was grateful for it then, in spite of the dilemma of disposal. Annoyed with myself for not thinking, it was probably the first time my cock truly ruled my head. In the end, I stuffed the soiled cloth under my pillow and eventually fell into a fitful sleep.
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  The smell of breakfast cooking was my alarm call. Ravenous, as only teenage boys can be, I dressed quickly, went downstairs and followed my nose to the kitchen where I discovered Annie, oh, joy of joys, she wore a dressing gown. My cock agreed that she looked stunning cooking breakfast in a gloriously, silky purple kimono, triggering my obsession with wraparound silk.


  ‘Can I help?’ I croaked, wishing my cock didn’t have a mind of his own. I hoped my fly wasn’t bulging but thought it might be. She seemed intent on the pan on the stove, so I decided I had got away with it. Her son was in his high-chair messing about with a few small toys.


  ‘No, you’re fine, Matt. Is it okay if I call you Matt?’


  ‘Of course. Where’s your dog?’


  ‘Outside, he’s gone for a rummage in the grounds. He’ll be gone for ages. Your trousers are safe.’


  Regretting the question which led to her reply, we both glanced at my crotch. Fuck knows why, we just did.


  ‘Can I set the table?’ I said.


  ‘Hmm.’


  She seemed distracted, and my cock did a little dance for joy. ‘She noticed me, she noticed me.’


  ‘The cutlery is in that drawer,’ she nodded towards the dresser.
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  Our affair bloomed, and I blossomed. It may be a strange thing to say about a young man, but it was true nonetheless. Always meticulous with my appearance, it was part of my military remit; I started to take a lot more interest in my hair, the way I styled it, my aftershave, proud that I needed to shave daily. My floppy fringe was untameable, and I was supposed to keep it short when in uniform, I knew I’d be able to let it grow a little in the future. At the time, I tried to tame it. Already tall, I walked taller, and my telephone conversations and letters to my parents were littered with references to Annie.


  When I played sports with some of the other trainees at the weekends, I was more competitive, always imagining that she watched whether she was there or not. She often came along to the games, bringing her son in his pushchair and standing at the side-lines of rugby pitches, at the poolside when I went swimming. Later, at the close of spring, she and I went swimming together, in the river close to the house, careful to choose low tide, mindful of the current. Seeing Annie gleaming in that river is an image that I’ll carry with me for as long as I live. Although the weather wasn’t particularly warm, it wasn’t too cold either, but when we got out and sat on the bank she started shivering uncontrollably and I wrapped her in her towel and then in mine too. I held her so close to me, her head nestled under my chin that I was certain she’d be able to feel my heart hammering in my chest. I felt as if it were going to beat its way right out of my body and take flight to another planet. Higher than I’d ever flown in the fixed-wing training aircraft I was learning to fly.


  I wanted to take her flying, show her the patchwork of fields that I flew over each day, but I wasn’t qualified and we’d have to wait. I was impatient to share everything with Annie. I raced home from the airfield daily, out of my mind with desire, having to squash my longing if anyone else was about or her son not yet in bed. I would count the seconds until we could be alone.


  My sole aim in life was to please her. I could think of nothing I wanted more. Everything I thought said or did during those mad, obsessed days began and ended with my absorption with Annie, and my need to be deep, deep inside her. In her skin, undulating, vibrating and spilling my ever present seed into her again and again. I seemed to have boundless energy. Endless supplies of semen gathering in my aching balls. If the stars were on offer I’d have plucked them out of the sky for her, one by one and delivered them in a glowing package to her feet.


  Taking a bath. The tank in a cupboard on the landing always made the most unspeakable noises. I often expected it to explode. Everyone in the household knew when the bath was being filled; the rush of water to replace that taken from the tank went on for ages and ages. Deafening. There was never any need to lock the door.


  One day, washing my body, over and over like a man possessed, rummaging into every little crevice, I managed to get soap into my eyes. Groping around for the towel, the next thing I knew, it was in my hand. Squinting up, I saw her standing there, naked. The dark triangle of hair where her thighs met and her voluptuous breasts took my breath away. I forgot all about my stinging eyes and sat in the soapy water like an idiot and my cock rising to the expectation of her.


  Her small waist looked impossibly tiny, and my heart contracted with love for her so intense I thought I would die. The gentle curve of her hips heralded the beginning of her slender, shapely legs. All the way down to her toes. There was no part of Annie that I didn’t find glorious - that I didn’t want to kiss. I wanted to kiss her over and over, and my cock showed her everything else I wanted to do.


  Holding another towel for me, she signalled me out of the tub. I stepped onto the floor, cold, uncomfortable. The bathroom was functional and not at all luxurious; she wrapped me in the towel and pulled me towards her, my back against her breasts. We stood like that for ages, her lips nuzzling my neck, her hands under my arms clasped in front of my chest. She pressed her nakedness against the towel until I let it drop and we were skin to skin.


  Her fingers snaked around to my cock, aching oh so much, just so needful of her firm grip. She turned me so that I was facing her and gently moved down my body until she was kneeling at my feet. I cannot describe the emotions she wrung out of me that day. A woman I adored had my cock in her mouth and seemed to worship it as much as I did. She took me to places that I knew must be heaven, and I never wanted to float back to earth. I just wanted to sail away on the crest of orgasm that she sucked out of me. That day, her tongue on my glans, my semen seeping, gently oozing, in no time at all, I had come.


  ‘Oh, my god, oh, oh, I’m so sorry, Annie. Oh, god, no, don’t, I can’t do that.’


  I didn’t want to come in her mouth, it didn’t feel right, I was burning with lust and hot with embarrassment, but she clamped her lips over my shaft and sucked it so deep into her throat that there was nowhere else to go. I will love her forever for that one, simple act. It changed my life.


  And now, my glorious Puss, there’s you. I recognised you from your ankles up, at that memorable September Battle of Britain memorial dance. My ticket to heaven. I hope you enjoy everything Annie taught me and all I’ve learned since then because we have such a bright future together and I love you, Eleanor, with my heart and soul.


  And we’re at the hotel, my dream, now, yours too and about to be realised. A new venture all ready for our New Year’s Eve opening dance, and in between, here we are on Christmas Eve, the entire staff away home and just the two of us. Cocooned in our apartments, with views to the cliffs, surrounded by lush gardens and on to the sea, the ever changing seascape, the ocean where we roll in blue. I love the way that this part of Falconworth juts out a little and allows views to east and west, it’s almost panoramic. The centre of this room dominated by our canopied four-poster bed with classic drapes and deep frills, the curtains tied back at all the windows match. Everything else is cool and cream. Stamped with your touch, Eleanor. You didn’t overrule the interior designer in any other part of the manor, only in our apartments, where you had your say and had your way...
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  Hand aching from writing, Matthew places the pen across the paper and walks through to the bathroom, admiring the pristine tiles and sparkling tub, a whirlpool, large enough for two or more...He turns on the taps and fills the tub.


  ‘Fancy a bath?’ he returns to whisper in her ear.


  Immediately fully awake, she pulls him to her, parted lips meet, and familiar tongues joust in welcome.


  ‘Eleanor, let me bathe first, read the letter I’ve written you. It’s on the desk and after you’ve read, will you bring me a towel?’


  ‘Yes, darling.’


  Eleanor’s eyes travel Matthew’s distinctive hand as she reads the words he’s written. His haste is clear in the letter; the sure sweep of words is a little less defined than usual. She sits and reads, engrossed. Finally, laying the papers to one side, she walks naked to the bathroom where he is waiting. Echoes of his letter instruct, she goes to him and hands him a towel. He takes it and stands, small waves lap back and forth as he steps out of the tub. She wraps him and pulls him close, tenderly drying him as a mother with a child. Seeking out his secret places to drive out the moisture.


  The room is steamy, and apart from their hushed breath, and a dripping tap is silent. She allows the rhythm of the small splashes of water to beat a tattoo in her head as she slowly makes progress down her lover’s torso, taking the towel with her; she drops it to the floor and kneels at his feet.


  His cock is erect, the deep red of the head glistens. She licks her lips and looks up through her fringe to gauge his emotion. His head is back, and his eyes are closed, she wonders if he is thinking of Annie as she takes his erection into the soft, warm tissues of her mouth. Carefully covering her teeth with her lips, she moves slowly along his shaft, aiding her tongue with light, yet firm strokes of her fingers, her other hand seeks his anus. His penchant for anal will be indulged today. He’s a little tighter than usual; the soapy bath has driven natural moisture away. She puts her fingers into her mouth alongside her tongue and wets them thoroughly before creeping back snurgling into his snug passage, simultaneously taking his shaft, deep, deep into her throat.


  ‘Oh, my god, oh, oh, Eleanor, I’m going to come.’


  She didn’t miss a beat but reflected on the words describing his first blowjob, the deep-throat that Annie provided, which changed his life. Heat gathered at the core of her, and she burrowed a finger deep into his rectum. Clamping her lips over his shaft, she sucked it so deep into her throat that there was nowhere else to go. Using her other hand to meet him, she times her own orgasm to receive the pulse of semen and breakfast.
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  Dawn on Christmas Day, aching from sex, and lack of sleep, I look down from our first storey bedroom. The garden below the window will soon throng with birds seeking winter sustenance. An ornamental pond sits in one corner and a tree of some sort that I still cannot identify stands central, circumnavigated by a bench seat. The sky is soft and pink, blossoming, a little as I did under Annie’s tutelage, the faintest blush slowing fades as white light intensifies. Red sky in the morning, shepherd’s warning. I silently recite the old saying as I watch the beginning day, slowly creeping forwards Falconworth is quiet, even the birds seem less vocal, and the usual, ever-present, distant hum of the motorway is absent on the one day of the year when modernity recedes and makes way for ancient tradition. I already know that the day will sit well at Falconworth. The manor is at peace with its surroundings, and there’s nothing left to do except look forward to the masked ball that Eleanor has planned for New Year’s Eve.


  I look at her neat form barely taking up any space in our bed. Her wraparound silk drapes one of the chairs and my mind travels to the task I set on the day she bought it. Her seamless metamorphosis as she carried out my tasks was, and still is, a joy to me. She immersed herself in the game, committing everything to record in the diary room. The perfect system, custom built into one of Falconworth’s priest holes.


  She bought Christmas stockings, which hang from the fireplace in our room. I’ve placed a gift for her in one, and she a gift for me in the other.


  ‘Can’t we use your stockings?’


  ‘No, Matty, we can’t. They’re far too sheer, they’ll tear. Don’t you think these are cute?’ She held up the large, red felt Christmas stockings, trimmed in green and white.


  ‘I doubt that even you could make those sexy.’


  ‘Don’t frown so. You know they’re not supposed to be sexy. They’re festive and functional. I’ll hang them from the mantelpiece in the bedroom.’


  A grand ball is planned for New Year’s Eve. Apart from our private quarters, we hadn’t decorated Falconworth.


  ‘Next year we’ll be open, and I’d like to line the long gallery on both sides with Christmas trees. Real trees. Like the ones we saw at Hever.’


  We visited the Kent castle, and Eleanor had been almost childlike in her delight at the decorations, the numerous trees and exceptional grounds. Hever has a lake too, although it is far bigger than Falconworth’s; Eleanor blazed with inspiration and ideas.


  ‘Just think, Matty. Falconworth was originally built around the same time as Hever. It’s just been a little less cared for over the years.’


  ‘We’ll remedy that.’ I squeezed her tight against me and kissed her hard.


  A giant Christmas tree had been erected in the courtyard in front of the small drawbridge. Parcel tags were provided so visitors could write wishes and tie them to the branches. Eleanor had delighted in reading them.


  ‘Let’s do that at Falconworth too. Adults only of course.’


  I jog myself back to the present.


  ‘We’ll sit there together,’ I say, pointing the place beyond the window. ‘Drink tea and just be.’


  ‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Come back to bed, Matty. Are you hungry?’


  ‘Famished.’ And I prove it, eating at the core of her, her melting, writhing form, driving me onward. Her fingers lightly tangle my hair until at last, I move up her body, stealthily, like a cat-burglar on a fragile roof. Millimetre by millimetre, our glowing bodies, slippery from coddled sleep and lazy sex, my cock aches, is iron hard, and I’m eager to bury it, deep, deep within my lovely Puss.


  ‘Matty, oh Matty,’ she sighs, grasping me, encouraging me home.


  I feel my way into the depths of her molten channel, and finally I am home, we sigh in completion as I ride her. She bucks up a little, meeting each thrust, sighing my name. A flash of Annie’s face enters my mind, and dances there, pirouettes en pointe, a prima ballerina in my brain. I banish her - as I always banish her. My puss is my life now. There will be no other in my head, even when we have others in our bed.


  I deliver the essence of my first Christmas gift as she presses to me, and place kisses, gently on her eyes, nose and mouth. Her tongue darts out and hooks me in, we roll together and she playfully pins me down, and we are ready to face the world again, glowing, satiated. For the time being.
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  Later, in the snug, she lights candles while I light the fire. The flames dance in synchronicity as if choreographed, accompanying us as we tear the wrapping from our presents.


  ‘You first,’ she says, glowing.


  My gift reveals a book. The bright yellow paperback gleams in the soft light. ‘I’ll open the absinthe,’ I say. ‘And while we sip, we’ll play a few of these games, shall we?’


  ‘ Ooo, yes, Matty. This time I’ll win.’


  ‘The book says that they are games I can’t lose, apparently.’ I smile as if in jest.


  ‘We’ll see.’ Giggling she prepares cocktails. ‘Hmm. “Pour one jigger into a champagne glass; add iced champagne until it has opalescent milkiness. Drink three to five of these slowly.” Shall we do as Hemingway says?’


  ‘Yes. We should use saucer glasses, apparently modelled on Marie Antoinette’s breasts, did you know that?’


  ‘We don’t have those. Flutes will have to do.’
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  ‘Shall we have a game of chess?’


  I watch his fingers as we play. There is no hesitation in his scheme. His thought processes are not written for me to read, analyse, and plan my next move. I imagine his hands as they would have looked at the controls of his aircraft. A Tornado, built for two, pilot and navigator in tandem punching through the sound barrier with military ease.


  My tissues moisten. I wish I could have seen him in the flesh, known him then, held him in his flying suit as he sucked at me. Sometimes, I wish I was Annie. His Annie. Still, if I were, I would not have him. We would not have Falconworth.


  I cannot tame my mind; it hops, skips and jumps like a rabbit in a nursery rhyme.


  At the same time that I bought his little stocking-filler gift, I bought a little something for myself too. I do not let on to Matthew. I guess it may be cheating, but since he beats me, outright, when we play chess, I decided to give myself a small advantage. Not that he ridicules my ignorance of the game, but I don’t have an understanding of the inner workings. In a cunning pre-game move, I bought Chess for Dummies and memorised the chapter on Openings. Committing the first few moves to memory is better than nothing and an improvement on my previous zero knowledge factor. I also went online and followed a couple of podcast tutorials. I am nothing if not enterprising.


  Knowing that Matthew is ever the gallant and thinks of me as his White Lady, I always have the white pieces, and therefore, always move first. Usually, it makes no difference, but today, I implement my ad hoc lessons.


  ‘Oh, Matty, that’s superb early development,’ I congratulate after a few moves, as suggested by the book and enjoy his startled rapid blinks as he tries to keep his face neutral.


  I make three more moves, managing to hold my nerve, albeit temporarily, and throw in a few more compliments designed to wrong-foot him.


  ‘Check and Mate.’ He smoulders ruthlessly before I have a chance to resign with grace. ‘You lost magnificently, Eleanor,’ he says. ‘Your first few moves were inspired.’


  I decide not to share news of my studies. ‘Oh dear,’ I say, but smiling, remove my blouse and drop it to the floor, where it joins its comrades (do you want to say it's comrades? Just my other clothes). My mute, discarded garments mock me and as yet, in a clear show of his superior gaming, he is fully clothed.


  I consider my options. Maybe I am out of my depth?


  ‘Shall we try another?’ he says. ‘Something that may even up the score? What about Do As I Do?’


  ‘Oh, goodness, Matty, I’m sure to lose.’


  ‘It’s an easy drinking game. We need a top-up. Fetch the pitcher and pour us each another absinthe. Lovely. Okay, Puss, do as I do.’


  I watch as he takes a deep slug of his drink, and follow suit. He salutes again and raises his glass, and I take another swallow, only to see him spit his mouthful back into his glass.


  ‘I win,’ he laughs out loud. ‘You swallowed.’


  ‘I always swallow, Matty. You know that.’


  ‘True. But you’ve got another forfeit. You’ll have to remove another delicious layer.’


  ‘I’m not terribly good.’


  ‘You look good to me.’ He fixes his eyes on the ivory lace of my bra. The half-cups allow a swell of flesh; the underwire lifts and pushes me upwards. I am voluptuous.


  ‘Your bra next, I think,’ he says, ‘We’ll leave the panties until last.’ He eyes the scrap of lace that covers my pussy.


  Moisture trickles my answer. I smile too. He cannot see my desire. Not yet.


  ‘Shall we play another?’ he says, ‘I like my present already. It’s a thoughtful gift.’


  ‘Am I going to lose?’ I say.


  ‘Without doubt.’ He smiles again.


  ‘There’s no need to be quite so cocky.’ Smiling, I meet his eyes. I love him so. I swallow another mouthful of absinthe. Its milky iridescence disguises its true nature as it burns its way downwards. My toes curl, and I’m unsure if it’s the alcohol or the anticipation of Matthew’s hard, urgent cock pressing home.


  ‘What about this one,’ he says, pointing to another section in the already well-thumbed book.


  ‘Matty, tell the truth, did you peek at your present? Did you read the book before today? Before I wrapped it up and put it in the stocking?’


  ‘Eleanor, really. What a thing to say. Are you suggesting that I would cheat?’


  ‘No, of course not, but the book seems a little, erm, used.’


  ‘Silly goose, I’ve just been a little hard on it. It’s quite flimsy, see...’


  He waves the book under my nose to prove his point. I suspect that all is not as it seems, and wonder if he too has taken advantage of a little extra-curricular.


  ‘Okay, you’ve made your point.’ I pretend to sulk but can barely conceal my delight at the prospect of another game and the chance to even the score. ‘Let me pick this time.’


  ‘All right, but you mustn’t peek at the method, just point to the name of a game.’ He hands me the book and I leaf through it.


  ‘This one.’


  ‘Okay, wait there, I’ll have to find a hat.’


  ‘Will my woolly hat do? It’s in the pocket of my coat on the peg in the cupboard.’


  ‘That’ll be fine. I’ll be right back. Refill our glasses while I’m gone.’


  Sitting opposite each other again, absinthe on the table in front of us, Matthew covers his glass with my hat.


  ‘I’ll bet you those divine little panties that I can drink my absinthe from that glass without touching the hat.’


  ‘Well, since I don’t see how you can possibly do that, I’ll accept your wager, and when I win, I want to choose your forfeit.’


  ‘When, eh?’ Matthew chuckles. ‘Fine.’


  He ducks under the table and makes loud, drinking noises, slurping and glugging noisily. Reappearing, he wipes his mouth on his sleeve.


  ‘That’s it, the drink is gone.’


  ‘No, Matthew, it’s not. You’re just silly. It’s not possible.’


  ‘You’re wrong, Eleanor, but since you don’t believe me, go ahead and check for yourself.’


  I reach out and raise the hat, and in a flash, Matthew takes the glass and swallows the contents in one gulp.


  ‘You lose, Eleanor,’ he coughs. ‘I didn’t touch the hat, you did...’


  ‘Oh, Matthew, I can’t believe I fell for it...’ I can’t help laughing as his cough subsides. ‘Cheers!’ I down my own drink in one swallow and rise to my feet. His eyes follow my fingers as I hook the panties and slowly pull them down.


  ‘Stop right there.’ His words are a bark. My panties at my knees. ‘Turn around, bend over.’


  I do as he says, and halt the lace halfway down my legs, nestled against the nylon of my nude stockings, a few inches above the tops of my favourite knee-high boots.


  ‘Bend over a little more. Oh, Eleanor, you look ravishing. I’m tempted to stripe your pretty cheeks.’


  I anticipate the bite of bamboo and a ripple undulates my flesh.


  ‘You’re so damn tempting. I may have to break my own rules. Take them off, Puss and come sit on my lap.’


  My heart acknowledges the promise of pleasure and skips a beat as I settle myself, my bottom snug in the cradle of his lap, my spine supported by his chest. I lean my head back and allow him to play. He is trapped in his clothing, but I know he likes the imprisonment of his cock. My legs are wide; the light, cool air touches my pussy, her inner folds exposed. My legs, wide, wider, widest.


  His fingers find their target, he is dexterous, and within seconds, I am silently screaming for relief. I say nothing and let him play. I try to still the tumult of sensation twisting my cells. He slowly trails his fingers in the wetness of my longing.


  ‘Oh, god, Matty, oh, god...’ I moan as my orgasm overwhelms me. I cannot hold back any longer.


  ‘Too soon,’ he growls. ‘Onto all fours.’ He gently pushes me off his lap and tumbles me to the floor.


  I right myself and do as I am bid.


  ‘I must punish you. Wanton, disobedient, Puss.’


  He fastens my collar around my neck, attaches the lead and ties the looped end around one of the upright chairs. I am his prisoner. My knees and elbows support me.


  ‘Do not move a muscle, Puss.’ I hear him strip and suddenly he is there in front of me, my eyes level with his torso.


  ‘Look, Puss, look how I melt for you.’


  A bead of moisture nestles like a jewel in the velvet of his cap and I lick my lips in anticipation of a taste of him.


  ‘Greedy girl,’ he says and seems mesmerised by the tip of my tongue as it makes a slow circuit of my lips’ tissues. ‘You must not taste yet. I have your punishment to see to.’


  He crouches. ‘Open wide.’ He pushes my discarded panties into my mouth to form a gag, and jerks the lead for good measure. Moving out of my field of vision he comes to a halt behind me. I squirm. I know he adores buggery; he especially relishes my rectum since he took my anal virginity on a balcony in Venice. Mounting me against the balustrade, my shock gave way to stunning pleasure as he rutted and rode us home.


  He parts my cheeks. I want to grunt. My breath flares, burning in my nostrils. I leak. My eyes, my nose, my mouth, my pussy. His Puss leaks for him, secretions of lust drop pearls one by one. Moisture gathers at my hub and I may come again before he has even penetrated me.


  He lubes both his cock and my anus. I flinch when cold gel meets hot flesh. I sizzle silently as he sheathes his length and presses the latex covered head into me. Plunging, aided by his hands on my hips. The restraint at my neck intensifies the sensation as he plunders. I mewl as he fills me, his cock sheathed to the hilt in my heat. I am ripe and split like a lush fruit. He gorges on my soft, mushy, inner flesh, rocking his hips into me, against the swell of mine as he holds me and buries himself. I moan.


  Pulling out, he rolls the condom off his cock and presses the naked head to the hot, wet opening of my cunt. My oozing, velvet cunt sheathes him as he completes me inch by inch.


  ‘I shall reward you for your obedience,’ he says and fucks me. Back and forth, gripping my hips again to push in and almost fully out, and in again, fucking me oh, so slowly.


  ‘Oh, my Puss.’ His breath is ragged


  He takes the leash and gathers it in, until, senses spiralling, I throw my head back, and he slips one finger in between the collar and my neck holds me thus, gripping my waist with his other hand as he fucks soundly, harder, faster. I am in danger of coming, despite his orders. And then I’m coming, voice muffled by the panties, moaning out pleasure in climax, cunt in spasm as he mercilessly sends me into ecstasy. He can hold on no longer and fills me with cum. My moaning gasps subside as I take his final thrust.


  ‘Merry Christmas, my Puss, my darling.’


  He scoops me up and carries me with him to the sofa. I curl into his lap like a cat, a feline, beginning the first of nine lives. I purr into his ear and call him home.
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  'Wicked Games' revisits the popular characters Matthew and Eleanor from Elizabeth Woodham's appropriately named book'Eleanor' Their story continues in 2014 in the sequel,'Falconworth'.



  Secret Narrative - writing as Elizabeth Woodham, composes literary erotica that thrills readers with an electric sting in the tail. For more information, seewww.elizabethwoodham.com


  Hedonist Six

  Virgin (Rebound List 1)
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  Chapter One


  The first real warning sign that our relationship was doomed came a few weeks prior to our fourth anniversary. During a chat with Sally - arguably my best friend as well as colleague - she speculated whether or not Jeff might propose to me. The thought filled me with dread. Don't get me wrong, I didn't hate him. I actually kind of still loved him but the idea that this was all which life had in store for me depressed me greatly. There was more I had to do; more experiences I was yet to have.


  Was he really planning to propose? I certainly hoped not because I couldn't accept. No way. And I have always hated confrontations, so having to say ‘no’ was an extremely unpleasant prospect.


  In a way, finding the inappropriate emails from him to an old lover had been a relief. A chance to make a relatively clean break without having to confess uncomfortable truths. I moved out within the month and found myself free but also apprehensive about what might be in store for me next. Would I find what I had been missing?


  I wouldn't make the same mistakes again. Starting a new relationship on the rebound, not fully celebrating my newfound freedom were definite 'no-no's. I needed a plan to figure out when I would be ready to settle down. A means of measuring whether I had lived single life to the fullest.


  That's how the list was born. While it mentions only the highlights, between the lines I intended to not just vary who with, but also how or where I would get it on.


  “To Do:

  Virgin

  Silver fox

  Stranger

  Threesome”


  Actually I’m omitting a few steps taken to get to this point; the depressing realisation that I was - for the first time in my adult life - alone in this world. The resulting evening spent with Sally, drinking wine, crying and complaining about how unfair life is, until a few glasses later her eyes lit up with the best idea ever.


  Unlike most drunken ideas, this one was pretty workable. She asked me about my deepest, darkest sexual fantasies. She encouraged me to let my inner slut out and enjoy myself in ways I hadn’t been able to while playing the squeaky-clean committed girlfriend.


  While we spoke our minds, our combined imagination or the wine, probably more the wine actually, awoke something in me. I could feel myself getting excited, blushing feverishly while listening to anecdotes of some of her less responsible exploits. She didn’t hold back on the details and I felt an urge grow inside me.


  I wanted to be that girl: the one who walks into a room and causes heads to turn in her direction. She made me feel like I had this potential, in the way she described how she saw me. Not boring and average as I had felt all my life, but a rare and exotic beauty who could wield immense power over the male of the species. It was a revelation.


  Playing with another girl was never meant to make the list, which is just as well because it happened way too quickly. The exact details of how that night ended are beyond my grasp, all I know is we woke up fuzzy-headed and half dressed in my bed, with one of Sally’s arms draped across my chest.


  This fact alone should probably have been a lot more awkward than it was. Instead of dwelling on blurry memories, we simply agreed that the night had served its purpose and that ‘we should do this again sometime’.
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  Anyway, back to the list. Some additions were clear choices I had thought about for a long time: hooking up with a virgin and an older guy for example. Other details came to mind after drunkenly bouncing ideas off of each other. These usually started with the phrase ‘wouldn’t it be awesome if...’


  In the cold light of day, some of the excitement still lingered, however I had also lost a little confidence and started to doubt whether I could pull this off. Indeed Jeff was only the second guy I had slept with, and I’d be lying if I said that baring all in front of various men wasn’t at least a bit unnerving.


  But I would cross that bridge in time, so I set about executing the initial stages of the plan. Sally had shown me a site she had used to hook up before, like a social network for dirty minds. To avoid any risk of early commitment issues, my back-story was decided to be that of a bored wife, looking for fun on the side.


  I set up my profile with a suitably disguised photo, sparse personal details mentioning my supposed marriage and a well filled list of sexual interests and kinks. The opening line was simply my newly adopted motto: No commitment, only pleasure.


  The possibilities were mind boggling. What kind of man would I like? Who would I look at in the street? I couldn’t form a clear answer; I don’t have a “type” only a long list of potentials, so I wrote down all I could think of. Long hair, short hair, beard, clean shaven, fat, athletic, older, younger, black, white, anything in between. The whole point of this exercise was that I didn’t have to settle for just one; I could have them all.


  Despite not showing any flesh in my photograph, it didn’t take long for friend requests and messages to start coming in. Among the inevitable stream of creepiness I had braced myself for, there were also more thoughtful messages than simply ‘show me ur tits’. Perhaps I would indeed find kindred spirits, to share my body with in addition to good conversation but without the expectations of monogamy hanging above my head.


  When I logged back on after work on Friday, my inbox was full and my friend list had grown considerably as well. I felt empowered to explore more of the site, to join a few groups and read through some message boards. It surprised me how extensive the site’s membership was. I even found a group with local personal ads, which would keep me occupied for quite a while.
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  Chapter Two


  The ad titled ‘sick of being a virgin’ captures my attention immediately. It’s written by a guy in his twenties who explains in the understatement of the century that he’s never had much luck with relationships: he’s never been with anyone. I have trouble focusing on the entire text because his profile picture keeps inviting me to stare.


  His eyes hold me like a deer caught in headlights. He’s got a bit of a hipster thing going with slightly too long, light brown hair and a goatee. How the hell did he make it this far without so much as a date? Not even a kiss. What’s the catch?


  I’ve no choice: this ad, the timing. It’s all a sign, I was meant to find his profile. I nearly forget to breathe when I see his location, barely 20 minutes away from me. Perfect; I must try to pursue him.


  It looks like he has spent quite some time fleshing out his profile; he’s trying to give this site a good go while also remaining anonymous beyond his picture and location. His name isn’t mentioned anywhere and that suits me just fine. To me he’s a concept: a few pictures and an assortment of likes, dislikes and worries, but not quite yet a fully formed person.


  Supply and demand; he wants a certain experience, as do I. Really, the less I know, the better if I’m going to be successful and avoid emotional entanglement along the way.


  He writes that he worries he’d disappoint and has considered visiting an escort, but so far not gone through with that plan. His fear is that all other guys are experienced, whereas he so obviously isn’t. That can change, sweetheart, and no payment will be needed. He blames his lack of game on his larger physique which practically breaks my heart. Whoever led him to believe that was not just cruel, but mistaken as far as I’m concerned.


  I keep hovering over the message button. Or should I just send him a friend request? I wish I knew what would be the right way of handling this, but I doubt anyone’s ever written a self help book on this topic. ‘How to hook up with a virgin on Fetlife’. Too bad, I’d love to read it.


  Instead of acting on my impulses straightaway, I decide to grab myself a glass of wine and think. Willing and nearby virgins don’t grow on trees I imagine, not of this calibre anyway. I can’t afford to fuck this up.


  Finally I take a deep breath and type out a message to him. Perhaps it would be best to just be honest. The wine is starting to give me a pleasant buzz by now, which definitely helps.


  ‘Hi, I read your personal ad and felt compelled to respond. Just as many men would love to be someone’s first, the opposite can be true as well. And frankly I’m surprised you’ve not had more luck so far, because I think you’re very attractive. If you like, send me a friend request and perhaps we could see where this goes?’


  Too forward or not enough? I can’t decide if I come across as an idiot and decide to just send it before heading to the kitchen for a refill. Chilled white wine isn’t the best drink for this cold weather. Or perhaps it’s the nerves giving me shivers.


  Sitting back down with the full glass in hand, I notice one notification: a request. I guess maybe he doesn’t think I’m that much of an idiot after all. Although my heart is racing, my nerves are dulled just enough to transform my earlier anxiety into excitement.


  When I hit ‘accept’, his name appears in the little chat box to the side of the page, but I don’t get the chance to think about it too much. His profile reveals extra photographs which weren’t available before and I’m hopelessly distracted. Oh my, I can see why he would’ve set them to be hidden from his public profile because by the end, nothing is left to the imagination.


  They say women are less visual than men, while that may be true, I can certainly appreciate the view. He’s beautiful in a way that an airbrushed underwear model could never be. My wish of wanting something new and totally unlike Jeff may just turn into reality. Jeff was skinnier than average and very boyish and hairless, this guy looks more towards the other end of the spectrum on both counts. If he were gay, I guess he might be referred to as a bear.


  It hits me that I’ve spent years being very naive about my sexuality. I never looked at anyone with quite the same mindset as what I’m doing now and it surprises me how aroused I’m becoming.


  Taking a sip from my glass, I’m having a hard time looking away. Not only could I imagine myself having sex with him - which in itself is out of character for me - I am already obsessively fantasising about it. Merely the thought of what it might feel like to touch his chest is starting to make me wet.


  I’m done for; I’ve found my first mark.


  A chat window pops up with just one solitary word in it. “Hi”


  Before I know it, the wine is set down and my fingers are moving over the keyboard in crazed excitement. Must remember the cover story and not be a cow. It would be a crying shame if this one got away.


  “Hey, handsome! Thanks for friending me, I’m finding it impossible to stop looking at your pic, you’re insanely cute...”


  “Yeah right. Bet you haven’t seen any beyond my profile pic or you wouldn’t be saying that.”


  “Oh no, I’ve seen em. Believe me, you’re gorgeous. All over.”


  There is a pause before he starts to type again.


  “Your shot, is that really you?”


  “Yeah. Just you know, wearing a mask so I don’t get myself in trouble... Why?”


  “Despite that, I didn’t expect to be complimented by someone like you. Am half expecting you to turn out to be a guy...”


  “No way. I’m going to assume that’s a good thing.”


  “Definitely.”


  After the initial flurry of words exchanged between us, I suddenly struggle to think of any small talk at all.


  “Have you had a lot of responses to that ad?” It’s the best I could come up with.


  “I’ve only put it up last week, but no, not really. I mean there were a couple of messages but nothing serious. Dunno what I was expecting.”


  “Don’t take this wrong, but I’m relieved not to have competition...”


  My heartbeat shows no signs of slowing. Really, I would’ve been quite disappointed if someone else had gotten to him before me. I’m not sure what fuels my fascination, but the thought of being a first for someone consumes me. I’ve never had that opportunity; my first time was with a guy who was quite a bit more experienced. And I probably wouldn’t have known what to do anyway.


  But I would know this time. I want to show him things he hasn’t experienced before. Hopefully the opportunity will be mine if all goes well.


  “Have you been married long?” He’s read the profile, suppose that’s a good sign...


  “A few years.” Sally had advised me to stick to a story as close to the truth as possible so I’d be modeling my fake marriage on the near-four-year relationship with Jeff.


  “I hope you don’t think I’m a bitch for talking to you while married. I’m fine with the way things are between us, but physically I just need more... I’ve been playing with the idea for a while and finally decided to sign up on here to experiment a bit.”


  “Actually, the fact that it’s so secret and forbidden is... interesting. A turn on. He doesn’t know what you’re up to at all?”


  “No, this is just for me. He won’t find out, his job takes him on the road a lot.” I hope we can move past this topic soon so I don’t need to keep track of tons of backstory.


  “Right.”


  “So tell me about yourself, what are you looking for?”


  “I guess same as everyone else. Just to not be alone. I mean I’ve got plenty of friends, including girls. But somehow...”


  “Ah, the dreaded friend zone. I can see how that would be frustrating.”


  “You can only hear ‘I don’t think of you that way’ so many times before giving up.”


  “Yeah it’s hard to change friendship into something more, but it does happen. It did for me.”


  “I dunno.”


  “The problem is you start off over familiar, there is no mystery.”


  “Or, since all of em tend to date jocks, there just isn’t any demand for guys like me.”


  It hurts to admit it to myself but I know he’s right, at least as far as society as a whole is concerned. I want to tell him that’s only true for shallow girls, but that would be hypocritical since I’m equally picky. Though I honestly am attracted to him just as he is, it was his face that drew me in. I’m a total sucker for a handsome face, or so I’ve discovered just now. Had he not had that, would I have given his ad a second look? I like to think it would not have made a difference but I may be deluding myself.


  “Bullshit. It’s all about attitude,” I finally write.


  “I’ve always been shy. Not sure that can change.” I hope it can, for my own sake as well as his.


  “We shall see...”


  “Hey, I just realised I was meant to go out tonight. My friends will be waiting. Nice chatting to you, perhaps we can pick this up again soon?”


  Did I scare him away? I certainly hope not.


  “Oh, sure. Don’t let me keep you. See you around.”


  “Later.” He goes offline straightaway.


  I’m left alone in front of the PC, wondering if it’s pervy to keep going back to his photos in between reading his blog posts. He bares all, his worries and fears as well as obviously his clothes. It is just about attitude, I’m sure of it now. Most girls don’t want to date a needy guy, they don’t want to pick up the pieces after years of rejection and put them back together, over and over again. They can sense desperation from a mile away.


  But I’m not looking for a relationship, just an experience. And I’m not most girls either. Actually yes, I’d love to make a difference and show him that he can instil at least as much passion in someone as any gym nut. I want to convince him he’s desirable, so we both get something out of this hook up. I will have had my virgin. Hopefully he will gain a new outlook in his love life, or at least learn a few tricks in bed to help his confidence.


  All this seems like a win-win to me. I just hope he feels the same way. Just one last look at his photographs before bedtime. And another. I want him, badly. My hand has a mind of its own and I decide not to worry about whether I’m acting like a crazy online stalker.


  I bring myself to orgasm swiftly with my fingers.


  Fantasies of his naked flesh pressed up against me stay with me even beyond my release. Wonder if his chest hair would tickle me, or not. I’m sure other than that he’d be pretty soft all over, it would be a nice change. I think I’d prefer a bit of padding after four years of skinny, bony Jeff.


  The next morning, I wake up still a bit fuzzy from excesses past. Too much wine, I’m such a light weight. I’ve nothing planned for this entire weekend, so the first thing I do is listen to my inner longing and turn on the PC. Surely he wouldn’t have been that interested, would he? It’s just me who’s obsessed.


  When I log in, I’m greeted by a message. I’ve been getting a lot of those lately from random men wanting to befriend me. But not this time, he sent it around 2am.


  “Hi,


  Sorry to just run off on you earlier. I just reached back home, hoping that perhaps you’d be up late too. I apologise if this is weird, but I kept thinking about you all night. Maybe you were just being nice, but it’s driving me crazy that you could actually be interested. It’s unexpected. Your photo is very beautiful, wish I could see the rest of your face but even so, you seem way out of my league. Again, sorry if this is inappropriate. I may have had a few...


  P.s. thanks for the lovely comments you left.”


  I’m thrilled. I didn’t misread our chat, I didn’t put him off. But, what comments? As I’ve done so many times before, I open up his profile and attempt to retrace my obsessive actions from last night.


  Oh fuck, there it is. A gushing message sprawling over multiple paragraphs right underneath one of his most recent blog posts. I wrote (again and again) that he’s beautiful. That if someone took the time to really see who he is, they’d be lucky to have him. And that I want his virginity, delivered to me on a silver platter.


  Right, how drunk was I? I suppose he will have been too, or this whole thing may have gone down differently. This is embarrassing, and yet I can’t deny that I still feel the same.


  Before I’m able to continue analysing myself or his message, he appears in chat. Damn, where do I even start?


  “Hey :)” he starts.


  “Oh hi, what’s up?”


  “Nothing much, bit of a headache.”


  “Yeah I can relate. So what did you get up to last night?” I ask.


  “Just went out. Open mic night where one of my mates was performing with his band.”


  “That sounds awesome.” I wonder if it would be weird to bring up his message, or my drunken comments. Should I make some sort of apology?


  “Yeah. I found it a little hard to focus though...”


  “Why’s that?” I tease.


  There’s a bit of a pause before he answers.


  “Well, our little chat earlier had me... distracted.”


  “I have to admit, I’ve been distracted as well... So, I should ask, what are you hoping to get out of this whole ad thing?”


  “Umm, honestly? Maybe not so different from what you seem to want. Experiences. I feel like I should’ve you know... done it by now. If I end up dating someone, how the hell do I explain? I’d need to know what to do, know what I mean?”


  “Yeah, experiences sound about right. So in short you’re after some instruction as well?” I ask.


  “I guess, yeah. I get that most people would be nervous the first time round, but maybe I’ve been obsessing about it so much over the years, I’d be an absolute basket case.”


  “Somehow I doubt that. It’d be totally fine.” Yeah, because I’d be pretty fucking nervous as well.


  “Would you be into that, like with someone who’s pretty much clueless?”


  “I think I’d welcome the chance to feel all knowledgeable. That looks pretty stupid now that I’ve typed it out...” It feels stupid too.


  “Not at all.”


  I can see him typing and stopping a few times, so I decide to wait and see what he’s trying to say before responding myself. After about a minute, the next message shows up and it nearly makes me choke on my own breath.


  “Would you like to meet up?”


  I stare at the text on the screen for a while, my heart pounding in my throat. Yes, yes I do! But I don’t even know you. What if...


  When I put my fingers back onto the keyboard, they visibly tremble.


  “I’d like to, but I’m a bit scared. What if my husband finds out?” My cover story provides a convenient excuse, but actually I am just terrified that things might go wrong. I suddenly feel like I have a lot to lose; that I can’t be the confident temptress I had pretended to be online and all would fall apart if we meet.


  Almost straightaway a response arrives.


  “I knew it. Nevermind then.”


  Hang on, this isn’t what I wanted. I need some kind of encouragement that things would turn out OK, not for him to give up.


  “That’s not what I meant, I’m just apprehensive. Suddenly it seems it’s not all that simple.”


  “You don’t have to sugar coat it. I understand. It’s not the first time and I don’t even know why I thought this would turn out differently. Just forget it.” No sooner does the message arrive, he goes offline.


  Oh fuck, now I’ve done it.


  I sit around for a while, feeling incredibly torn and upset. The sensible part of my brain is telling me that it’s all for the best if this goes no further. Yet I feel so frustrated, that I could happily throw my laptop out of the window. I’m furious at myself for cowardly backing down, and guilt ridden for making him feel like I’d rejected him. This isn’t how I had planned to celebrate my singledom, is it? None of the things on the list stood out as much as this one and yet I fail at the first hurdle?


  No. I won’t accept defeat. After a few deep breaths, I open up his profile and compose a new private message. Time to take back control of the situation.


  ‘I know how my messages came across and I’m sorry, but your assumptions are wrong. If you’re free on Saturday, please let me know where & when and I’ll be there, bearing in mind the following:


  1. There will be no obligations for either of us; we can say no at any time if we’re not feeling it.


  2. I don’t just sleep with strangers, so I expect to be taken on a date first. I’ll have a hotel room booked so we have a relatively neutral place to retreat to in case things go well.


  3. Be clean and well groomed; I expect you to make an effort to look nice for me. (To avoid any confusion, I mean common sense stuff like taking a shower, clipping your nails and brushing your teeth etc. No need to worry about body hair.)


  4. I like for a man to make the first move. To help you along, remember that I won’t make ANY physical contact unless I am open to more.


  5. You’re bringing the condoms.’


  Send.


  A cold chill travels down my spine when I realise that there is no turning back now. Time to put my money where my mouth is; I told him I want him, it’s only fair that I show it. And to ensure I don’t screw things up, I’ll only keep an eye on messages but stay away from the chat until the deed is done.


  It’s Sunday morning and the chat and resulting message are still very much on my mind. Worried that he might not take me seriously, I’m apprehensive about checking my inbox where his response awaits.


  ‘Wow, OK. I clearly overreacted, the conversation just seemed to be going in a direction I had seen a few too many times lately, how embarrassing! Please accept my apologies.


  How about 2pm at Cineworld?


  Damn I’m nervous already (excited too though!), hope you were truthful on your profile about liking shy guys because I’m afraid that’s pretty much exactly what you’re going to get... And I’ll do my best to follow your instructions but might struggle with point 4.’


  He has no idea I’m going to be equally terrified, which is kind of sweet. I can only hope that he’s as easy to talk to in person as online, and things will somehow naturally progress without too much awkwardness. In any case I’m pleased he’s proposing to meet at a cinema, if the conversation stalls at least we’ll have a movie to talk about.


  I respond straight to the point with simply ‘See you then x’ and log off again after having a last nose around his profile page. He really is bloody cute, no matter what other girls have led him to believe. The last thing I see before closing my browser is his most recent status update; ‘Date on Saturday, wish me luck!’ My heart skips a few beats.


  The week passes in a blur, though I try not to obsess too much. Seeing Sally at work helps, because I get the chance to spill all that’s happened so far and she seems more excited than I am. This fear is hard to overcome.


  We both agree that what’s needed is some retail therapy to calm me down. After demanding that he makes an effort for me, it’s only fair that I do the same. A new outfit is required: new clothes for a new me. I must make a good impression; it’s not every day that one tries to live out a near lifelong fantasy.


  [image: div]



  Chapter Three


  Throughout my train journey I keep running through different potential outcomes. What if it's a disaster? What will I say to him when we meet? Shaking hands would be an odd greeting wouldn't it? I should move in for a hug. But what if I don't like him in person? Crap, he hasn't even seen a proper, picture; what if he doesn't like me? I’d call Sally for a much needed confidence boost but typically, I’ve no network.


  I feel like a cigarette even though I don't smoke and I know that'll make things worse. Damn, if I'm this freaked out, how scared must he be right now. We're surely doomed if I don't get myself under control. I'm the one in charge, I tell myself. I've got this. Ugh.


  The hotel looks just like every other Etap I've ever visited, which isn't necessarily a bad thing. At least it's impersonal and clean and not so small that we'd feel too overlooked.


  The short walk to the cinema feels like it lasts forever and yet not long enough. I'm five minutes late according to my watch. Stupid public transport. And of course in my efforts to keep things simple and anonymous, we didn't exchange mobile numbers and as such couldn’t let him know of the delay.


  It suddenly hits me that we don't even know each other's names. Should we?


  With jelly for knees I walk into the bright, glass covered entrance and spot him immediately standing off to one side. He’s looking at the floor and hasn't noticed me, giving me the chance to check him out first. Wow, I really do like what I’m seeing.


  Clearly he has been paying attention to my instructions. He looks great, a crisp white shirt, not too formal dark trousers. He’s big, yes, but I already knew that and I still don’t understand why others consider that a negative; it’s different but not in a bad way. I do adore a bit of facial hair and am pleased that he’s kept it like in his pictures, carefully trimmed. Fashionably unruly hair completes his style. Yes, this is what effort looks like and it suits him wonderfully.


  I am already imagining what the fabric of his shirt might feel like under my touch... Fuck. He’s looking right at me.


  Immediately I can feel my face burn up as I hurry towards him, already late and now caught staring shamelessly without even doing the decent thing of saying hello first. God, this is embarrassing.


  “Uhh, hi.” I try my best to straighten my shoulders and look at him, but the urge to inspect the floor is almost impossible to fight.


  He gives me a strange, vacant look.


  “You’re...?”


  I just nod, forcing myself to look into his eyes momentarily. He has really nice, greenish eyes.


  “I’m sorry for... you know...” Clearly my vague hand gesture isn’t doing the job of completing my apology for me. “Being late, staring rudely, that sort of thing.”


  I can’t read him and it’s driving me insane. How do people do this without falling to pieces?


  “OK.. this is awkward,” he says finally, taking the words right of my mouth.


  I let out a sigh in an attempt to sound agreeable. So much for my plan of greeting him with a hug, things are already way too weird as they are.


  “Anyway, you look great!” I say with a smile. He shrugs and suddenly I can detect a glimmer of emotion in his eyes when he looks back at me. It’s not positive. Shit, he hates me.


  “Kind of odd to say that now.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “If I hadn’t noticed you, you’d have just turned around and walked back out again,” he says.


  His interpretation of events is unexpected.


  “No way! I mean seriously that’s what you think just happened here?”


  I put my hand on his arm and feel the intensity of my heartbeat surge instantly; a sensation not lost on him because he twitches slightly as if I’ve just given him a static shock.


  “I was just nervous, is all,” I say.


  “You’re nervous?” he asks. I nod slowly in response, feeling my lips tense together and eyes widen significantly.


  “OK fuck it. Let’s start over.” I take a deep breath. “Hi! I’m really sorry I’m late, my train was delayed.”


  “Hi...” A hint of a smile plays on his lips as he plays along and stretches out his hand as if to greet me.


  Still thinking that’s a very weird way to start a date, I instead put both my hands on his shoulders, tiptoe and give him a light kiss on the cheek. I’m intoxicated. Don’t think I’ve ever been one to swoon before but here we are.


  “You smell lovely,” I whisper, before letting go of him and stepping back to where I started off.


  After a few seconds of shyly grinning at each other he clears his throat and produces two cinema tickets from his trouser pocket.


  “I think we should probably head upstairs or they’ll start without us,” he says.


  It’s a relief to walk off towards the escalator together where he shows the attendant our tickets. He gestures at me to go up ahead of him. I hadn’t realised how much of a sucker I am for simple gestures like that; Jeff never gave a shit. I have got to stop thinking of Jeff!


  Rushing to the correct floor and finding our seats in the last row of the theatre, he suddenly turns towards me.


  “Totally forgot to ask, would you like me to get you anything, a drink, snack, whatever?” He looks so apologetic it makes me chuckle.


  “Don’t worry, I never go to the cinema unprepared,” I respond, patting my handbag. Indeed, I do have a compulsive need to keep sweets in my purse whenever I go out for the day. I don’t necessarily end up eating them but it’s nice to know they’re there.


  We get comfortable in our seats and immediately the lights dim and the movie starts after a few obligatory trailers. I can’t decide whether he’s chosen a horror film because he suspects I’d enjoy it, he’s trying the classic ‘scare the girl in order to get cosy on a date’ move or he likes the genre himself, but I’m probably going to find out soon enough.


  The opening credits pass and we’re only into the first scene when I remember the one thing I dislike about cinemas. They keep them too cold and my lack of comfort certainly isn’t helped by the dress and heels I chose to wear today. In my efforts to impress, I chose an outfit not suited to the late Autumn climate. My hands previously clammy and cold due to nerves, are now practically frozen, sending chills up my arms and around my back.


  Rubbing the skin on my arms through the light sleeves, I try desperately to fight the onslaught of goose bumps without drawing too much attention to myself. I fail on both counts and he leans towards me, asking if I’m cold.


  Oh my, I do love his scent even though being this close to him is making the shivers worse. Even so, I decide to fold the armrest between us away and wait to see what he’ll do. Neither of us are paying much attention to the movie at all, completely ignoring the gasps some of our fellow audience members let out at something undoubtedly scary happening on screen.


  I subtly scoot a bit closer to him and he does eventually put his arm around me. He’s blissfully warm and I’m so excited to feel him against me, I have to fight every impulse to not start cuddling. It’s way too soon for that, isn’t it?


  Not long after, the physical closeness between us starts to melt away all sorts of worries and obstacles. Trying our best to keep our voices hushed, we start to pass commentary on what’s happening in front of us; the vast majority of which isn’t complimentary and makes me giggle under my breath until a very stern looking man a few rows ahead of us turns around and shushes me.


  I press my lips together in a desperate attempt to keep quiet and stare at... well I don’t know his name. He gives me an equally helpless look, almost causing me to burst into loud laughter. Luckily I manage to save us from certain disapproval and embarrassment by covering my mouth with my hand and cuddling against his chest.


  Something changes immediately, in his breathing as well as body language. He’s tense, which affects me instantly, making me forget what we had just been giggling about and serves as a reminder of why we’re both here. It’s no longer terrifying, at least not to me. Excitement inside me is growing and I’m happy to hold back and see if he picks up on my willingness.


  Feeling his short, quick breaths against my hair, I pretend to watch the film again and wait. He doesn’t move a muscle; is he worried I’ll move away if he does or am I making him uncomfortable? I can’t be sure.


  Minute after minute passes and nothing happens. I adjust myself to a more comfortable position, causing his hand to slip off my shoulder and brush my side. He freezes mid-breath and although I really want to act, I pretend not to notice when he quickly puts it back where it was before.


  It is obvious that my whole body has noticed though, I’m buzzing inside-out and starting to feel a deep, delicious warmth develop in my lower abdomen, together with a definite moistness further down. This has never happened to me, not in the company of someone else and certainly not in public. I can count how many times I’ve been turned on enough to get wet on one hand; invariably happening when alone in my thoughts and fantasies but not once because of a man.


  Obviously I’ve fallen in lust with him, from the moment I saw his picture, his profile, his messages. Everything I’ve learnt about him has heightened this sensation, and it almost made me mess everything up because it felt so alien that it threw me off.


  But I’m in control now. I’ve identified what I’m feeling; I know what to do about it and I’ll gladly let him in on the secret eventually.


  In a seemingly absent-minded gesture, I reach up and take his hand which has been resting on my shoulder. His fingers thread through mine, heat travels from his skin and into mine to force my excitement to another level. I feel my own breathing turn erratic and wait again.


  Gently at first, he squeezes my hand and I respond by snuggling against him more closely. I’m about ready to lose patience when I feel his other hand caress my hair. My eyes close and I raise my head after taking a few seconds to enjoy the moment.


  Looking at him, despite the dimmed light of the theatre, still I feel a jolt run through me when our eyes meet. He runs his fingers through my hair again. Hoping this is going where I want it to, I look at his lips, so tempting. I want to taste him, right here and immediately.


  His hand cups my cheek but he continues to just look as if asking for permission. Over-eager and impatient, of course I jump the gun and reach for him, planting a soft kiss on his lips. I feel his breath against me, his arms drawing me towards him closer.


  He kisses me back. It’s a bit awkward at first but then our lips, tongues, our beings seem to be in tune. Every inch of me appears to sing with excitement. My eyes flick open and find his staring into me, smiling as I am.


  I wrap my arm around his neck, my hand reaching for his hair now. It’s hard not to get carried away, after all, a cinema does not afford all that much privacy. But I suppose there’s no harm in indulging my impulses just a little.


  Running my fingertips over his shirt, I enjoy the outlines of what I know to be underneath. Mystery is overrated. I have spent enough time looking at, no, studying his naked photographs to know what awaits me and frankly, that’s reassuring as well as arousing.


  He doesn’t have this advantage though, until today he had only seen the bottom half of my face and my eyes and that too in black & white instead of colour. I kiss him with more energy, more passion and feel a moan travel over my lips. Was it mine or his? Does it even matter?


  Suddenly aware of angry stares burning into us, I pause, biting my bottom lip and try to signal to make him aware of the grumpy man ahead of us. He continues to hold me, grinning back at me until I decide to turn and use him as a backrest; his arm draped across my front in a similar position as you’d keep a seatbelt in a car.


  He seems to be enjoying this changed dynamic as much as I am, because he starts to nuzzle my neck, where all the little hairs at the back stand right up. His hand, fingertips soft and careful, running up and down on the fabric of my dress, just over where my ribs end and the soft part of my waist starts. It’s beautiful, the slow progress we’re making towards the inevitable.


  The movie, although kind of gory and scary, passes by quickly and largely unnoticed. His face remains comfortably resting in the crook of my neck and I’m hanging onto his arm, my hand travelled up his sleeve just enough to hold him. There should be no mistaking that I want him here, this close and even closer to me.


  His confidence grows and he wraps his other arm around me too, caressing my arm which is still pretty cold in the unnaturally chilled cinema air. By the time the credits start, I can’t wait to get out, away from grumpy man who interrupted our first, tentative kisses.


  “I think I want to go...” I say.


  He sits up, letting go as I turn towards him.


  “Thought it was going well...” he says, his gaze lingers on my lips just a bit.


  “Oh yeah, I meant both of us, somewhere more private... if you want to.” I smile at him. “You didn’t think that I want to leave? No, not at all.”


  He gets up and offers me his arm, the relief quite evident in his face when he smiles back at me.


  “As you wish, my lady. You lead the way.”


  My face is burning up again, the thought of what’s to come is both a bit scary and yet incredibly exciting. I can feel my heart pound, I fear if he wasn’t holding on to me I’d have to sit down and catch my breath.


  He’s quiet while we go downstairs and exit the cinema. I wonder if this is going too fast for him, but our previous interactions didn’t make me think he was the patient type.


  The bright sunlight makes me squint and somehow manages to worsen the goose bumps all over my body. I direct him towards the hotel and our walking speed intensifies the closer we get. Neither of us seem to want to delay things any further.
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  Chapter Four


  Closing the door behind me, I turn to face him. He looks lost, standing in the middle of the room, eyeing the bed momentarily but not making a move either towards or away from it.


  "Do you know why I came out and met you?" I ask.


  “Because I suggested it?” He shrugs and puts his hands in his pockets. His eyes are fixed on the floor.


  “You think I’m doing this as a favour to you? That you guilt-tripped me into it?” I feel my confidence grow in this newfound role.


  He nods silently.


  “Well you’re wrong,” I say, greeting his confused expression with a subtle smile. “I’m not a charity, and I’m here because I want to be, because I knew I’d enjoy this.”


  He blinks a few times, frowning slightly and still refuses to make eye contact.


  “You wrote that you want to experience, learn, meaning I’d have to guide you. Is that still what you want?” I take a step towards him and place my hand on his cheek to guide his face upwards until he’s looking right at me.


  He’s clearly beyond nervous, I just want to hold him, to make it better somehow but that would just give the impression like I’m patronising him.


  “Yes.” His voice is only barely audible.


  “Well then. I promise I will do just that if you’re unsure. I won’t ever judge or laugh at you. Understand that it’ll please me to see you succeed, not fail... Do you trust me?”


  He nods.


  “Stand up straight,” I whisper and place my hand on his shoulder, “and try to look at me when we talk. It’ll help you in future if you make a habit of it.”


  When his eyes meet mine, I feel my heart jump.


  “You’re not the only one who’s nervous...”


  He attempts to push his shoulders back, raising his height by an inch or so and looks at me for a split second before letting his gaze wander into the distance.


  “You could’ve fooled me,” he says.


  “Exactly. Body language can be faked.” I let my fingers run over the side of his face, down his neck and pause on his shoulder.


  His eyes are drawn downwards towards my chest, nipples visibly hard underneath my dress, then back up lingering on my lips. He leans in, hesitating slightly before I respond by putting both arms around his neck. Our lips brush against each other, the soft tickle of his breath leaves me helpless in his arms and swept away in the kisses that follow.


  “You’re a great kisser; strong yet not too rough. I like that,” I whisper.


  It surprises me just how much I like it. I don’t want to let him go actually... No! I should stop these thoughts before they take hold.


  His hands explore the small of my back, the muscles running alongside my spine. I hang on to him, encouraging him with further kisses and nibbles, letting my fingers run through his hair. Although I didn’t even know of his existence until about a week ago, I feel like I’ve had to wait ages for this moment and what’s yet to come.


  He’s pressed up tightly against me. Warm, glorious skin hidden beneath that shirt. I’m not sure what’s gotten into me but I can’t help wanting to make further demands. He must be made to realise that he’s here for my pleasure: this isn’t a sympathy fuck.


  “Take it off,” I say, tugging at the bottom corner of his shirt.


  He takes a step back, clearly conflicted between obeying me or his instincts which seem to be half driven by fear. For a moment I’m not sure whether to repeat my instruction, but that turns out to be unnecessary.


  Slowly he starts to unbutton and while I watch, I worry that my growing impatience will make my chest explode. Deep breaths, collect yourself. More of him comes into view when he rids himself of the shirt, then his vest as well. I’m starting to realise how lucky I am.


  “And that.” I point at his trousers, fully aware of how terrifying this situation must be. His blog had already revealed how guarded he is: he’s not one for trips to the beach and I’m the first in years to even see him shirtless up close.


  While he fumbles with his belt I can make out that his hands are shaking.


  “Remember what I said earlier?” I try my best to speak with a calm, soothing voice, despite feeling utterly on edge and on the verge of panic myself. “I want you. It’s obvious that your pictures didn’t do you justice.”


  He swallows away any remaining reluctance and strips down completely before giving me a sheepish look.


  “You don’t have to lie, you know.”


  “I’m not nice enough to lie about this. Stand up straight.” I give him a stern look and he immediately obeys.


  When I start to caress his chest, he does his best to remain still and sucks in his stomach which is unnecessary as well as ineffective. He does have quite a bit of hair, unlike Jeff who was almost boy-like in appearance. It’s kind of soft, straight and irresistible; I love it already. His nipples tighten under my touch, but really I am under his spell, not the other way around.


  Knowing that a lot of women nowadays prefer the clean look, I especially mentioned body hair in my email. My hopes of getting him au naturel today have been answered, beautifully.


  My fingers travel south, following the same path as some of the stretch marks on the side of his belly. A quick look up reveals that although he has remained upright, his eyes are now shut. I take the opportunity to bend down, kissing and sucking on any skin in my path. He let’s out a gasp and grabs my hair.


  “Am I tickling you?” I ask, looking up from his right nipple.


  He shakes his head but doesn’t let go.


  “Do you want me to stop?”


  He looks helpless, making me want him even more.


  “Why are you doing this?” he asks finally.


  “Because your body is begging to be touched. Do you not like it?” I say.


  His grasp on my hair loosens and he shrugs. His cock is a more reliable indicator, seemingly unaffected by any awkwardness and hardening even without any direct stimulation.


  “I don’t know. I wasn’t expecting... this.”


  “Do you still want to please me?”


  He nods, and I get up, facing him for a second before turning around and presenting the back zip of my dress to him.


  “Open it.” I say.


  The fabric loosens around me and I shrug it off. I wait for a reaction, looking back for only a moment and finding him quite preoccupied and unable to decide what to do.


  “Do you like what you see?” I turn around once more.


  He nods.


  “Why?”


  “You’re.. my god you’re stunning.”


  I quickly open my bra and take off my panties, leaving both on the floor beside us. He’s breathing heavily and his eyes look glazed, feverish. Being naked in front of him turns out to be easier than expected.


  “Show me.” I say, while brushing my fingertips over my nipples, savouring the chills this sends down my entire back.


  Then I reach out for his hand, putting it on the small of my waist. Leaning in for more kisses, he eagerly reciprocates and only stops when I interrupt him.


  “Keep touching, caressing. And most girls love it when you kiss their necks, some like it rougher, some gentler so experiment a bit.” Immediately he does and I have to use all self control to not throw him onto the bed and pounce.


  “Ohhh...” My fingers cringe and dig into his shoulder while he sucks on my neck and finally lets his hands roam freely over my back.


  Throughout our previous kisses he had craned his neck forward, trying to keep a bit of distance between us. Whether through my desperate attempts of clawing at his back to get him closer, or the knowledge that he is truly turning me on, he’s not so reluctant anymore. I wonder whether to draw attention to how amazing he feels against me, or if that’ll make things weird again.


  I decide to just show him by touch, exploring the outline of his shoulder blades and curvature of his back all the way down. His lips pause when I reach his ass, the resulting groan tickles my neck. He is as ready as I am, more foreplay seems unnecessary.


  “Where are the condoms?” I nibble on his ear as I reach for him and loosely close my hand around his impressive girth. He flinches slightly but doesn’t pull away yet.


  After catching his breath, he pulls back and looks through the pile of clothes, finding half a dozen wrappers in his trouser pocket. Sitting down on the bed, he struggles to open the first one, nerves unsettling his movements. For a few moments I manage a bit of patience, watching him without interfering.


  It’s slippery, unmanageable and he’s getting more irate by the second. Kneeling down in front of him, I take the condom. I answer his apologetic expression with a smile.


  “You might want to practice this on your own later,” I say, while rushing to put it on.


  His intense focus returns and he seemingly can’t take his eyes off my chest. But I can’t cope with any more delays and direct him further back onto the bed, before straddling him.


  “I can’t believe this is actually going to happen,” he says.


  I kiss him deeply, guide his hand over my breast and hear his sharp intake of breath when I touch his cock again. He is so sensitive, so tightly strung. I hold him in place and lower myself down slowly. His eyes close; my god he’s beautiful. Everything about this is perfect.


  His hand squeezes me gently at first, but twitches erratically when I start to move. He’s out of breath, looking at me with drunk eyes. I rest my hand in the centre of his wonderfully furry chest. I’ve been missing out. From now on, I prefer men with a bit of hair on them.


  I’m dripping, unable to feel much friction, increase my movements gradually but do not reach the desired rhythm. He groans, freezes and digs his fingers into almost painfully my thigh. He shudders and grits his teeth. That was quick.


  Leaning down, I kiss him, everywhere within reach. His skin feels hot, slightly damp with sweat but not unpleasantly so.


  “I’m so sorry,” he says in between gasps of air.


  “Don’t be.”


  I’m still aching for more, and I know I will get it. I’ll get anything I want today, because I don’t intend to let him leave until I do.


  Getting off him, I lie down on my side and watch as he tries to remove the rubber. He’s gone softer but not fully so. The embarrassment is written all over him, his face, his shoulders deflated as he’s sitting there with his back towards me, trying to clean himself up.


  It strikes me how broad and masculine he looks from behind, but slouching doesn’t suit. I put my hand on his shoulder, pulling him back and inviting him under the covers with me. Refusing to look me in the eye, he hesitates at first but soon realises how much I crave his touch. This is far from over.


  “You’re wet,” he notes when his hand reach between my legs for the first time. “So soft.”


  I moan, enjoying the tentative exploration of his fingers. He leans up onto his elbow, and stares. My chest rises and falls in rapid succession, spurred on by every touch of his fingertips. He’s careful, gentle, gaining focus.


  Writhing against the sheets, I savour the moment. So much pent up tension inside me, raring to escape. What I want most is for him to complete me.


  Getting up on all fours beside me, he scatters soft kisses over my chest. Each one I meet with a gasp, before holding my breath.


  “You like this?” he asks, rhetorically I should hope.


  I can’t form the words to answer, instead gripping his wrist tightly, aiming to get him to finger me again. He has other ideas, letting his lips travel down my skin. His goatee tickles me, worsening my impatience.


  There is a pause when he finishes kissing me around my bellybutton. I’m close to losing my mind.


  “May I...” he has lowered himself onto his elbows to allow his hands to grip my hips.


  I lean up off the pillows to meet his uncertain gaze.


  “If you’re asking what I think you’re asking - ” I nod downwards and smile before continuing, “Yeah, absolutely!”


  The moment he dives downwards for more kisses, I let myself drop back again. His hands have found the inside of my thighs, caressing my skin. His tongue, shy at first, must’ve decided it likes the taste of my arousal.


  Warm, wet lips close around my clit while the tip of his tongue spreads fire inside my folds.


  “Oh my,” I pant.


  “Yes, right there. See if you can go deeper...” I lean up on both elbows, too restless to simply submit.


  His hands tighten their grip on me and what was meant to be a quick glance downwards at him gets drawn out into a stare. Smooth, relaxed forehead; eyes nearly shut until he catches me looking.


  Even if he could, there is no need for words, his eyes speak for him. They say that this is as good for him as it is for me. That my pleasure means everything right now. We’ve broken the ice and with it some of his earlier worries.


  He finds my clit again, running his tongue around it in a circular motion. It feels so good, soothing the ache I’ve felt ever since our first kiss.


  “God, you’re good!” I say, finally falling back on the pillow again.


  Kneeling up between my legs, he lets his fingers travel over my slick pussy. Every part of me gets touched, while he studies my reaction in an attempt to learn to read me.


  It’s not difficult to, considering the almost violent reaction he causes when he slips first one and then two fingers inside. So good, but not quite what I’m holding out for.


  Up on my elbows again, I allow myself the chance to watch him exactly how I had done when he was just a picture on a computer screen. Between his thighs I can just about make out that his earlier orgasm hasn’t affected him all that much. Hard, no doubt aching as I am, I want him inside me again. And this time it shouldn’t be over that soon.


  “Another condom?” I breathe.


  He stops what he’s doing and looks up. His eyes reach into my soul and make my entire core vibrate with further tension. I can’t explain why, but somehow I know he feels it too.


  “Am I not doing it right?” he asks. His uncertainty despite all that’s in front of him makes me smile.


  “You’re perfect, just too far away.”


  He understands. Another awkward packet, another struggle with a slippery rubber. But he’s more focused now and I need not interfere.


  On all fours above me, mostly I can just see his face because my eyes refuse to look anywhere else. My hands similarly single-minded, are on his chest again. Warm, inviting, irresistible. As is the rest of him.


  He pauses and I realise some input will be needed to make this work. Guiding him toward my entrance, my hand threatens to get trapped when he lowers himself.


  This feels right, how I had hoped.


  His arms surround me, hands scooping me up under my shoulders. He starts to move, slowly at first. When he grinds down, I’m in heaven. My hands hang on tight, digging into his side. There is so much to touch, so much to feel. He was made for this moment with me. I wouldn’t change a thing.


  For a moment he stops and we’re both still except for our lips and tongues which merge with a need I’ve never felt before. Am I picking up on his feelings? Though I have had sex numerous times, is it better because I know for him this has been so long awaited that he is overflowing with urges to catch up on? The moment is so intense, I’m not sure how to react.


  He starts to move again, trying to figure out what it is the best way.


  “Fast or slow?” His voice sounds so strained, I’m compelled to hug him and caress his back.


  “Do what you feel, you’ll know what’s right.”


  And he does, speeding up a little and taking care to try and push deeper. My insides are on fire, a certain sweetness spreading through me and collecting around my pelvic bone. Like syrup, the sensation builds up, pools together, threatens to explode until it makes me scream.


  “Faaast-” I can’t speak anymore and scratch at him instead.


  He does his best to respond and within moments all the pent up energy inside me erupts. I try my best not to claw, not to hurt him. I nearly fail.


  I thought I’d orgasmed before: with Jeff, on my own; with my fingers or a vibrator. All of those memories pale in comparison with what I’m still feeling the aftershocks of.


  Pausing with his forehead against mine, his short breaths tickle my face. We’re both slippery with sweat, his and mine indistinguishable from one another. And strangely, I don’t even mind. And he’s still hard; I don’t mind that either.


  Picking up the pace again, he tries to hide that he’s getting tired. I can only imagine how amazing he’d be with a bit more practice. Not that I’m complaining as is.


  His solid length still fills me just right and continues to hit the special spot nobody’s ever reached quite like this before. Could that even be? Or was it just that I had been more turned on than I’d ever been with a man.


  “That was the best,” I say, just before kissing and biting softly into his neck.


  He groans in response and speeds up, re-energised.


  “I’ve never cum that hard.” This second encouragement causes an even better response. Who says flattery doesn’t work, especially when it’s true.


  Meeting his thrusts with my hips, I shift slightly until my feet find grip on the mattress beside his knees. He’s close and following an intensifying rhythm which I try to emulate. Faster and wilder, and more erratic than before.


  Lips meet for sloppy kisses, until he closes his eyes and shudders to a halt. If his expression is anything to go by, he is enjoying his climax as much as I did mine earlier. And his voice; primal, devoid of shyness or hesitation.


  We don’t move for a while, not sure how long. But it feels right. When he has caught his breath, he leans up on his elbows and smiles down at me. It’s infectious.


  “I’m starving. Get off,” I tease.
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  Neither of us wish to waste any more time on than necessary, making the junk food place opposite the hotel the perfect dinner destination. It’s one of those brightly lit and unromantic joints that serves fish & chips as well as crappy pizza and mystery meat presented as lamb doner kebab.


  We need not wait long for our order.


  "They're staring," he says, putting his burger down.


  “Are they.”


  I finish chewing my slice of pizza and get up from my side of the table to join him. Indeed the group of teenage boys who are the only others in here this early on in the evening seem unusually interested in us. Looks alternate with whispers and laughs.


  He scoots over to allow me space on the bench, still much too concerned with our random observers. But not for long.


  When I cup his face and move in for a kiss, cheers erupt from the bunch of kids behind me.


  “They don’t matter,” I whisper, “this does.”


  His face is in the process of turning red, and his pupils dilate. I’m in half a mind to straddle him right there on the bench seat for a lengthy make out session, but worry about the state we’d be in on our way back to the hotel.


  He leans forward, lips seeking me out again. I can’t resist and cling on to him. When our tongues finish their feverish dance, I pull back slightly and look into his eyes. I like you. A lot more than I should.


  We rush through our leftovers, knowing exactly where we’d rather be. Upon getting up and heading out the door, his hand snakes around the small of my back until it rests on my ass. He’s claimed me, in front of the overly hormonal audience who are now talking amongst themselves in hushed voices.


  Still staring, but not to ridicule. They wish they were the ones getting laid tonight.


  I look over to my right to find him with a little smile forming on his lips. Mission accomplished.
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  Back in our room, we cuddle up on the bed. I rest my head on his lap, trying but failing to shake off the laziness dinner has caused in me.


  “Tell me, if you had met me for the first time out somewhere...” he starts, “like if we hadn’t spoken online. Would you have noticed me at all?”


  His eyes fill me with all sorts of feelings I can’t find the willingness to identify. I look up at him, carefully considering the question while shamelessly studying his gorgeous face.


  “Honestly-” I pause again, distracted by his lips which I know to be so talented. “Yes. There’s something about you that spoke to me just from your profile shot. Before I knew anything about you, you awoke something in me. Would you have?”


  A fleeting smile later, he seems to want to look anywhere but at my face.


  “Of course, but I would’ve never approached you.”


  “Why not?” My question causes him to glance into my eyes momentarily and sigh.


  “Too shy.” He shrugs. “I wouldn’t have expected you to be interested anyway, so why bother...”


  “I’ll bet there have been girls who would’ve loved for you to talk to them, but been equally shy.”


  He lets out a laugh and threads his fingers through my hair.


  “Why can’t women come with neon signs in their foreheads, telling us guys what we need to know.”


  “The whole point is that you’re meant to take the risk. That’s what makes it valuable. If everything were a sure thing beforehand, there’d be no meaning in it,” I say.


  He picks up my hand and kisses it lightly.


  “OK, say you didn’t know me, but I’ve been looking at you from across the room, quite similar to how I’m looking at you now. Our eyes met and I glanced away for a moment before continuing to stare. What should you do?” I ask.


  “I suppose, come over and talk to you?”


  “Say I’m with a few friends, and it would be embarrassing if it went wrong, how would you test that I’m really interested from a distance?”


  “Dunno, perhaps smile at you, see what you’d do?” he speculates.


  Good. We’re getting somewhere.


  “I’d smile back at you, because I like you already. And then?”


  “Walk over?”


  I nod.


  “I’d have to say something...” he says.


  “Honesty is best, unless it’s rude.”


  “In that case, I’d have to say to you...” He plays with a lock of my hair, thinking.


  “That standing across the room, I thought you were the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen.” Finally, he makes eye contact again and I’m done for. My heart is pounding, my breathing gone crazy... “yet that did nothing to prepare me for feeling as lost as I do now, looking into your eyes up close. That if you asked anything of me right now, refusal would not be an option.”


  I’m not one to swoon, and surely this is just roleplay, but his words got to me more than anything else that happened so far. Butterflies, fireworks, the lot. Surely, we’re just getting caught up in the moment?


  “Assuming that totally swept me off my feet, I let you buy me a drink or two, we head back to yours or mine and it’s time to make a move...” I lift myself and sit up straight next to him.


  “This would so never play out the same -” he says, “but...”


  He leans in, running the back of his fingers over my cheek and letting his gaze linger over my lips. I catch his scent, sweet and tempting and instinctively get drawn in closer.


  “It would, because I’d want it the same,” I say.


  The moment our lips touch, a lot feels the same and yet something has changed between us. The same passion, desire, but we’ve reached a new level of comfort. All this is no longer strange and tense, rather it’s effortless.


  I start unbuttoning his shirt, only pausing to allow him access to my back zip. We’re unwrapping each other as if we were gifts. Much desired, even if we already know what’s inside.


  Once again allowed access to his gloriously warm skin, I feel at home. I push him back onto the bed before he can argue, but then why would he. My fingers move swiftly to open his belt and trouser, tugging playfully until he lets me take them off.


  My dress meanwhile has slipped off my shoulders, so I rid myself of it completely.


  He leans up, but I don’t let him move. Kneeling beside him, I experiment: kissing, licking and sucking. He likes his nipples played with, of course.


  His vigour impresses me; despite two earlier orgasms, he’s already growing again. I close my fingers around his shaft, and he hardens further immediately. My lips surround the tip of his beautiful cock and I take as much of his length as I can. He tastes of condom, but I’m sure that’ll pass.


  Panting heavily, he no longer tries to move. Indeed he is as erect as he’s ever going to be, after a only few attempts at sucking him deeply. I let my tongue flick the tip, clearing away the slightly salty precum which has appeared.


  He moans, tries to grab the sheet beside him, but it’s too smooth. One of his hands finds my hair but he does not interfere with what I’m doing.


  Meanwhile I’m back to deep, satisfying movements. Starting slow, but speeding up little by little. My fingers steady him before I’m able to get fast enough. My other hand has moved up towards his belly, though I suspect that does more for me than it does for him.


  His grip on my hair tightens. I can tell that he wants to push my head down, like most men try at one point or other. But he catches himself, let’s go and folds his arm behind his head. From the corner of my eye I see him watching me, inspiring me to adjust my technique to make it more visually pleasing.


  “Fuck, yes!” he grunts.


  In keeping with the rhythm, I pump his cock with my hand, while sucking on the head, swirling my tongue around it and changing angle just enough so I can try to make eye contact. Men love that view as much as women, don’t they?


  His eyes close in a frown. It’s the good kind of frown, the one I saw earlier. There isn’t any more warning; the spasming, groaning and this time, pulsating has begun. I suck one last time; hard and slow, and he loses all restraint.


  “That was... damn, I didn’t expect it’d be that good,” he says.


  Still on his back, he nods for me to come closer. How could I resist.


  His satisfaction is contagious. When he turns and puts his arm around me, I feel equally at peace and my eyes get heavy. I’d forgotten how nice it can be to just be held.


  In my resulting slumber, I dream of him. Of us. Of something poking me in the hip. I wriggle free of his embrace, so I can reach it with my hand.


  I dream of the resulting gasp in my ear when my fingers feel the veiny result of his permanent arousal. I’m wet, tingly.


  He rolls over onto his back. Deep, regular breaths. Mine are not so regular.


  In my dream I crawl on top, clumsily. He closes his arms and keeps me tightly pressed against his chest. I’m unwilling to fight it.


  His flesh moulds to mine. Everything about him is soft, except one thing. If we merged and became one, I would not mind.


  I don’t want to move, and yet... Grinding feels so good but also burny. I must scratch this itch, even if it’s starting to hurt. But then, it hurts no more.


  I open my eyes, momentarily disturbed by the wetness between us and the chest hair tickling my nose. It was just a dream, but when I half-wake, he’s still inside me.
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  Chapter Five


  Throughout our night together, I had tried my best to not dwell on its end. With light streaming through the curtains, flooding the room, I don’t have that luxury anymore. I’m aching all over with a delicious reminder of everything we’ve done, over and over.


  The whole experience had been way better than my most optimistic hopes. He’s talented, eager, and the appeal has certainly not worn off. If anything, I could imagine myself getting addicted to this. I have to remind myself not to even entertain the idea. This is meant to be the beginning of my journey and it would be such a failure to give up now.


  He stirs next to me, turning around and pulling me closer against him. His face looks so still, no nerves, no worries left. The more I look at him the more I feel like he could be my downfall.


  I’ve been his first, and second, third; I don’t even know for sure. Not only do I have more stuff to experience, he does too. Plus, we hardly know each other. The few details I’ve told him about me were lies.


  Leaning in, I kiss his lips softly and attempt to slip out of bed, but he doesn’t let go. Instead his arm locks around my waist even tighter. His body pressed up against my side threatens to get me excited all over again, if only the burn between my legs makes me wonder if another round would draw blood. I’ve never had this much sex in a 24 hour period, so it’s impossible to predict for sure. But I suppose it’s possible; I’m quite sore already.


  “Morning, beautiful,” he whispers in my ear, before nibbling softly on my neck.


  He’s been an excellent learner.


  “Hey...” I respond, trying to fight the shivers he’s sent down my back.


  “Don’t go yet,” he says.


  I decide to give in to him, as well as part of myself and rest my arm on his side. I love how soft his skin is there. No, I should stop this line of thinking immediately!


  “It smells of sex in here,” I say. It really does.


  He lets out a short laugh. “It bloody well should after everything we’ve been up to.”


  I want him again, but I really don’t think I’m physically up to the task. The muffled groan that escapes him as he stretches betrays he may be in a similar predicament.


  “I don’t think I’ve had this much exercise since... forever,” he laughs.


  Same here.


  “I’ve had fun though. This really has been great.” My voice trails off. Why is it I am feeling so conflicted this morning? I really do not want this to end, and yet I know it must.


  “Do you think, perhaps, we could meet up again sometime?” he asks.


  Shit.


  “You remember I’m married,” I say.


  “I know, it’s just... I really liked this, you.”


  “I wasn’t after an affair, no commitment. You know that,” I remind him. He sighs, continues to run his fingertips over my hip, and side, and back down again repeatedly.


  “We can be friends, talk online, that sort of thing? But if we keep seeing each other like this, it will just get messy.”


  “You’re probably right.” He moves back, the look in his eyes reminding me of when we first spoke, less than 24 hours ago, at Cineworld. Withdrawn and guarded once more.


  Goodbye has come sooner than I wanted it to. I kiss him on the lips one last time.


  “You’re a great guy, which is what makes this so difficult.”


  “If you say so.”


  He gets out of bed and gathers up his clothes. What was I thinking? That I could find someone whom I connected with so well and just make a clean break in the morning? All things considered, this is for the best.


  There is no more conversation, no more eye contact while he gets dressed. I sit up in the bed, watching him with the duvet pulled up to my shoulders.


  “Bye,” I whisper, when he shuts the door behind him.


  After waking just minutes ago with someone I’ve started to feel such closeness with, I’m now alone. It hurts a lot more than I thought it would. Damn, is every encounter going to turn out like this? Why does something so beautiful have to end so horribly?


  I stretch out my achy back and get up to retrieve my handbag. On the way, I peek through a crack in the curtains to see the dreary November skies opening. Even the weather feels like crying.


  Back on the bed, I rummage through my possessions to find the notepad. The List. Crossing out the first line, I take a deep breath. I shouldn’t be upset, last night we made some of the most amazing memories of my life.


  One down, three to go.
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  'Virgin' forms the beginning of the new four-part series 'The Rebound List'. The second part,'Silver Fox'is going to be published in early 2014.



  Hedonist Six (or simply "H.") is an Erotic Romance writer based in rainy England. Addicted to caffeine, chocolate and impure thoughts, she likes to write short stories and serial novels dealing with those aspects of the human condition that we all think about, yet dare not discuss openly. Find all her work at:www.hedonistsix.com


  Jason Jaxx

  White (Lights Out)
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  The event had run late and Jack, tired and weary, was walking home in the early Sunday morning snow. It had been a particularly grueling shift and, since the service charge for this particular office holiday function had been pre-paid, for paltry reward. The party consumed voluminous amounts of food and drink and had been rude, demanding and insistent on staying after hours for round after fucking round of shots. This Jack could have handled, this would have been business as usual but the sight of Lisa leaving with her arm around Andy had sent him into a spiral of despair and futile rage that made this long trudge even more aggravating.


  He set his shoulders against the glacial wind currently focusing the sleet and snow directly into his face and thought back to his childhood when waking to a blanket of snow was a thing of joy and wonder. A time when he would run shrieking into the fields with his friends and siblings to explore and play, unmindful and uncaring of the cold or hindrances it presented. Now, years and miles away from that place, he dreaded the change in season, bracing for the winter with a sense of dull foreboding.


  Unthinkingly, as if to illustrate the uselessness of the weather, he ran his hand irately over a parked car, swiping its white coating of frozen snow onto the street, instantly soaking his glove and ramping up his anger.


  “Fuck,” he muttered, shaking his sopping, freezing hand and trying to maintain his balance, the smooth soles of his work shoes skidding on the gray, dirty sludge that had formed on the sidewalk.


  “Winter Wonderland, my ass,” he grumbled, lighting up a cigarette, the heat from the lighter briefly banishing the chill from his face. He took a deep draw, sighed and resumed his trek.


  As he so often did on this journey, Jack thought of the magic and loss that was his brief time with Lisa, reminiscing over the perfect and not-so-perfect-in-the-slightest days. The first time they had kissed on a bench in the park after drinking and dancing through the night. How she had brushed his hand away as it had attempted to snake between her thighs. How they had fucked for the first time on the bathroom floor of the flat he shared with six others, his hand over her mouth to stifle her cries even as he groaned loudly when he came, spraying her fair skin. How she had given him an exquisite blowjob in a darkened alley on this very route, how her hands had pulled on his hair as he went down on her, how her eyes had flashed when he said something inappropriate after drinking too much and how she had run off one night when they had gone out clubbing with friends to leave him to worry before arriving at work the next day, all smiles as if nothing had happened. How she had screamed at him and would scratch him with her long nails, sometimes in passion, sometimes in fury.


  She had driven him crazy, with lust and frustration in equal measure. In the relationship thresher that was the function venue where they worked, they had struck up an instant friendship that had swiftly progressed to the sexual. They usually hooked up after work, sometimes going out for a drink but usually heading back to either of their places. On the rare occasion when they both had a day off, they would spend it together, shopping, sightseeing, watching TV or just having a good time together. They talked easily, fucked ferociously, laughed frequently and argued more. Yet despite her mood swings, her unpredictability, her tongue that could be wicked as sin yet bitter as poison, Jack believed they were meant to be.


  Until one night, fucking on her bed, she was on top, riding him. Her long, black hair swayed in his face as she ground against him. With a roar, he came and was unable to hold back the “I love you” that spurted from his lips. Her pale blue eyes flashed as she climaxed before she leant forward and kissed him hard on the mouth, teeth gnawing at his lips, nails clawing down his face. She smiled as she broke the embrace but did not say a word as she got up and went to the bathroom. Confused but exhausted, he fell asleep before she emerged. He woke with her arms around him and slipped away without rousing her.


  That was the last time they were truly together.


  She made excuses about being tired, having family in town and then one day simply said that she didn’t think that ‘they were a good idea anymore’. She quit her job the next day.


  Legendary hearts revealed to be a temporary thing.


  He had spent a week in a fog loaded on drink and narcotics, until his manager, Lewis, called him into the office to inform him that unless he shaped up, he was shipping out.


  "Your appearance," Lewis told him, "is slovenly and unkempt. Customers are complaining and although you might think that arriving at the start of your shift either hung-over or still wasted has not been not noticed, I’m here to tell you, bud, it has. You're a decent worker, Jack but I can't have this. I've heard things and I understand but, dude, sort this out."


  Jack had nodded in agreement, contemplating whether he should tell Lewis to stick it before deciding against it. At least wait, he told himself, until someone read his screenplay before leaping into the jaws of willful unemployment. He shook Lewis's hand and agreed to get his shit together.


  “Fucking bitch,” was his mantra as he commiserated with his co-worker Ray who told him that he should forget her. Telling him she was a slut, that she was crazy and that he was better off without her. And although he did not doubt this, he found himself unable to let her go. He bleached his hair and spent hours staring at the ocean; smoking strong cigarettes that scratched his throat and gave him mean headaches, a penance for love not given lightly he undertook with stoic, pointless determination. He wallowed in the abject ecstasy of heartbreak, her senseless cruelty producing a new sensation, a beguiling cocktail of longing and misery.


  And tonight, seeing her with that asshole, Andy, who he had suspected she was seeing, waiting around for him to finish his shift, clearly no longer concerned that Jack would find out and perhaps relishing the anguish etched on his face. Whiplash pain as he watched them leave together, that smirk etched in his mind's eye.


  Kicks. That's all he was good for. Other people's kicks.


  “Fucking bastard,” he snarled, drawing a sharp glance from another late night denizen of the city streets. He smiled wanly at the woman in the short skirt, fishnets and heels, who once she realized that he wasn’t talking to her or interested in anything she was offering, sneered and turned away.


  Despite going on a few uneventful dates with Ray's sister, Jane, he'd only had sex once since Lisa left.


  An encounter with a well-to-do regular known as Lady V. looking for downtown dirt who followed him to the restrooms one busy night, pushed him against the wall and urged him to take her.


  She was older than him, probably mid-40s, but she looked amazing. Her long blonde hair draped over her shoulders, her ass round and firm beneath his clutching fingers, her breasts soft and inviting as she pressed against him, her expensive perfume subtle and pleasing, wafting over him as she nibbled on his earlobe. He pulled her into the bathroom, locking the door behind them. His cock was insistent and throbbing against his zipper, her hand squeezing and massaging it into undefeatable erectness.


  He ran his hands down her face, beginning to caress her flawless skin but she moved his hands down to her breasts.


  "I don't need to be wooed," she said softly in her Teutonic tone, squeezing his cock. "I need to be taken."


  He groaned with rampant desire.


  "Take me," she whispered, her breath warm on his ear, her scent intoxicating, her nipples hard between his fingers. Her emerald eyes sparkled with passion, her nails stroking his cock. "We don't have much time, my husband and his friends may be drunk but my absence will soon be noted. Besides, I'm sure you have other customers to service."


  A pause, her body pressed tight against his, grinding against one another.


  "So fuck me now," she murmured, hoarse and impossible to deny.


  He took the unforeseen femme fatale and half-guided, half-pushed her to the washbasins that lined one wall. Spinning her around, he bent her over a sink, lifted her short skirt and pressed her face against the mirror. Tugging her black thong panties feverishly to one side with one hand, he unzipped with the other and he entered her slowly before increasing his pace to fuck her remorselessly. Her breath fogged the glass and her lip gloss left a shimmering smear as he bore down on her. She reached back, her arms flailing as she tried to clutch him to her but he grabbed her by the wrists, holding them behind her back, his breathing vicious and quick.


  "Yes, Jesus, yes," she moaned. "Fuck me, you animal."


  He dug his fingers into her ass, spreading her open and slamming hard into her. The basin creaked under their exertions. The door handle jiggled as someone tried to enter but it went virtually unnoticed merely spurring Jack on to drive into Lady V. with increased vigor.


  "Oh god, it feels so fucking good," she groaned.


  "Fuck me back," he ordered, releasing her hands so that she could grip the sink, her knuckles white as she broached climax and pushed her ass back against him. He was deep inside her, his mind a flare of white heat, his skin tingling, his lips twisted into a feral snarl.


  Lady V. dropped her head into the sink, her body shuddering and convulsing then went still.


  "Yes, fuck, yes," she gurgled before letting loose a series of unintelligible mewls as she came, her pussy, wet and tight, clutching around him.


  Jack feeling himself on the brink of an explosive orgasm withdrew and ejaculated purposefully over the fur coat she had kept on for the duration before leaving without a word, neither of them regretting a thing.


  She had come to the venue on several occasions since. Radiant and beautiful on her husband's arm but on the one time he had a chance to interact with her, she had merely smiled at him and asked him to refill her water glass.


  In an attempt to derail this train of thought, he reflected on something Caroline said earlier that evening and, unbidden and totally unexpectedly, it brought a smile.


  Caroline was another server who started working at the venue a few days after Lisa left. Blonde, friendly and with a quirky sense of humor that had a knack for making him smile with her off-hand comments.


  One obnoxious guest at tonight's soiree had taken a shine to her, constantly referring to her as a wench and demanding she top up his glass with champagne every time he caught her eye. When the bottle ran out, he commanded that she get another 'post haste' before given her ass a pat to encourage her efforts.


  Customers flirting and being overly attentive was an unfortunate and totally unwelcome aspect of the job especially for the female servers who often found themselves having to make the choice between dignity and employment. Tonight, Caroline chose the latter with a wan smile, her eyes rolling back in her head, her lips curved into a mask of distaste and revulsion.


  This interaction had not gone unnoticed by Jack who offered to refill the prick's glass but she shook her head and carried on serving the asshole albeit with an eye on his overly eager hands. In fact, she made certain that his glass was never empty until his head swayed and his speech slurred into a drunken mash. Finally, he ended up passing out in a stall in the men's room where Ray took a photo of him and posted it onto the company's social media page.


  He showed it to Caroline who cackled in delight at the sight of his lolling head, untucked shirt and the visible trail of drool running down his jowls.


  “Reap what you sow, motherfucker,” she had said with a wicked grin and palpable satisfaction.


  Jack had laughed and now he found himself echoing this mirth, his smile widening as he remembered how her fingers had brushed lightly against his as she passed him the phone so he could see.


  "You working on tomorrow's party?" Caroline asked later while they shared a quick smoke in the alley behind the venue, the air filled with the strange steam that issued continuously from the factory that abutted their place of work. It hung in thick shifting clusters just above head height, with an odd yet not unpleasant smell.


  "Yeah, hopefully it will be better then this circus. Last year they tipped pretty well. You?"


  She nodded as she expelled cigarette smoke in two parallel jets from her nostrils, an action that struck him as wildly erotic.


  "It's a date," she said, passing the cigarette upright between her perfectly manicured, delicate fingers. Again they brushed his and perhaps they lingered there or perhaps it was the cold that made it feel as if they did.


  She straightened out her tunic, rubbing her hands carefully over her slender figure before leading them back into the fray. Guiltily, Jack couldn't help but notice that she really did have a nice, pert ass. He shook his head trying to dislodge the inappropriate thoughts when they were brutally excised by the sight of Lisa, wrapped up in a dark fur coat loitering around the staff area. He stopped dead in his tracks, mouth agape. It had been several weeks since he had last seen her and she looked as alluring as ever. She glanced over, a flicker of acknowledgement before turning her head and greeting Andy, whose shift had just ended, with a smile and a peck on the cheek. Her arm slipped around his waist and he glanced over to Jack, with that smirk.


  "Reap what you sow, motherfucker," Jack repeated now, snowflakes brushing his lips. At first he thought he was speaking to Lisa or Andy but with a bolt of self-realization he knew he was addressing himself.


  He stopped then, tossing his cigarette aside before taking a deep breath and exhaling a billowing cloud into the air. The sounds of the ongoing street hassle fading into the background, he looked up from the dirty boulevard to the falling snow, a galaxy of tiny stars landing on his face, forming icy tears that streamed down his cheeks as he gazed into the infinite. Mesmerized by the flakes swirling, he stretched out his hands and surrendered to the void. It was the white noise spilling from the mouth of the infinite made physical, the static of the universe baptizing and transforming him. He felt as if he were falling upwards with the snow streaming past him. Soaring to the satellites and surfing the radio waves, caught in the music of the machine. Willingly at the center of the vortex, the locus of their path, he closed his eyes, recalling how, when they said goodnight earlier, Caroline had brushed her hair behind her ear and smiled coyly at him before turning away. He felt something leaving him then, the icy wind no longer an impediment but rather a rejuvenating breath. Voices of freedom clustered in his ears, his long-held bitterness and self-pity finally finding an outlet. Set free for the first time in far too long. Lowering his arms, opening his eyes and with head held high, Jack strode with determination in his step and hope in his heart towards some kind of redemption.
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  A Pair Well Met
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  A modern ‘force fantasy’ reworking of Shakespeare’s, The Taming of the Shrew.


  Slamming her bedroom door behind her, Kate threw herself onto the bed. Closing her eyes, her head danced with the images that fuelled her private fantasy.


  A tall man with strong arms, a deep voice, masculine hands, and a thick hard cock. He stared down at her with cold remote eyes, striking her with his belt, withholding her climax until she begged him to let her come. Then, eventually, it would be his turn to plead for her hands, her tongue, her body...


  Kate’s fingers crept up inside her black skirt, caressing the top of her stockings, gliding them ever upwards, until they reached the space where her knickers would have been if she’d bothered to put them on. Rolling onto her front, sliding her index finger inside her slick opening, Kate gained as much pleasure from knowing how disgusted all the suitors her father had lined up for her would be by her unladylike actions, as from the delicious sensations she was creating.


  Her breathing quickened and Kate loosened the tight bindings of her scarlet bodice. Releasing her breasts with a sigh of pent up relief, she grasped her right nipple with one hand, and took the other back to her nub, stroking it in time to the sharp squeezes she gave her walnut teat.


  Lost in personal passion, wishing she had a third hand so she could smack her own rounded arse at the same time, Kate moaned into her pillow as she bought herself off.


  Slouched across her bed a few seconds later, listening to the sound of her rough breathing return to normal, Kate reluctantly forced herself to review recent events. Her simpering sister Bee was engaged, and yet, as the younger daughter, their impossibly old-fashioned father had refused to grant her permission to marry until Kate was safely settled first.


  ‘Ridiculous bloody man!’ Kate punched her pillow as she thought of her father. His demand was proving almost impossible to meet; for despite Kate’s undoubted beauty, her sharp tongue and general disobedience were famed throughout the city. Undeterred however, her father continued to produce a series of potential partners from the woodwork of his old-school past.


  How much shouting and screaming would it take? How much scorn did she have to pour on each unsuitable male delivered to her presence before her father got the message? Kate did not want some rich drip with no backbone cowering beneath her savage temper. Where was the challenge in that? She needed a man who would stand up to her, an equal, not someone happy to live under her manipulative thumb for eternity.


  Then, in total desperation, her fool of a father, a satisfied beam across his face, had announced that he’d found a man who was prepared to wed Kate sight unseen...


  Despite the warmth of the climax she had just given herself, Kate gave an involuntary shudder of cold. What manner of man was willing to take on a woman he didn’t know? He was probably stupid, ugly, desperate, and definitely greedy for the dowry that came with her hand in marriage.


  Sighing again, but no longer with pleasure; Kate rose from her bed and re-adjusted her clothing. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, she tried to marshal her thoughts and calm the rising anger that ached in her chest. In a few minutes time she was due to meet this supposed future husband of hers; this Peter.
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  The immense dining room smelt of fresh flowers and scrubbed wood. With uncharacteristic nerves, Kate wiped her palms down the back of her skirt. A plan had begun to form in her head, a way of benefitting from what her father was so keen to inflict on her. Its success however, would all depend on the manner of man about to be thrust upon her; not to mention her own acting abilities.


  Kate stiffened as the heavy door swung open, and the intense silence that surrounded her was broken by the bumbling presence of her father and the person he ushered before him.


  Tall and dark, with deep brown eyes that held an unmistakable edge to their piercing gaze. He was not handsome, but then nor was he ugly, and his square build and large hands undoubtedly held physical promise. Kate shamelessly examined the newcomer as her father hastily introduced Peter, before he left them alone. Hoisting her shoulders back, she addressed the stranger, ‘Sir, I fear your journey has been wasted. My father has misled you. I am not for sale’


  Peter’s eyes shone as brightly as Kate’s, his steady eyes running up and down her slim taut frame, as if she were a head of stock going to market. She was indeed as attractive as he’d heard, and more to the point, came with a rich inheritance. The perfect trophy wife in fact, once her abrasive attitude had been tamed.


  ‘On the contrary, I am assured you are mine for the taking, and considering the bad reports I’ve had of your waspish behaviour, I don’t think you can afford to be choosy.’


  Kate bristled at his words. ‘Waspish? Then take care not to get stung sir!’ Her hands on her hips, Kate tilted her olive neck back, peering down her nose at her companion. ‘You are convinced that I will marry you, despite the unpleasant way you speak to me, despite the fact that the only way for you to get a wife is to be given one.’


  ‘What you wish is irrelevant.’


  Kate felt her chest swell beneath her figure-hugging top. He was talking to her as if she was a mere thing, a toy to be played with. The idea turned her on far more than she would have cared to admit. Doing her best to ignore the unexpected feeling, she continued, ‘You are mistaken once more. My needs should, as your potential wife, be paramount.’


  Peter’s face twisted into a sneer, ‘You appear to have swallowed a book of fairy tales. The reality of your situation is very different. You are after all, more ugly sister than Cinderella when it comes to that sharp tongue of yours, which I assure you, I shall cure.’


  Kate, her chin jutting in defiance, was privately pleased to see the first signs of a tale-tell bulge beneath his trousers. He was obviously enjoying this sparring as much as she was. She wondered if he’d expected to. ‘Sir, I think you should leave. This marriage is indeed a fairy tale, a figment of your limited imagination, and will not be taking place.’


  Peter’s expression flashed with suppressed anger, or perhaps lust, as he strode towards Kate, grasping her wrists together in one large hand. It took great strength of will not to let out either a squeal of protest or a sigh of desire, as the type of hand Kate had fantasised about for so long gripped her so tightly that it hurt. His words came out in a determined hiss, ‘I wouldn’t be so sure of that. I have sworn to tame you Kate; and I will.’


  As he spoke, Peter’s right hand shot to Kate’s chest. Closing his fingers around her left breast, he pinched it through the satin material, making his opponent wince. Then, without a backward glance, he walked from the room, leaving the doorway open behind him, and Kate standing tall and erect, her pussy damp, her breathing rather shallower than it should have been.


  She leant against the back of a dining room chair, and exhaled slowly. So, there was a way to attain the erotic dream that had caused her to reject every man she’d previously met. Yet Kate could see the fulfilment of her deepest desire would come at the price of her pride. She would have to appear to shake off her harsh exterior, conning those around her into thinking that Peter was getting his own way, and that she was submitting to his whims. Only after she’d got what she wanted, could she revert to type, and by then, it would be too late for Peter to back out, for they would be married. He had no idea what was about to hit him. Humming quietly to herself, Kate headed towards her father's study.
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  ‘Kate, oh Kate, how wonderful!’ Her father was beaming from her to Peter, who stood behind a battered old armchair in the corner of the room, ‘Peter has told me the good news. The wedding must be arranged at once!’


  Kate’s mouth opened, but as she beheld Peters determined look, she closed it again. This man was a master manipulator; she could only privately admire his underhand methods. Beginning her plan at once, to her fathers delight, Kate inclined her head in mute agreement, and left them, retreating to her own bedroom.


  The moment she was alone, Kate assessed the situation. Satisfied that her new fiancé believed things were all going his way, she had to acknowledge that this wasn’t going to be easy. Peter was obviously as clever and calculating as she was, but in the back of her mind she could already feel his hands on her flesh. What did she care if he was just after her father’s money? What if he was a control freak? All, she wanted was someone who could give her the fuck of her life, over and over again.
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  In the days and nights before her wedding Kate remained as caustic as ever in public, but in her private hours, steeped in a masturbationary bliss dominated by Peter’s hands, mouth and dick, she resolved to be a totally different creature when in the presence of her future husband. Lust like she’d never known consumed her. Not for the man himself, but for what he could do for her neglected body.


  Her past lovers had all assumed her sharp wit and foul temper would extend to the bedroom, and had continued to cower before her, never dreaming she longed for them to take the upper hand. Now at last, Kate felt herself close to her submissive dreams. All it would take was a little personal humiliation... and that might just add to the fun...
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  The morning of the wedding arrived in a bustle of activity which Kate did her best to avoid as she dressed in a skimpy cream basque and suspenders that flattered her complexion. Pulling a stylishly close fitting wedding dress over her head, Kate allowed her sister to tie the binds that laced it up her back.


  Waiting for the signal to enter the main hall of the country house in which the marriage ceremony was being held, Kate found herself beginning to pace. Peter was late. Very late. The familiar stirrings of annoyance began to gather in her throat. Kate bit back the ‘how dare he?’ thoughts, knowing that the time for revenge would come. For now she would just have to ride it out and be patient.


  Bee flapped around uttering pointlessly consoling words, but Kate took no notice. She knew the game Peter was playing. After all, she’d played it many times herself. He wanted to wrong foot her from the start. Make sure she knew exactly where she stood. Kate gritted her teeth. Glancing at the open door of her room, she contemplated grabbing the suitcases that had already been packed in preparation for her new life, and making a run for it. Her body however, had other ideas. Kate smothered a secret smile as she considered the satisfaction that was soon to come her way, a thought that easily overwhelmed her ideas of escape.


  Finally, two hours late, the music signalling the groom’s arrival echoed through the hallway. Shoulders back and chest out, Kate walked sedately towards her father. As they reached the Reverend, Bee let out a gasp of shock, a shock that Kate also felt, but somehow managed to disguise. Peter was standing, not in a traditional morning suit, but wearing a tatty pair of grey trousers, held up with a rope belt, and an old torn white shirt.


  Blinking back her disgust, Kate recognised phase two of Peter’s humiliation strategy. Rather than showing her disapproval in her usual voluble manner however, she merely looked at him with haughty indifference.


  Their vows exchanged, Kate turned to her new husband, expecting to be escorted to the splendid reception her father had arranged for them.


  Perusing his bride’s chest with open interest, a critical gleam in his eyes, Peter tugged Kate roughly towards him, and kissed her brusquely on her lips. His unshaven stubble scratched her hungry skin, making her mind leap at the closeness of her fantasy. However, as Kate’s hand went to her husband’s waist, Peter dropped her, and with a click of his fingers, summoned his best man, ‘Take her to the house, John, and see to her needs as we discussed. I don’t think she deserves to attend the feast.’


  This time Kate could not hide her horror, and even her father tried to protest on her behalf, but Peter merely held up his hand, announcing in a calm voice, loud enough to carry to the very back of the room, ‘This woman is my property now, and I shall do with her as I like.’ While he spoke, Peter undid the rope from his trousers, caught Kate’s wrists and tied them together before her, leaving a long dangling lead, which he passed to his accomplice.


  Then, in front of the entire shocked congregation, John bundled Kate into the back of his car as if she was a kidnap victim rather than the bride.
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  Arriving at Peter’s home, the best man opened the car door and yanked Kate out, pulling her by the rope up the gravelled drive. Then he virtually threw his friend's wife across the threshold, before shoving her, kicking and screaming, into a small room to the side of the hallway.


  The door was shut behind her before Kate even had time to catch her breath. Picking herself off the floor, she observed her unexpected surroundings while attempting to try and free her bindings.


  It wasn’t much more than a box room in size, and Peter obviously used the space as a study. A cluttered desk sat in the far corner beneath a thinly curtained window, which let in a strip of hazy sunlight. A leather chair sat next to the desk, and a solid looking chest of drawers stood next to that. The remainder of the cream walled room was completely bare. There were no pictures, no photographs, and no spare chair in case of visitors.


  Kate hooked her foot around the leg of the chair, and hauled it from beneath the desk, sitting down with a heavy thump. Her indignation had dissolved with the slamming of the door, and common sense was taking over. Kate had to admit she was startled by Peter’s heavy handed tactics, but if he was into bondage... Well, that was more than she could have hoped for.


  With her hands so securely bound, and the door to the room locked, Kate had little choice but to stay put, and soon the exhaustion of the day took over. She dozed in the chair, only to start in surprise when the creak of the door alerted her to her husband’s late arrival.


  Peter stared at her, his broad arms crossed over his old shirt. ‘Did you enjoy our wedding wife?’


  Kate lifted her head to him, a defiant edge to her voice, ‘I did husband. I trust my family treated you well in my absence?’


  A slight shimmer of open lust played in Peter’s eyes, ‘Indeed they did.’


  Trying to ignore the thrill that shot down her spine as her husband so openly relished her appearance, Kate bit back the abuse she would normally have uttered at such obvious effrontery, waiting to see what Peter would do next. The tension in the air between them was almost palpable as they regarded each other like boxers about to spar in the ring.


  Eventually breaking the silence, Peter spoke softly but with a tone that suggested argument would be very unwise. ‘You think I don’t know what you want, but I do.’


  Kate’s mouth dropped open, her mind racing. Had he really worked out her plan? He couldn’t have?


  ‘You are one horny bitch. One horny desperate bitch, aren’t you?’


  Personal pride kept her mouth shut, but irritation at being found out gnawed at Kate as her skin flushed, and perspiration prickled against her palms and down the back of her neck.


  ‘Let me guess. You’ve refused and verbally crushed every potential mate because they were too weak for you?’


  Kate could feel her crimson face betray her as Peter laughed, ‘I mean, just look at you. Your nipples are like bullets. The hunger in those emerald eyes of yours gets more dangerous every time I see you, and I dread to think how wet your knickers are.’


  Taking her lack of response as confirmation, Peter pulled the rope, and Kate was dragged from the chair to within inches of his chest, ‘you are so frantic for a proper seeing to, that you don’t really care who gives it to you, as long as they are able to master that luscious body of yours. Well,’ he raised Kate’s wrists higher, making her flinch as the rope dug into her, ‘I can promise you Kate, you have met your match.’


  Swiftly tying the lead onto the coat hook on the back of the door, Peter brusquely twisted Kate so she faced away from him, ripping at her dresses bindings as if they were merely paper.


  ‘I secured your wrists because I didn’t want you pleasuring yourself in my absence. I would hate a wife of mine to demean herself in such a way.’


  Kate was convinced he was lying, and that the thought of her masturbating actually turned him on, but she held her opinion in check as he continued, ‘Oh, and just in case you re-discover that vicious tongue of yours, I think further restraint is in order.’


  Something in Kate snapped, she’d endured so much, been humiliated, abused and ignored, and yet had not got he reward she was so sure she’d won, and now he wanted to bind her further! A spitting tirade began to erupt from Kate’s mouth, only to be abruptly silenced as Peter stripped off his shirt, and stuffed it between her red lips, using the cotton arms to secure it around the back of her head, trapping her shiny hair against her slender neck.


  ‘Pretty as a picture.’ Peter stood back and admired his new wife; the increased swell of her trapped breasts, and the growing dampness that spread over the darkening satin thong she wore.


  Kate’s feet were restless against the carpet as she examined the sprinkling of thick hairs across his firm chest, and the slim Celtic cross tattoo that ran from the top of his right arm to his elbow. She hadn’t encountered men with tattoos before. Her father would have been horrified to learn Peter had one, but Kate simply longed to run her hands over it.


  Her priorities changed however, as Peter slipped his trousers to the floor, immediately followed by his boxer shorts. If Kate could have gasped then she would have, her eyes falling from his arm to the thick strong cock that pointed at her just as accusingly as his expression did. Then, opening the lace ties of her basque, he spilt her breasts into blessed freedom. Peter aimed his dick directly at her luscious chest, and in just a few short tugs of his shaft, sprayed her with a fine shower of gloriously warm spunk.


  ‘There,’ Peter, his voice amazingly controlled said, ‘I bet you feel so much better for that don’t you.’


  Wiping himself dry on his discarded trousers, Peter swung open the door, with his wife still attached, and called to John, instructing him, to Kate’s horror, to clean her up. Peter stood back and watched with interest as his wife was towelled dry by his friend. He smiled as he saw how much further her nipples hardened beneath the roughness of the towel.


  ‘Now,’ Peter spoke as his best man withdrew, ‘I think it’s time for bed.’


  A glimmer of hope ignited in Kate. Peter saw it, and he relished her body’s disappointed reaction, as he addressed his dishevelled bride, ‘you’ll be perfectly comfortable in here I’m sure. My bed is simply not good enough for you.’ He reached up and let down her wrists, satisfied at the gag muffled groan Kate made, as her muscles readjusted to a more natural position. ‘I think I had better leave your wrists tied though, just in case you are tempted to wank. Although I imagine you do need to piss. Come this way please.’ He pulled at her lead, and Kate had no choice but to follow, suddenly very conscious of the heaviness of her bladder.


  He pushed her into a neat square bathroom. ‘Pee. It’ll be your only chance until tomorrow.’


  Kate felt her throat clam dry. Was he really expecting her to pee without the use of her hands, and with him watching her?


  ‘You might as well piss through your knickers. Let’s face it, they’re so wet already, it isn’t going to make any difference is it?’


  Just how far out of her depth she’d come hit Kate in a wave of confusion as she squatted down onto the toilet seat, attempting to relax.


  ‘Don’t worry,’ Peter said as Kate looked around for paper, wondering how she was going to at least try and dry herself, ‘I’ll wipe you.’


  Tears gathered at the corner of Kate’s eyes as Peter passed some toilet paper over her hypersensitive, satin covered pussy, deliberately teasing, but avoiding full pressure upon her clit.


  Then, yanking her up, he took her back to the small study. Dropping the rope and taking the soggy gag from her mouth, an evil grin on his face, he said, ‘My food isn’t good enough for someone as beautiful as you either.’ Leaving Kate bewildered and hungry to curl up and sleep on the thinly carpeted floor.


  She slept badly, her mind flitting between strange erotic dreams and wakeful wonderings at how she’d lost control so quickly, her ideas of retribution for Peter’s arrogant cruelty and manipulation in tatters. Thinking of the family she’d left behind, and what they would say if they could see her now stiffened her resolve a little, and ignoring her empty stomachs growls, the discomfort in her arms, and the chaffing of her still damp panties, Kate began to wonder if it wasn’t too late to re-hash her plans after all...


  Her thoughts were interrupted by the early morning arrival of John. A salacious grin on his face, he said nothing as he gestured for Kate to sit back in the leather seat.


  With a new resolve to do as she was told until the optimum moment for revenge arrived, Kate sat as bidden, her heart beating fast.


  Peter swept into the room, dressed in an immaculate suit. ‘I trust you have remembered that Bee is to marry today and we are expected to attend.


  Kate nodded, although in reality she had totally forgotten in the bewilderment of the last twenty-four hours.


  Peter gestured to his silent companion, who came forward, and tore Kate’s gapping basque from her shivering shoulders.


  ‘You are as stunning as your father told me you would be. With your body and your dowry, I am indeed a lucky husband. What a pity you are not fully tamed, for until you are, I have promised myself that I cannot enjoy you properly. I’m sure you’d like me to touch you though, wouldn’t you?’’


  Recognising his attempts to sting her into an unwise response, Kate swallowed down the pithy words that flashed through her head and sat mute, bracing herself for the next indignity, hoping like mad it would involve making her climax. She no longer cared how.


  ‘Her tits are particularly wonderful, don’t you think?’ Peter addressed his best man, who merely grinned, a predatory expression across his face.


  ‘John has been so useful to me over the last few days my dear Kate, that I have agreed to reward him with you. I trust that will be okay?’


  Kate opened her mouth, but her retort turned into an unwilling mew of pleasure as the best man’s lips encased her right nipple.


  Peter smiled, ‘I am proud of you Kate. I was sure you would object, perhaps you are already learning that it is wisest to do as I tell you.’


  Kate didn’t dare open her mouth to agree with him, for she knew a groan of longing and lust would escape, despite her determination not to give John the satisfaction of knowing he was inflaming her further.


  An expression of thoughtful approval crossed her husband’s face, ‘And such self control! I’m impressed.’


  John transferred his attention to the neglected breast. Kate screwed her eyes up tighter, a climax knotting in her stomach. As it grew within her, her body began to shake. Any second now, any second...


  ‘Enough.’


  ‘NO!’ Kate couldn’t help but shout out, as once again, she was left on the very brink.


  Paying no heed to her cry, Peter ordered John, ‘Wank in the bathroom. I will see you by the car in ten minutes.’


  Once the best man had gone, Peter addressed his wife. ‘If you obey me. If you can show me beyond any shadow of a doubt that you are obedient to me, and only me, at the wedding this afternoon, then tonight I will give you precisely what you crave. If not, then I am afraid you must accept that this room will be your home until you have a change of heart.’


  Kate rubbed her sore wrists as Peter undid her bonds and handed her a low cut, button up, crimson dress to wear to the wedding. ‘Dress quickly, we leave soon.’
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  The wedding ceremony complete, Kate ignored the whispers that followed them around the Reception as she and Peter approached her sister’s new husband and her father. She said nothing as she listened to them engage Peter in a debate on the deference of wives. Again marvelling at Peter’s ability to manipulate a conversation to his advantage, Kate heard him change the discussion into a challenge, as to whose wife was the most obedient.


  Kate knew she had to win. She had to be the most loyal wife in order to get the fucking she badly needed. Peter turned to her, and said, with arrogant rudeness, ‘I hate that hat you are wearing, get rid of it.’


  Instantly, Kate removed her delicate red feathered hat, throwing it to the ground. Leaving both her new brother-in-law and father speechless, she stood mute, hovering by her husband’s side.


  As the argument brewed on, Kate proved time and again that she was loyal to Peter, doing whatever he asked, only hesitating slightly when he asked her to undo the top four buttons of her dress and remove her bra, so that the guests could see how lovely her chest was.


  Bee, desperate to prove she was every bit as compliant a wife as her sister, came to her husbands side, but when he asked her to also reveal her tits to the company, she flatly refused. Kate looked at her sister and, to the surprise of the crowd, admonished her severely for not following her husband’s requirements to the letter.


  A surge of euphoria filled Kate as Peter grabbed her hand, and whispered, ‘Time to go to bed.’
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  Neither of them spoke on the journey home. Kate cleared her mind of all that had passed over the last few days, and privately prepared to finally dictate the future of their sex lives.


  Taking her hand, Peter virtually ran with Kate to his bedroom, where she allowed herself to be thrown onto the duvet. Peter towered over her, tearing off his clothes, before slicing hers away in a savage attack against the fabric, only pausing when his wife lay naked and panting before him. Then, wrenching the belt from his trousers, he ordered her onto all fours, and began to smack her peach arse.


  Kate cried out in grateful pain, moaning against each longed for strike, relishing the feel of his thick fingers as they came between her legs, massaging her clit in time to the strikes of the leather. With a juddering scream, Kate came beneath his attack, her flesh quivering, her pulse racing in delicious surrender to his skill as, at last, the fantasy she’d craved all her adult life was granted to her.


  Peter paused then, his cock as erect as before, pointing at her with hungry demand, waiting for her to regain her breath as she rolled onto her back.


  Kate waited for only a second, and then, with a speed that shocked him, sat up, grabbed the belt, and pushed Peter face down on the bed, kneeling on the small of his back to keep him in place.


  ‘Now husband, here is the deal. You may beat me, punish me; make me come beneath your firm palm and that glorious cock. You may tame me as much as you like, but in exchange, you will also submit to me, come beneath my belt, beneath my palm, beneath the careful ministrations of my hands and my tongue.’


  With that, Kate abruptly cut off the stream of protests issuing from her husbands mouth by stuffing her torn dress into it, before trailing the black leather belt across his shoulders. ‘We are a pair well met...’
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  Human minds are so unimaginative, so closed. There’s usually a soft blue glow surrounding them. Not this one.


  The taste around him was sharper, it tingled against my skin, zesty with an edge of...what to call it? To say it felt sulphuric would suggest it was accompanied by an unpleasant odour, but that wasn’t the case. The aroma emanating from this human was irresistible, yet it was oddly metallic in its intensity, in its bitter tang, in its...


  He turned and looked directly at me, cutting off my line of thought. I was startled by the piercing nature of his deep brown eyes, and began to wonder if he already knew, if he could tell what I was?


  The hairs on the back of my neck bristled beneath my red ponytail. He really was something different. My green eyes narrowed, my heart-rate, always rapid, increased further, and I felt the familiar swell of my chest and a twitch at my crotch as I observed him watching me.


  Mentally I admonished myself. There was no way he could possibly know.


  The hum and buzz of the bar faded to a mere background annoyance. He should have come to me by now. Impatience rose in my throat. This was unsettlingly strange. My quarry usually comes to me as soon as my craving for them enters my psyche. It’s part of the power; an automatic response. I want them, so they want me; madly, insanely, and without a hint of uncertainty, for the desire was all. The desire IS all. Hunger, sex, success, power and control. Without them the blood I crave is simply a nice warm drink.


  My senses constricted further, tuning out the other drinkers. Confusion edged uninvited into the corner of my brain. Conquest should be easy. Then the small part of me that remembered what it was like to be human, reminded me that sometimes the pursuit was as exciting as the capture. Yeah, right!


  I went to him, my head held high, my pony tail swinging purposefully behind my back. His lack of instant obedience wasn’t my failure, it was his, and he would pay for such insolence.


  Essential need had taken me over, and as my breasts pushed against the satin of my black bustler, and the thud behind my ribcage became louder, I stood only inches away from him. Then instinct took over, and I moved in for the kill. My eyes, blazing dangerous lust, met his without flinching, without wavering, without blinking.


  He blinked. That was when I knew I’d won. That whatever strange game he thought he’d been playing, it was already over. He blinked, and I didn’t. He had a weakness I had long since cast off. Simple.


  We didn’t speak. I just nodded and turned around, walking purposely towards the exit, my hips swaying, my tight leather mini-skirt revealing the tops of my stockings and the contours of my backside. I could already taste his drooling mouth as he picked up the bag that had sat at his feet, and followed me, finally my slave.


  His mind had cleared of the haze that had first kept me away. All he thought now was of his need, the need to fuck. To fuck me.


  I kept walking. I didn’t look back, I knew he was there. I could smell the chemically caustic edge of his presence, even if I couldn’t see him.


  My flat, small and obsessively neat, was only a short walk from the bar. I unlocked the front door and pointed inside, watching as he followed the line of my finger with his eyes, before obeying the unspoken request and entering the dark hallway.


  Locking the door behind me, I led him to the bedroom, and began to unbutton the studs that held my top together down my right hand side, enjoying the sight of his wide hungry eyes and his parted lips. Hell, he was virtually panting like a dog.


  Dropping my bustler to the ground, I showed him I wore no underwear beneath, and that my tits were more than ready for his touch. He was clearly in need too. The bulge beneath his denims was all but breaking out on its own. I smiled, but did nothing about his growing discomfort, instead, I commanded him to remove his black t-shirt. My crotch gave a twitch of anticipation as he obeyed without question.


  I admired the torso before me, the beautifully thick neck, its veins running blue, pulsing slightly just below the surface. I would visit that neck soon; linger over it, but not yet. I had learnt to be disciplined, that the wait for the kill was more fun than the moment itself. For once the second of victory came, it was soon over, and then the hunt would have to begin again.


  Walking around my guest in a wide circle I nodded in approval. His head turned with me, his brown eyes never leaving my chest, his mouth watering. This was obedience.


  Beneath his left shoulder blade there was a small tattoo. It was a black Celtic cross. I moved closer, and with a single blood red fingernail traced its outline. A sudden chill engulfed me, but that was all. I didn’t disappear in a puff of smoke. I wasn’t reduced to a pile of ash upon the floor. Religious symbols versus the vampire. The vampires won that battle years ago. We are simply too strong to be beaten that easily.


  I felt his flesh quiver beneath my touch, but to his credit he didn’t move, although his breathing did quicken, and the gleam in his eyes said more about his requirements than any words could have expressed.


  The air between us began to change as his aura altered. The sulphuric tang was evaporating and red hot chemical desire had taken its place. Still not quite what I’d have expected from the average human, but this guy was so together, literary pulsating sex; he was everything I wanted.


  From nowhere, I heard my mother’s shrill voice from centuries ago, telling me not to play with my food. A disobedient child to the last, I began to do just that, and ran my tongue up and down his back in long languid strokes. As I savoured the salty sweat against my taste buds, my self-control began to wane, and I felt the yearning for blood creep up my spine, heightening my senses further, clouding my eyes so that they are but a black focused fog, taking in nothing but my victim and the overriding longings of my body.


  I tore off his remaining clothes with a speed that was beyond mortal, clawing them so they lay in mere shreds upon the floor. At that moment his semi-hypnotised state broke, and with a hunger I would normally only associate with the un-dead, he returned my urgency with fervour. Peeling off my tight skirt and boots, a flick of his brown eyes showed brief pleasure at my lack of knickers, as I pushed him back onto the bed.


  If he was surprised by my strength then he didn’t show it. His heavy masculine aroma, his lust, intoxicated me as I sat astride him, impaling myself to the hilt. Rocking back and forth, and sliding up and down in alternative motions, I revelled in the expression on his face. His eyes closed in concentration, as I snaked my right hand beneath us, and stuffed two sharp fingernails up his arse, making him yelp in surprise.


  With my tits aching, desperately in need of his attention, I wordlessly dragged at his mind, commanding him to sit. He obeyed in seconds, and while my fingers were still inserted, he suckled and nipped at first one nipple and then the other. I cried out as he bit harder, the delicious agony turning from pinching discomfort to white hot pain, as I dug my free nails into his back. His free hand dived to my crotch, rubbing at my clit with an expertise that tipped me into climax before I’d given him permission to do so. A climax which sent my twitching muscles into spasms that massaged his cock into a spunking orgasm of its own.


  My eyes and intellect clouded with both the power of my success, and a brief unexpected dizziness, before focusing again, as I pushed him back onto the bed for the second time. His neck was so exposed, his dark brown hair too short to provide it any protection. I sniffed at the skin, and licked it once more. Its scent was heady, and I could almost taste the rich blood, the warm sticky liquid running down my throat and around my chin and lips.


  I shook my head sharply, trying to dispel the growing sensation of disorientation that suddenly swam in my head. I drew back, and plunged towards his neck.


  He moved so fast. So very fast.


  I was knocked to the floor, and must have blacked out, for suddenly his bag had been opened and I was spread eagled on my own bed, silenced by a gag as I tugged and tugged at the solid metal bar handcuffs that he’d attached to both my wrists and ankles, and the bed posts.


  The spinning in my head subsided into anger. How had this happened?


  I bit into the ball gag, tasting the rubber, retching at its stench. Yet there was another smell, one that should not have been there, and for a moment my brain refused to believe it was in the room with me. It was simply impossible.


  He was looking at me. He was different. Not bigger as such, not taller, but broader and stronger. His hair was longer, sleeker. His eyes were darker and somehow more intense.


  It had been decades since I’d felt fear, but here it was, and my tethered body wrenched and struggled harder as it engulfed me with a sheen of unaccustomed sweat.


  ‘I’d stop that if I were you.’ His voice sounded gravely with age, and although he looked about thirty, I realised he was older. Much much older. ‘You can’t and won’t escape. Stronger vampires than you have tried and failed.’


  Stronger vampires? I attempted to calm down, to breathe deeper, to focus my hatred and strength for a moment, then I’d break free.


  He looked amused as he continued to appraise my nakedness. A large hand reached out to tweak my right nipple, pulling it out until I gasped into my gag, causing droplets of dribble run down its sides.


  ‘Aren’t you going to ask who I am?’ He slapped my other breast, making me flinch against mattress, ‘Oh of course, you can’t can you, but I’m surprised you aren’t putting your questions directly into my head. Why not I wonder?’


  I wanted to. I was trying, but it was like hitting a brick wall.


  He laughed again, his voice getting deeper with each fresh word as he kept up the slow torture, twisting my nipples as if they were screw caps that might eventually come loose. I started to struggle again, but with each move I seemed to get weaker, but my body, so honed to chase personal want, was continuing to desire him on despite myself.


  His right hand left my chest, causing me to gulp into the rubber ball with loss, as he trailed it down my body, making sure he touched every inch of my flesh on the way south. I arched my back, trying to both escape, and make him go faster at the same time.


  Perspiration dotted my forehead and neck, and suddenly I knew what this feeling was. This was how prey felt. This was panic. I stared up at him, trying to break through his eyes. Nothing. No aroma, No aura. There was nothing at all to work from to bring him back under my power- if he’d ever been under it in the first place.


  His fingers had reached my naval, and he stopped. My arse raised itself of its own free will in an attempt to force his attentions lower, and I was aware that I was whimpering into the muzzle, but he just grunted. No, he snarled.


  Everything in me tensed, and I knew. How had I not known before? What had he done to me?


  I peered harder into his face. Then it happened. I blinked, and in that second I knew he’d won. My mind gave up, sagging in on itself, and yet still my treacherous body wanted more, and at last, as I lay exhausted and still, his paw of a hand went lower.


  As fingers circled my clit, he spoke, ‘The drink you had before you targeted me. It had been doctored. The barman is a friend of mine. A slow working controlant, nothing major, just enough for me to take advantage of the split second of disorientation between a vampire's climax and the re-instatement of full cognitive manipulation. An effective weapon in the control of your species, I think you’ll agree.’


  Frantically, I thought back to the bar, to the man who’s served my drinks. I remembered nothing.


  ‘I’ve been watching your activities for sometime. Not the strongest of your breed, but you have an incredible record of taking people knocked out by your flirty eyes and killer body. A body,’ he broke off and pressed a palm against my mound, forcing a gush of sticky juice to escape from my pussy, ‘that has been the death of many men and women.’


  I could feel my stomach knotting and churning as a second orgasm began to build with frightening pace.


  ‘I was impressed. You didn’t even flinch at my cross tattoo. Amazing isn’t it, how those stupid humans still believe a religious symbol or a clove of garlic will still kill off a vampire, and how they believe that silver will weaken a werewolf.’


  He bent down to his bag and produced the longest, thickest dildo I have ever seen. It was solid silver. My eyes widened in horror as I realised he was going to make me accommodate it. He stood between my outstretched legs, holding the toy so I could see it clearly, and take in every intimidating inch of its length and width. Then, just as I had began to tell myself that he was simply enjoying threatening me, and that he’d never actually use it, he pushed its tip to the edge of my pussy.


  The shock of the cold smooth metal against my burning skin was swiftly diminished by the stretching of my pussy walls, as without mercy, without giving me time to adjust to its two inch width, he rammed the phallus between my legs causing my muscles to cramp. I knew I was making it worse for myself by not relaxing my abdomen, but the tool was so heavy, so wide, that my mind refused to stop telling me just how full I was, and a weighty feeling of helplessness, pain and lingering want in the rest of my body ripped my last vestiges of my pride and concentration into a million pieces.


  Once totally inserted, with a cunning that would have made Machiavelli proud, the werewolf began to twist the dildo round in a slow circle, widening my channel until tears streaked my cheeks and the dribble that had gathered at the corners of my gag ran in rivers of drool.


  ‘I think you are ready now.’


  Ready for what? No sooner had I thought the question, than he slapped his palm against my pussy, jamming the dildo up further, making me scream into my gag, as he bent to squeeze my right teat, and simultaneously began to jerk the dildo in and out at speed.


  My body jacked, straining and pulling against my restraints, as I came in a third wave of uncontrollable lust, that sent such blinding colours through my head that I passed out.
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  When I came round I was no longer at home, but was sitting on a hard wooden chair in an unfamiliar room. My eyes took a while to adjust to the subdued light, and it was a minute or two before I realised that my mouth was free. I exercised my jaw muscles briefly, before trying to run. I failed. My legs were free, but my wrists remained bound, although this time they were fastened before my naked body with a strong metal chain, which was then looped through a ring that was attached to the wall.


  Instantly, I yanked at the bindings, only to hear a cacophony of laughter.


  ‘I told you she was feisty.’ The werewolf wasn’t alone, three others stood behind him. He came forward. ‘I think it would be polite to introduce you, but first I will explain to you where you are.’ Taking another step towards me, he gestured his arms liberally around the room, ‘this is where I train my fellow werewolves to resist and overcome vermin such as yourself.’


  I followed his gestures around the room, noticing for the first time that I was not the only one chained up. Two other vampires, one male, one female, both naked, were secured to rings further along the bare brick wall. Their eyes were wide, their bodies unashamedly yearning in my direction.


  ‘Here, we harden our fellow werewolves to the effects of silver, and teach them how to overcome the power of the vampire mind by using sex as a weapon, just like you do to the humans.’ He smiled, flashing his canines, which looked far more extant than I had previously seen them, ‘I think, like the two other assistants you see before you; you will learn to love your role here.’


  I said nothing, but pulled at the chain with increased determination.


  With infuriating patience, he waited until I sat still, his eyes shining with the thrill of control, ‘Let’s see how much you protest with a silver dick in your pussy, a woman’s mouth around your tits, and a man’s cock in-between those rose red lips shall we? Think about it. Sex on tap, a constant supply of blood, and the fun of a continual battle for supremacy with two of your own kind, ask yourself, is this truly prison? Or have I bought you to Vampire heaven?’


  I thought about it.


  He had a point.
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  Shivering against the frost covered branch. I wrapped the shawl tighter around my shoulders, thankful for the fleece, thick trousers and thermal gloves I’d had the foresight to put on. Ungainly in my bulky attire, I took comfort from the knowledge that buried beneath it all, lay an exquisite silk camisole and matching knickers. Their soft hidden presence made me feel even more secretive as I sat, silently hunched, in the bows of a giant oak tree. Waiting.


  New Years Eve. I should have been drinking, dancing and laughing with my friends, waiting for the strike of midnight, but I‘d cried off the party. I had to know if it was true.


  There’d been rumours for years. I’d grown up listening to them; always making sure I was within ear shot, but out of sight. Now, as the New Year approached, my skin glistened with damp air and anticipation, as my eyes searched the clearing below me for any signs of life.


  I glanced at my watch. 11.30pm. Disappointment crept over me. Maybe it was all some sort of weird joke. Perhaps I’d got the wrong place. Ten more minutes and I’d give it up.


  Faint at first, the eerie sound of a flute wafted through the trees. I pushed my back against the oak’s trunk and held my breath.


  Candle light and shadows flickered closer. A host of people were approaching the clearing. Twenty or so men and women, dressed in medieval costume, each wearing an ornate mask, each carrying a lantern, which they placed on the ground, forming a large well lit arena.


  A trio of musicians established themselves beneath an ice covered beech tree, and soon the strains of a lyre joined the flute, and hummed through the trees. I hardly dared move. The cold was beginning to defeat my coat and seep into my bones, but fear of discovery stopped me rubbing warmth into my limbs.


  They began to dance. Neat medieval dances in sets of 8 or 10, flaming candles passing between the performers, as they swirled and stepped in complex loops and patterns. There was a certain ritual about it. The women in rich gowns, with figure hugging bodices and flared skirts, overlaid with thick winter hooded cloaks, moved gracefully around the men in belted hose, felt tunics and hooded jackets. I wondered if I knew any of them, but my distance from the group, and the intricate masks they wore, kept each dancer anonymous.


  It was truly amazing, but my voyeuristic heart was disappointed. This was not the bacchanal sight that the urgent whispers and furtive knowing glances in the late night bars of the town promised. There had been mutters of ‘orgy,’ ‘uncontrollable lust’ ‘submission,’ and ‘willing debasement.’ All I could see was dancing.


  As I held my hands beneath my armpits, trying to defrost my circulation, the dancers took their places for another round. Forming two lines in the very centre of the clearing, men opposite women, they stood, waiting for the music to re-start.


  When it did, it was slower, more sensual. Then, suddenly, despite the freezing temperatures, the men moved forward, threw back their partner’s hoods, and with precision timing, pushed each heavy velvet cloak to the floor.


  I leaned forward slightly, anxious for a better view. The undressing continued. In perfect time to the dominating beat of a single skin drum, the men stepped behind the women and unbuttoned their dresses. I couldn’t contain a gasp as, with an extra loud bang of the drum, the line of gowns dropped to the floor, revealing some far from medieval underwear.


  I could feel my silk knickers stick to my pussy as my sex gushed, wetting me mercilessly. My desire to reach the sight before me was now desperate. I hungrily eyed the row of matching red tit harnesses, black stockings, red suspender belts and masks. My chest throbbed and my throat went dry, and although my brain registered that the women must be freezing, my body wanted to see more and really didn’t care.


  The music increased in tempo, as the men returned to their line before the women. Then, linking hands, the male dancers formed a ring, and slowly encircled the women, as if they were no longer partners in the game, but prey waiting to be stalked. The flute and lyre ceased, leaving just the reverberation of the solitary drum. Its relentless stroke felt like a cane rebounding against my flesh as, on each beat, the men took a step closer to the women.


  Transfixed by the delicious row of harnessed breasts, my mouth moistened as I imagined their taste; picturing myself taking each perked nib in turn between my lips. The combination of cold and extreme arousal had caused every nipple to pucker to attention, prepared for whatever the dance ordained.


  The men dropped their hoods back, and produced something that had been hooked beneath their tunics. I couldn’t see what they held at first, so I inched along to a narrower part of the branch. Holding on tightly lest I fall, I cursed the fact that I’d forgotten my binoculars, and was forced to risk exposure.


  Collars and leads. Bright red. As the men moved towards the women a shouted, hood muffled, order filled the air. ‘Kneel bitches!’ Without hesitation, every female knelt down on the hard, silver cold ground. The soft snap of clasps being fastened around slender necks was almost drowned out by my own heart thudding.


  I searched the clearing, but failed to see where the voice was coming from. My own frustration was rising. I needed to be touched almost as keenly as I imagined the dancers themselves did.


  The thud of the drum continued. I glanced at my watch.


  Four minutes until midnight.


  The women were still on their knees, but now the men were stripping. For the first time some of the timing was a little out, their urgency to reach the next stage of the evening overtaking the ritual at last. Tension hung in the frozen air as my breath quickened with the beat.


  A bell began to ring, and the anonymous voice boomed out, ‘One minute to the end and the beginning!’ A green velvet cloaked figure strode, seemingly from nowhere, into the very centre of the circle. Two branches of mistletoe were held above their head, which they rhythmically crashed together with each step. ‘Worship your Masters now as you will for the year ahead!’ Nothing stirred. It was as if, for a split second, time itself had frozen.


  Then the drum beat started again. It was counting down as the voice commanded.


  ‘Ten’- The women lowered their heads.


  ‘Nine’ - Pulling hard on the leads, each man dragged his slave to a space of their own.


  ‘Eight’- The women’s shivering bodies were moulded into their Master’s required position. Some remained on all fours, others lay face up, face down, stood, or were pushed roughly against a tree.


  ‘Seven’ - The candles were blown out. Panic rose within me. I forgot my silence and scrambled down the tree. I had to see.


  ‘Six’ - I hit the floor and crept as close as I dare, just in time to see the men kneeling upon the ground, offering up some whispered words to whoever it was these people worshipped.


  ‘Five’ - A rustle in the twigs to my left caused me to move backwards, my own hand pressed firmly over my mouth so my frosted breath didn’t give me away.


  ‘Four’ - I was on my knees in the middle of the circle, all eyes on my intrusive presence. My body shook with more than cold; fear; lust.


  ‘Three’ - I was quickly and roughly stripped down to my silk, the hungry eyes of the dancers filling my mind, body and soul.


  ‘Two’- The voice was next to me. Its shout of ‘Positions!’ echoed around the clearing as the men got closer to their women. I stood, shivering, watching.


  ‘One’ - A frenzy erupted around me as the patience of the dancers was rewarded with the impalement of stiff cocks into pussy’s, arses and mouths.


  ‘Happy New Year.’ The cloaked figure before me spoke softly now as I stared, wide eyed, at the orgy around me. A hand appeared from the velvet folds, a smooth female hand, which slid between my shaking legs. ‘Now my slave, step forward.’ Despite the gentle nature of her voice, there was no doubt it was a command, and I didn’t need telling twice. I was desperate to be enveloped in the warmth of her cloak. Desperate to be used, ordered, fucked. I pressed my body against her flawless bare chest, and buried my face into the long red hair which hung freely down her proud porcelain neck.


  I have no idea how long I stayed beneath the Mistress’s cloak. She kept me captive there, my eyes blinded to the debauchery around us by her naked flesh, leaving my tortured imagination to fill in the gaps between the groans, screams, sighs and moans that filled the clearing.


  The cold that had invaded my bones had melted away, and despite my lack of clothing, I began to sweat in her tight grasp. Engrossed by her intoxicating scent, I was taken by surprise when the noise all around us abruptly ceased. The arms that held me relaxed, and my warm haven was removed as the cloak dropped to the ground. My eyes blinked against the glare of candle light.


  As I focussed, I realised that the Mistress and I were surrounded; the centre point of a large circle, man, woman, man, woman; all now re-wrapped in their warm cloaks and clothes, each holding a lantern, watching me from the safety of their hidden faces.


  I began to shake as I wondered what would be expected of me. A signal from the Mistress to the circle caused a man to step forward. In his arms he carried a harness. My eyes flicked from it to the feet of my captor. I somehow knew that it would be a mistake to look her in the eye. No words were spoken as she removed the last vestiges of my under wear, leaving my goose pimpled skin to shake from cold and fear all over again.


  Unlike the women encircling us, my harness was green to match the Mistress’ cloak. The man pulled it over my chest, roughly handling my tits until they were squeezed through the tight loops of leather. I couldn’t prevent a cry of discomfort as my chest was yanked up as high as it could possibly go. Once satisfied that my breasts were safely trussed, the man returned to his place, a movement which seemed to act as a signal for the dancing to begin again.


  The music, softer now, and the graceful steps of the dancers, belied the night’s activities, but for my vulnerable presence, no sign of the last few minute’s excesses existed.


  The Mistress spoke to me, ‘You will be cold.’ It was neither a question nor an accusation, but simply a statement of fact. She signalled again, and a woman came forward carrying a wide leather belt which had two hoops hanging from it at the front and back. Securing it tightly around my waist, the woman retreated, her mask hiding all emotion, but her short intakes of breath giving her lecherous state away, as her partner came forward holding a strip of fur. It was about two inches wide and had a hook sewn into each end. My stomach lurched as I concentrated hard on not coming as the soft ticklish strap was pulled between my legs, and fastened to the belts hoops.


  The Mistress tested the fur pad that seemed to be warming, not just my pussy and arse, but my whole body, as the orgasm that had been threatening all evening teetered closer. First she ran her hands along its length, sticking the fur firmly to my juices, before she teased a single finger beneath the straps length.


  I have no idea how I contained the scream that was close to erupting from my throat, but the sharp note in her voice as she instructed someone to tighten my strap further, made me swallow it back and hold my breath. The nearest dancer complied with her wishes, pulling the fur so tight that it was almost sucked up into my body.


  ‘Kneel, my slave.’ The Mistress pressed me to the floor, and now I knew just how icy and uncomfortable the forest ground was as I crouched, submissive before her. Unhooking the velvet hood from her cloak, she wrapped it around her hand like a glove and silently began to stroke my already swollen tits.


  Tears began to gather in my eyes as the leather harness dug deeper into my breasts with every swipe of the cloth, causing my already tight nipples to harden to stone. My body began to shake as each brush of velvet shot shivers between my legs, forcing my clit to vibrate against the damp fur’s caress.


  Despite a voice at the back of my mind telling me that I probably had to ask permission before I came, I couldn’t hold off any longer, and in front of them all, I let out a cry of ecstasy and defeat. The visions of the night, and the agonisingly incredible sensations that coursed through me, were just too much. I sank to the ground, a quivering mass of relief.


  



  I was punished then. Before them all. By them all.


  This is how it should have been; how it should be.


  For now I am slave to the Mistress of the Dancers.
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  Kay Jaybee's ultra-sexy, smart erotica has earned her the title, Queen of Kink- check her out-www.kayjaybee.me.uk.


  K M Dylan

  The Future First Lady of France
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  An excerpt of First Lady, Book Three of the Cult of Beauty Series, which will be out in 2014. Checkherefor updates.


  The girl was looking down at me with an amused look in her eye, from under her loosely tied blindfold. I reached out and touched her pale pink nipple with the tip of my right index finger. The Duchess said, “You’re not supposed to touch it.” There was a loud snap and a log shifted in the roaring blaze. I obediently stepped away from the Fragonard masterpiece and went to check on the fire as another diversionary tactic. The painting of the saucy girl playing blind man’s bluff with a cute young guy tickling her with a piece of straw was my favorite piece in the astonishing art collection housed in the Goncourt chateau.


  The fireplace was so large I could stand in it and I am five feet ten inches in bare feet. If I put on heels and pile my long blonde tresses on my head, then I’m over six feet and still might fit. The mantel was made of a buttery stone that had rough grooves made by the stonecutters’ tools hundreds of years ago. In a chateau this luxurious, where the doors and ceilings were elaborately carved panels painted in cream with gold trim, and chandeliers glittered with a thousand points of light, you would think the stonework would be smooth and ornate. I poked at the flaming logs with a five-foot black iron poker that looked like a medieval weapon. You could kill someone with it if you wanted to.


  The Duchess cleared her throat to draw my attention back to her, away from the hypnotic flames, and patted the couch, indicating that I should come sit next to her. With her slightly bulging blue eyes, beaked nose and thin, lavender lips, the elderly woman’s face reminded me of a bird of prey. I was apprehensive. Our first meeting had been an unqualified disaster. I had run out of this same room during her son Daniel’s funeral reception to escape her unfounded accusations that I was to blame for his death—her shrill diatribe still rang in my ears, something along the lines of, “You fashion models act as if you are somebody special, but you are just a pretty face, nothing more... a piece of ass... You have not just wronged me, but our entire nation.”


  How had I wronged an entire nation? Well, the Duchess had hoped that Daniel would someday run for president of France. Instead he had died in a riptide off the coast of Long Island as a result of an idiotic challenge by my jealous so-called boyfriend Gavin who had found us together on the beach at dawn. I had not sensed that Daniel had presidential aspirations. He had seemed happy living in the U.S. and being a major private equity investor. But there was no point in bringing that up. It was moot. He was gone.


  Outside a gust of wind caused a wood shutter to bang and swirls of dead leaves skittered over the gravel. Winter had bared its teeth and my sun-drenched days of the previous summer in St Barths, St Tropez and the Hamptons were a distant radiant memory.


  As I settled on the couch next to her, the Duchess’ delicate mottled hand landed on mine like a sparrow looking for crumbs. Her skin was soft and dry like translucent parchment. Her eyes fluttered, suddenly losing focus. It meant she was about to say something important. Then her raptor eyes refocused and stared into mine, and I was suddenly a flailing rabbit in a falcon’s talons. "You must stop," she said.


  I nodded and smiled politely, but felt I could easily throw up. She was calling me out on what had happened on Victor’s yacht, The Lotus, the previous summer. She must have gotten word about the orgies. But I could not acknowledge that I understood what she was talking about. “What do you mean, grand-mère?” I answered as if I were a little dense. Now that I was engaged to her grandson, I was to call her grandmother. She had reluctantly decided to take me under her wing. Victor had chosen me for his wife-to-be, and her only real option was to accept it.


  She cleared her throat again and applied pressure to my hand with her delicate fingers, to impress on me how important it was that I listen. “It can't just be about you anymore, Katie. You will be a Goncourt, carrying our name. You will be responsible for protecting our culture, our people... France is going to depend on you. You must bear this mantle with dignity.”


  What had I gotten myself into? I kept nodding like a contrite schoolgirl, and said, “Of course, your Grace.” I had learned that’s the proper way to address a duke or duchess, and there was still more to learn. Her eyes became watery as she clasped my hand with both hands. “Don’t just yes me, young lady, I have been around a long time, and you cannot bullshit a bullshitter, as you say in the States.”


  I smiled as sweetly as I could, trying to convey that I was a changed person. A sweet, responsible, dignified young woman, worthy of her expectations. I kept my compunctions under a tight lid, and tried to push away thoughts such as, If I am to reform my ways and be ‘good,’ what about Victor? Will he be good too? Victor had proposed to me at dawn on a yacht in St Tropez after a very debauched orgy. That didn’t seem to reflect any real interest on his part in being “good.” Not in any conventional sense of the word.


  Second, I had all manner of insecurities. What if I’m not worthy or even capable of fulfilling the tremendous needs of being the wife of the president of France? I thought back to recent first ladies in the U.S.—Michele Obama, Laura Bush, Hilary Clinton—these were formidable women, not former models with a taste for luxury and perversion. On the other hand, Carla Bruni had been a first lady of France. She had once been a fashion model like me and had quite a past.


  Victor appeared at the double doors to the main sitting room we were in (or le grand salon, as they called it). He was gorgeous as ever, and looked great in a shiny black Moncler ski parka, a Paul Smith scarf of many colored stripes and motorcycle boots. There had just been a brief snow flurry and he still had a few flakes turning to water in his unruly, brown curls. “Grand-mère, I’m sorry to interrupt. Katie and I have an appointment at the Rambouillet city hall to sign some papers. Katie must become a French citizen if she is going to be First Lady of France.”


  Now that Daniel was gone, Victor was tapped to run for president by his ambitious grandmother. Their family had a long history of involvement with French politics, going back to when the first Duke had helped fund Louis XIII’s wars against the English in the 16th century. Their vast wealth grew during the industrial revolution as they had owned factories that made carriages, and then cars as modern times arrived. More recently, the family fortune had been managed by Daniel, Gilles (who was Victor’s dad and Daniel’s brother) and Victor. Their wealth and aristocratic roots had made them an important political dynasty.


  The Duchess let go of my hand and stood, dismissing me. “Go, Katie...” She waved me away. I quickly leaned towards her and kissed her cheek. It was a little moist. A tear had escaped her eye. What a complex woman she was. One minute stern and imperious, the next emotional and frail. She defied the stereotype of the shrewish, noblewoman with ice water in her veins. Or was it a tear of regret that her grandson had chosen an American girl with no ties to nobility and whose father had been a pilot for his wife? At least she couldn’t say I was after his money. I had just inherited a third of Daniel’s fortune, which was worth roughly three hundred million bucks in liquid assets, plus more in illiquid stuff like art and real estate (See book two of my memoirs—The Lotus—for details).
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  We got into Victor’s black Porsche and slowly wound our way through the chateau’s grounds as there were sheep grazing in the fields, some of which would occasionally wander across the driveway. “What was that all about?” He asked, glancing over at me with a wry smile. He knew his grandmother well, and had seen her holding my hands in a supplicant’s pose.


  I smiled back. “She asked me to be good.”


  “Really?” He pursed his lips, amused.


  “Not just good. Dignified. And elegant too, I think.”


  He laughed, more and more amused, exclaiming, “Of course, elegant. There’s nothing more important for representing France than chic and flair!”


  I crossed my arms and pouted, “She also said I cannot continue as I have been if I am to be the wife of the president of France. Victor, what does your grandmother know about me? Does she know about The Lotus, and what happened there? Do you tell her everything?”


  Victor gave me a mock-horrified look. “Are you crazy! Of course, not! But my grandmother knows things. I’ve always thought she should run an intelligence service as she has spies in all sorts of places, and I have never been able to figure out who they are.”


  I raised a skeptical eyebrow. “You proposed to me because I was once a good girl, and I’ve gone bad. Now you want me to be good again?”


  We reached the black wrought iron gates tipped with gold to the chateau’s grounds. They swung open automatically as we approached and Victor turned onto the main road. He gunned the engine and we went from zero to sixty in like three seconds and my heart was in my throat, and he said, “I proposed to you because you are you. I want you to be you. Ignore my grandmother, please...”


  I laughed, “Oh, that’ll work.”
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  A short while later I was a French citizen, and the sweet, somewhat bumbling Rambouillet city hall functionary with thinning hair shook my hand vigorously and congratulated me in French. I kissed him on both cheeks and thanked him, “Merci beaucoup, Monsieur Dupont de votre aide!” Victor felt it would be important to French voters that the candidate’s wife be a citizen of their country.


  We went back outside into the town square. Victor’s campaign manager had alerted the press that we would be there and so a group of photographers was waiting for us outside city hall. It was like being on the catwalk again as they clicked away and the flashes went off, and photographers would call out to us to look towards them. There was also a clutch of teenage girls who screamed and pleaded for my autograph. A number of them were holding old issues of Vogue and Glamour magazines with me on the cover. I stopped and took a few minutes to scribble my name on them. Victor waited patiently, smiling at the girls. Then he took my hand and walked me over to a fountain in the middle of the town square that had a statue of a goddess in a diaphanous gown pouring water out of an amphora on her shoulder. We kissed in front of the fountain as the photographers clicked away. After that the press was satisfied and Victor thanked them with a short speech, saying how thrilled he was to be engaged to me, and then we walked to a café bordering the square and had a glass of Champagne.
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  Back at the chateau I went up to our bedroom, got on my MacBook and did a search on Wikipedia for “President of France.”


  The President of the French Republic (French: Président de la République Française), is the head of state of France and supreme commander-in-chief of the French Armed Forces. The president of France is also the ex officio Co-Prince of Andorra, Grand Master of the Légion d'honneur and the Ordre national du Mérite and honorary proto-canon of the Basilica of St. John Lateran in Rome.


  What were all those titles, and did they matter? Would he expect me to do more than stand at his side and smile prettily at state functions? My life was about to change rapidly. My life had been so light-hearted in a way, personal tragedies such as losing my mom and Daniel aside. My responsibilities had been to myself, to the pursuit of my happiness and pleasure. Now, if Victor were indeed elected president, my life’s scope would encompass the future of a nation.


  Victor poked his head in the door to check on me, “ça va?” I nodded and said, “Come nap with me, mister president.” and patted the bed next to me. It was a lovely, 19th century four-post bed with an ornate mahogany frame, a lavender silk canopy, lots of pillows and a purple Missoni comforter. It was elegant, yet comfy.


  He shook his head, making a comical sad face, and walked over to kiss me. “I can’t, baby, I have a meeting with my strategy team in like five minutes. But I have a little surprise for you later.” This was going to be the story of my life for a while. What surprise did Victor have up his sleeve? I closed the laptop and drifted off into a deep sleep, snug and warm under my comforter, shielding my eyes against the pale winter light with a pillow.
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  I woke up in darkness. Disoriented. There was something over my eyes and I was being manhandled and I couldn’t move my left arm. Neither arm. Nor my legs. Someone was holding them and they were tying me to something. Spread-eagled. I had no idea where I was. I felt a sheet under me. Was I still in my bed?


  It must be Victor. He’s playing a game. That was my hope, but a twinge of deep-seated fear made my heart beat faster. “Victor, is that you? What happened to your strategy meeting?” Silence. “Victor? Come on, say something!”


  A harsh, robotic voice just a few inches from my ear said, “Don’t move, don’t fight, don’t scream, and we won’t hurt you.”


  I heard the soft sound of scissors being tested, the friction of the blades sliding against each other, then clicking shut. Oh, fuck... The fear was burgeoning in my guts. What if this was for real? The robotic voice was terrifying and I was completely at their mercy.


  I felt the cold metal of the blunt part of a scissor blade slide across my lower belly and I whimpered, “This isn’t funny, whoever you are! Let me go and we’ll forget this happened.” I heard a snort. The sound made me even more scared... It reminded me of the serial killer’s amused snort in Silence of the Lambs. The steel blade slid up my stomach, slicing through my thin, ribbed tank-top. Someone grabbed a flap and yanked the shorn garment off of me.


  The robotic voice said, “What do you think guys, do we let her go? I bet the Goncourt family would let us have this castle in exchange for her life?”


  Relief flooded through me and I relaxed a little. This was a prank. A real kidnapper or terrorist wouldn’t have said that. And he said “This castle,” which meant we were still in the chateau. I let out a deep breath. “Okay, very funny, whoever you are. Can you take off the blindfold now?”


  I felt something wet and soft graze my right nipple. A tongue. Whose tongue? It had to be Victor... With some friends! There were at least three of them to have been able to hold me down and tie me up so quickly. Next the blade slid on my inner thigh and I felt a tug on my thong as the scissors sliced through it with a loud click. Another yank and my thong was removed and I was stark naked, blindfolded and spread-eagled on a bed. Who was it?!? The uncertainty of who had me in their power, combined with my absolute vulnerability, was driving me crazy.


  I mewled, “Who are you? Come on, guys... Victor, please speak normally!”


  The robotic voice spoke. “Not a chance, sweetheart. We will have our way with you and there is nothing you can do about it.” I sighed and let myself relax and enjoy this sensation of helplessness.


  A mouth kissed me and inserted a tongue in my mouth. I didn’t resist. I parted my lips and let the tongue in. It was a woman. This was not a man’s kiss. It was too soft and sensual. Ahhhh... I giggled and whispered, “Natasha.”


  Someone pulled the blindfold off and I had trouble seeing for a moment as my eyes had to adjust from the darkness. Natasha’s face was hovering just a few inches from mine. “Hey baby,” she murmured. “Nat, what are you doing here?” Then I noticed Emily and Caroline were standing behind her, grinning. “And you guys, too? What?” Natasha and the other two girls jumped on my bed kicking off their shoes.


  Natasha laughed at my wide-eyed bewilderment, “Victor sent the Gulfstream over. You need a dress and a bachelorette party.” Emily said, “We’re in charge of both. You just do as your told, girl.” Caroline piped in, “Fasten your seatbelts, Katie...”


  I looked around at their faces, my heart beating a little faster, so happy that my friends had magically appeared. I loved Victor, and life at the Chateau was a very privileged experience, but I had been feeling a little homesick and isolated.


  “Um, can you untie me now?” Natasha shook her head. “Not a chance.”


  I squirmed, pulling on my arms and legs, testing how well they had bound me. They had used men’s ties—probably taken from Victor’s closet. My blindfold was a black and crimson silk Hermès scarf with gold horse bits on it.


  “And what’s our plan?”


  Caroline got that wicked gleam in her eye that I had seen when things were about to get crazy. “It’s pretty simple. Tomorrow we head into Paris and we shop and we party. You’re like growing old and getting boring by the second in this dusty old castle.” Caroline was wearing a sub’s collar. A Hermès dog collar in fact. She was still Natasha’s sex slave. I was so happy that our former animosity had evaporated with the inheritance issues around Daniel’s estate resolved. Caroline and I could be friends again.


  I frowned at her, “Oh, thanks, Caroline. I’m only a year older than you, prune face.” In fact, Caroline looked beautiful as ever with her golden blonde mane, perfect skin and preppy style.


  She kneeled over me and ran a finger playfully up my thigh, teasing me, “I bet your idea of a good time is playing bridge with grandma! When’s the last time you really had fun? Was it when she asked you to join her in pruning her collection of orchids? It’s world famous, you know...”


  Natasha gave Emily a signal. She was a very pretty Chinese girl with a perfectly proportioned lithe body, long lustrous black hair, and beautiful alabaster skin who had been Daniel’s masseuse and had become my friend and occasional lover. Emily pulled off the blue and white striped Jersey dress she was wearing and kneeled between my legs. These girls meant business. While Nat softly pulled on one of my nipples between her index and thumb, Emily leaned forward and licked my shaved, moistening peach slowly a few times, finishing with long strokes of her tongue on my clit. She stopped for a moment allowing me to focus on the delicious warmth spreading within me. My juices were beginning to flow and I let out a little mewl, wanting more. These girls were so bad.


  Emily looked up at me, mischievously as she continued to tease my sensitive pussy with her finger, “We’re going to make you scream, Katie.... Don’t fight it.” And with that, she lowered her mouth to my clit and sucked on it, massaging it with her agile tongue, while inserting two fingers in me.


  Oh, my, this was a nice surprise. I would have to keep it down, though. I did not want word getting back to the Duchess what was going on in this room! An orgasm began to build deep inside of me, its feverish warmth spreading throughout my body.


  Caroline and Natasha quickly shrugged off the clothes they had worn for the trip over: Michael Kors white skinny jeans and a turquoise scoop neck sweater for Caroline, and leather leggings and a Rag & Bone t-shirt for Natasha. Once naked, Natasha opened Emily’s Tumi case she had brought along and took out a large black strap-on dildo. She strapped it on with Caroline’s help in no time. Oh, my.


  I protested, “Guys, we can’t do this here! We’re going to get in trouble.”


  Natasha smirked as she poured Astroglide onto her large fake cock. Natasha was intensely beautiful. She was the number one supermodel in the world, in fact, with her long brown wavy hair, amazing cheekbones, large, well-spaced almond eyes and a perfect, luscious mouth. She was even more perverse than she was pretty.


  Natasha looked over at Caroline, “Slave, put a pillow under Katie’s ass. This is how we kick off a bachelorette weekend, bitch.” She smirked as she got on her knees between my legs as Caroline put a pillow under my ass. OMG, these girls were so bad, and so good at unleashing my inner bad girl!


  Natasha was just leaning forward to lie on me and enter me with her artificial cock when there was suddenly a loud knock on the door.


  Huh? Who could that be?? We froze on the bed as if we were playing a game of “Simon Says.”


  “Who is there?” I croaked.


  My heart skipped a beat as I head the Duchess’ voice, “Katie, can I speak with you?”


  The old, burnished brass knob turned. I hadn’t locked the door.


  Shit. Shit. Shit.


  Natasha grabbed my comforter that was lying on the ground and dived on the bed, covering us with it, and Emily piled in behind her. It was a bit awkward as I was still tied up. Caroline ran into my closet.


  The Duchess walked into the room with Victor and took us in—Natasha and Emily squirming in my bed—frantically trying to cover our naked bodies with the comforter. There was no hiding my bound hands and the large tent in the covers where Natasha’s strap on dildo was sticking up.


  Busted.


  I had not felt this mortified and guilty since my mother caught me smoking pot with my boyfriend in our back yard when I was in high school. I had been grounded for a month.


  The Duchess was at a loss for words for a moment, looking back and forth between Victor who was trying not to grin and our shame-faced party in the bed. The Duchess was not amused. “Victor, this isn’t funny. I just had a very serious conversation with Katie that she needs to start behaving sensibly. This is not conduct befitting a future first lady of France, my dear. It won’t do.”


  I wasn’t sure if the last comment was directed at Victor or at me, so I mumbled, “Yes, your Grace, I know... It’s not my fault. I was just taking a nap and my friends decided to play a joke on me...”


  The Duchess snorted. “Not your fault, really? And who are these wanton sirens drawing you into debauchery against your will?” She peered at Natasha. “I know you from somewhere. Have we met young lady?” I nodded, “You’ve seen her on the cover of Vogue dozens of times, grand-mère... This is my friend Natasha. And this is Emily. They just arrived from New York to help me with wedding dress shopping.” Both Emily and Natasha waved, and Natasha smiled sweetly and said, “Pleased to meet you, your Grace.”


  Victor took the Duchess’ elbow. “Why don’t we have our strategy session in a little while, grand-mère. I think this is all very innocent and they were just gossiping and getting ready for a nap.” The old lady glared at him imperiously. “Don’t play me for a fool, Victor. And Katie needs to clean up her act if you want to win your campaign. The paparazzi are ruthless and will destroy you if they can. You know that...”


  Suddenly there was a loud crash in the closet, and I could hear that a shelf had fallen, along with several pairs of my shoes. The Duchess arched an eyebrow. “And who is in there? The gardener, I suppose?” She went to the closet and opened it and Caroline stepped out, naked, trying to cover her pussy with her hands, one crossed over the other. The Duchess’ eyes widened, “Caroline? What in the world are you doing here?” Caroline spotted her sweater on the floor and darted to pick it up and shrug it back on and tried to explain herself. “Um, I was looking for a t-shirt, your Grace. To wear during our nap. It’s a tradition we have. We nap together.”


  The Duchess took a few strides over to the bed, and grabbing the edge of the comforter, yanked it off the bed, revealing our naked bodies. Emily tried to cover up her breasts and pussy with her hands, I was still bound and spread-eagled, unable to move, and Natasha lay there with her black dildo sticking up from her crotch. The Duchess glared at us. Was there also a perverse curiosity at work here in her angry demonstrations? There may have been.


  She pointed at the strap-on. “Oh, please. The evidence of your degenerate games is plain to see here. Take that lewd implement off, young lady! I don’t care how famous or rich you might be, this is not some red light district brothel.” Natasha was blushing at this point, and she slid out of bed and began unstrapping the dildo. I had never, ever, seen Natasha blush or feel embarrassed. Ever.


  The Duchess continued her lecture. “I’m disappointed that you would lie to me like this, Caroline. The fact that you would deceive me is even worse than these wicked games you all are up to. And stupid. Do you not think I can see through them? You are all a disgrace! If it were up to me, these girls here would be banished from your lives as they are clearly a bad influence.”


  My friends hung their heads like naughty teenagers facing the school principal after getting caught defacing school property, and I would have if I could. She turned to Victor and pointed a bony, accusatory finger at me. It was shaking she was so angry. “This is the woman you think is going to help you become president? Really, Victor?”


  Once again, Victor tried to usher his grandmother out of the room, taking her arm and guiding her to the door. “Okay, grand-mère. I think they heard you loud and clear. We’re going to make some changes around here.” He turned to me. “Darling, we have an emergency, we need you downstairs dressed for tea with a potential ally. He will be arriving with his wife in about forty minutes. Grand-mère wanted to have a brief strategy session before they arrive. His name is Michel Leval and he is the mayor of Bordeaux. He could be key.” I nodded and said, “Of course. I’ll be right down.” And with that they left. I could hear the Duchess grumbling to Victor all the way down the hall.


  Emily and Caroline began to untie me. Natasha found her t-shirt on the floor and shrugged it on. She made a funny face, like she had just seen a ghost or something, and whispered, “Wow, I thought I was a bitch.”


  “Tell me about it.” I got up from my bed and went into my closet to find an appropriate outfit. I needed something proper and chic that would appeal to her Grace. I slipped on a black La Perla demi bra and thong, and chose a classic-looking navy Ralph Lauren dress with gold buttons. I put on some Chanel ballet flats with it and a long string of pearls. The final touch was putting my hair up in bun with a tortoise-shell clip. Very chic. I turned to look at my friends who were also getting dressed. We were all feeling a little sheepish. “It might be better if you guys stay in Paris tonight and I’ll come see you there tomorrow. What’s the program, anyway?”


  Emily picked up her iPhone and pressed the screen to check her calendar. “We’re meeting at three at the Hotel de Crillon.” Natasha interjected, “And then we’re throwing you a bachelorette party. Didn’t Victor tell you? We worked this out with him weeks ago. He sent his jet to pick us up and everything.”


  He is so thoughtful sometimes! He knew I would want to see my friends... I sighed, “He must have forgotten. Between the wedding and running for president, he’s in ten places all the time. That sounds great, but you heard the Duchess. We can’t do anything too crazy. I have to clean up my act.”


  All three girls nodded and came over to hug me. Natasha declared, “Of course, Katie. We’ll just have tea and crumpets and watch romantic comedies on pay per view. How does that sound?”


  I kissed each of them on both cheeks, French style. “Perfect.”
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  I found Victor and the Duchess sitting in the grand salon, waiting for our guest to arrive. They informed me that this tea was a political strategy meeting. As mayor of Bordeaux, Michel Leval was very influential in France’s social democrat party and had been negotiating with Victor about his role in the new government if he were to come out as an early supporter for Victor’s campaign (who was more center right, but willing to accommodate some center left policies).


  The Duchess whispered in my ear that we had a very rare first edition Michel de Montaigne book in the Chateau’s library and that I should show it to him as Montaigne had also been mayor of Bordeaux a few centuries earlier. I saw immediately where this was going. Well, fine. I would show her that I could be useful. I had learned a lot about being a hostess from her son Daniel—it had been my first and only instance of using my looks, fame and sex to help advance a major financial deal. I had a feeling the Duchess and Victor were hoping I might similarly help sway Michel to come on board.


  We didn’t have to wait very long before we heard the front door bell and minutes later the majordomo (a British import named Martin, who had worked for the royal family) brought them in. Michel Leval was a big, gregarious man in his forties, with a ruddy complexion from drinking too much of his famed local beverage and a big toothy grin. I liked him. An unpretentious pol with large appetites—pressing the flesh, courting women, indulging in wine and French delicacies—he loved it all—sort of like a French Bill Clinton. His wife, Melanie, was a sweet country-girl type with rosy cheeks and an old-fashioned bouffant hair do, and about the same age as her husband. She had grown up on a farm in Languedoc, but then moved up in the world and become more sophisticated as her husband climbed the rungs of French politics.


  Martin and the cook, Yvonne, served us a beautiful tea, replete with homemade lemon tart and chocolate éclairs from the local bakery. We sat by the fire for almost an hour as the men discussed the intricacies of the incipient campaign and the Duchess and I exchanged pleasantries with Melanie. After we had finished our tea, the Duchess suggested she take Melanie to her greenhouse so she could see her world-famous orchid collection. Melanie jumped up from her seat, thrilled. She too loved flowers. As they left, Victor’s cell phone rang and he apologized to us, “Sorry, I have to take this. Katie, why don’t you serve Michel a little aperitif in the library?” I looked over at Michel, “I hear you like books, shall we repair to the library?” He nodded, “Lead the way, mademoiselle.”


  We stood and he followed me through the paneled cream and gold double doors into the library while Victor slipped out into the foyer to conduct his call in privacy. The call had been timed strategically of course. The library was magnificent, with lilac damask fabric on the walls, crimson velvet curtains fringed in gold in the windows, intricately carved panels of cream and gold in the ceiling, and two levels with a balcony housing a world-class collection of twenty thousand or so books. There was also a bar in one corner and I pointed to it. “What is your pleasure, Michel? I think I’m in the mood for a cognac.” He was staring around at the books, and grinned. “Cognac is perfect for a wintry day, it warms the blood and puts fire in your belly.” As he said those last two words he looked at me pointedly, underscoring his innuendo with a conspiratorial, knowing look. I poured us each Courvoisier from a Lalique crystal decanter into snifters and heard him gasp as he noticed an old, leather-bound volume on a table.


  “No! This is incredible.”


  I handed him the glowing amber drink and peered at the book he was holding. It was Essays by Michel de Montaigne. It appeared to be an early edition, or even perhaps a first edition. The Duchess had strategically left it out.


  I cooed, “I love Montaigne. He’s my favorite philosopher.”


  Michel put it on the table and flipped a few pages in awe. “A first edition. My god.”


  I smiled at his boyish excitement and stood next to him and pointed at a phrase I recognized from having read Montaigne in college. I read it out loud, “I have never seen a greater monster or miracle than myself.” I touched his hand with my fingers. “Isn’t he wonderful? You are his direct descendant: also a mayor of Bordeaux, named Michel, all that’s left is for you to write a book like his. I’m a writer you know, I could be your ghost writer.”


  He turned to look at me and sipped his drink after breathing in its fumes for a moment. He was flattered to be compared to Montaigne and curious too. “What have you written?”


  “I have started on my memoirs. They’re quite erotic, which is not to everyone’s taste.”


  He gave me a hungry look and took my hand and kissed my fingers and murmured, “I adore erotic books. Particularly when they’re written by a beauty like you.” The kiss was a very French gesture, and the feel of his lips lingering on my hand turned me on. Power is sexy, and Michel understood that. He knew how to make a girl feel beautiful and desired.


  I sipped my cognac, eyeing him over the edge of my snifter, teasing him with my glance, then turned on my heel and indicated he should follow me. “Come. I have something special to show you. Something quite secret.”


  I pushed a hidden button on one of the bookcases and it slid to the side to reveal a small room. I flipped a light switch and he exclaimed, “Oh, my god!” It was a secret room that had been built as a temple to erotica. An impressive collection of erotic books from throughout the centuries lined the shelves. Paintings and prints of erotic scenes lined the walls—he went up to a beautiful and saucy illustration of a Marquis de Sade novel, Philosophie dans Le Boudoir, peered at it closely and then looked at me. Eyes wide, he murmured, “I had heard this collection existed. It’s incredible.”


  There was a small paragraph by the Marquis inscribed on the illustration. I pointed to it and said, “This could be my motto.” It read, Madame de Saint-Ange: I have discovered that when it is a question of someone like me, born for libertinage, it is useless to think of imposing limits or restraints upon oneself—impetuous desires immediately sweep them away.


  I put my drink down and approached him from behind as he opened an illustrated first edition of The Anti Justine by Nicolas-Edmé Restif de la Bretonne. There were beautifully hand-tinted engravings of girls making love to girls, of girls getting fucked from behind by men with rampant cocks and wild orgies. Michel murmured, “My God. Thank you for showing this to me.” I leaned in closer and whispered in his ear, while snaking my hand around his hips to reach for his zipper. “Michel, you are very welcome. Victor can be very generous with his friends and supporters, as you know...” Michel turned his head and kissed me, forcing my mouth open with his tongue. I slipped my fingers in his pants and touched the shaft of his hard cock trapped inside.


  With a growl Michel turned and picked me up and dropped me on a black leather couch that was in this erotic sanctum for this very purpose. I sat up and undid his belt and pants while he shrugged off his blazer. I yanked his boxers down, releasing his rampant penis with a large girth. Wrapping both of my hands around its shaft, I took its purple head in my mouth. He stared down at me wide-eyed, his pupils dilated, his breathing heavy as he began to move his hips. I guided his cock into my mouth, letting it slide as deep into my throat as I could handle, which was maybe about half of it. I slipped the fingers of my right hand under his balls, and caressed him there, pressing on his prostate.


  My clandestine lover groaned as I bobbed my head so that his cock was sliding between my lips, being careful not to scrape him with my teeth. I pulled off him as a I felt a spasm in his groin, a tendril of pre-cum and spit stretching from my lip to his cockhead. I leaned forward and swirled my tongue around the glistening helmet, mopping up the juice and then he placed his hands on either side of my head and thrust his hips forward so that his cock plunged down my throat again.


  God, I love sucking cock, I thought. My session with Natasha, Caroline and Emily earlier in the day had made me so horny, and the maelstrom of desire it had triggered in me was still churning deep in me, waiting for release. I was craving sexual pleasure and enjoying the illicit nature of the situation.


  I lowered the hand that was tickling Michel’s balls, and proceeded to pull up my dress and stuffed my fingers down the front of my thong to caress myself. It was not easy to do this while staying focused on the throbbing cock fucking my mouth. But my pussy demanded to be touched. I was on fire with lust and desperate to be fucked. I was just about to pull my head off him and reach for a condom from the array of sex accessories and condoms on a nearby table so that he could take me, when Michel could hold back no longer. He pulled out of my mouth, and taking hold of his cock with his right hand, stroked it a few more times, let out a groan, grimacing as the orgasm overtook him, and shot warm jets of cum onto my nose, lips and chin. He shoved the spurting cock into my mouth again and I felt the remaining rivulets of cum slide onto my tongue and down my throat. I placed my hands on his ass and ever so softly cleaned his softening member with my tongue. He stared down at me in awe as I laved his cock with my cum-coated mouth.


  He whispered, “Thank you. No woman more beautiful has ever graced my penis with her lips! And with such talent and enthusiasm to boot.” He smirked as he said that last bit.


  “You’re very welcome, Michel. It was my pleasure. Truly.” I smiled and stood, adjusting my thong back into place and smoothing the front of my dress down again. I wiped my face with the back of my hand, but I needed to get to a bathroom to properly clean up. We grabbed our cognacs and stepped back into the main library and I slid the secret bookcase door back into place. It locked with a quiet click. I had nowhere to wipe my sticky hand, I was not about to do so on my navy dress (hello, Monica Lewinsky!), so I tried to discreetly lick it clean as we made our way back to our sitting area.


  Victor came into the library with a sly smile on his face. “Oh, good. You got yourself some drinks. I’ll have one too.”


  As Victor poured the golden liquor into a snifter, Michel picked up the Montaigne first edition that elicited his first moment of rapture of the afternoon. “Victor, I am very jealous that you have a first edition of the Essays.”


  Victor sipped his cognac and came over to Michel and took the ancient volume from him. He held it to his nose. “I love the smell of old books. It smells of history.”


  Michel patted Victor on the back. “Victor, you are a man after my own heart and I won’t beat around the bush any longer. You have my support in this election. Tell me what to do when you need me to do it and consider it done.”


  Victor grinned, elated. Michel’s support would bring a huge tranche of voters, particularly of the hard-to-sway working class and country people with him. “I’ll go find the others and let you two have a moment,” I said, and slipped out into the main sitting room. I needed to get to the bathroom to make sure I hadn’t missed any tell-tale evidence of our tryst. I heard Victor ask, “Michel, what would you say to being my prime minister?”


  I paused at the door and looked back at the two men who were now standing in front of the French doors that let out onto the garden. Their handsome, powerful silhouettes were framed by the plush red drapes fringed with gold. Michel put his hand on Victor’s shoulder and said, “Goncourt, I would be honored.” Victor held out the tome he was holding. “As a token of thanks and respect, and to seal this pact, I want to gift you this first edition Montaigne.”


  Michel was speechless, and took the book with both hands. It was a hell of a gift. Then he threw an arm around Victor and said, emotion choking him up, “Victor, what can I say? This is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.”


  At that moment I saw the Duchess and Michel’s wife, Melanie, entering the salon from the other end of the large room, back from their excursion in the greenhouse. I met them in the sitting area by the fireplace and the Duchess swooped on me like a hawk and peered at me, and said reproachfully, “Katie, you have something on your cheek... Here, darling.” She picked up a napkin from the coffee table and wiped my cheek with it. Did she know its true nature? I struggled to not laugh out loud as we sat and chatted about orchids while waiting for the men to conclude their business in the library. I was now a political operative. A very successful one.
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  The next day I asked Victor to arrange for our driver, Antoine, to drive me into Paris for my bachelorette party. Victor walked me out to the Rolls and threw my Vuitton duffel into the trunk before kissing me goodbye.


  As his lips left mine, leaving me tingling, he smiled. “Behave yourself. You know grand-mère has eyes everywhere... Especially at the Hotel de Crillon.”


  I crossed my arms, half-closed my eyes menacingly and lifted my chin defiantly. “Grand-mère can’t have it both ways. I know she was expecting me to use my charms on that mayor. So I should be bad when it suits her needs, and then be required to be good at all other times?”


  Victor snorted and nodded. “You have a point, honey. Just don’t be too, too bad, okay?” He kissed my neck, in my weak spot, and I almost grabbed his hand to drag him inside for a quickie. Victor’s sex appeal was monstrously strong. But he slapped my ass indicating I should get in the car. I gave him another peck on the lips and jumped in and I was off to the city to submit to my friends’ nefarious plans.


  [image: div]



  I called Natasha’s cell as we pulled into the Place de la Concorde. We circled the obelisk that Napoleon had brought back from Egypt and coasted into a spot in front of the majestic hotel that had once been a duke’s palace. Moments later my posse was traipsing out the door that was held open by a Crillon porter in a smart gold-buttoned uniform.


  As they clambered onto the cream leather seat next to me, I asked, “So where are we going, bitches?”


  Natasha smiled an enigmatic smile, “To look at your wedding dress.”


  The other two smiled and nodded like they knew something I didn’t. What did they have up their sleeve?


  Natasha leaned over the front seat and whispered an address to Antoine. The Rolls pulled into traffic and we took a quick right on the Avenue des Champs-Élysées. In no time we were pulling up in front of Dior on the Avenue Montaigne. Montaigne again? It was a strange coincidence. I made a mental note to myself to re-read his Essays.


  “What are we doing at Dior? We talked about this, Nat... I want Elie Saab to do my dress!”


  She put her index finger on my lips to shut me up. “Hush, now, my little darling. We found another dress we want to show you. Just be quiet and do as you’re told.”


  Antoine held the door open as we tumbled out and the girls and I followed Natasha into Dior’s headquarters. Caroline and Emily flanked me as if they were sheep dogs guarding their flock. There were whispers among the staff as we entered the Dior offices, in the same building in which the original designer had established his “House of Dior” in the fifties. It was classic, elegant Parisian architecture, with white limestone and marble and black wrought iron railings in the grand staircase leading to the offices and showrooms. The walls were covered in a pearlescent grey wallpaper and there were shimmering, silk drapes everywhere. Staffers stopped and stared as our little group made our way up the stairs to a private room led by a pretty young intern who had been waiting for us at the security desk. My heart was beating a little faster, and I thought, what the hell are you up to, Nat?


  When we arrived at the second floor landing, we went down a hallway lined with racks of Dior Couture pieces with tags on them. These were from the new collection and being shipped to the top fashion magazines for editorial shoots on the coming season. We stopped at a door and the intern paused before she opened door, and checked with Natasha for permission to proceed. “Shall I?”


  What is with all the drama?


  Natasha took a Hermès scarf out of her Bottega Veneta handbag and handed it to Emily. “Emily, please put a blindfold on Katie.” I protested, “Come on, guys. This is silly.” It was Caroline’s turn to put her index finger on my lips, shutting me up. “Now, now, Katie. It’s just a little special something, and we don’t want to ruin the surprise now, do we?”


  I whimpered, “No....” But I was becoming very impatient.


  Emily rolled the Hermès scarf into a two-inch strip and tied it around my eyes. She knew what she was doing, and there was no fumbling or awkwardness. In moments the silk blindfold was tied around my head and I was in darkness. The silk felt cool and soothing against my temples and cheeks. Hermès scarves do that. It’s an almost supernatural quality they have. My mother had dozens and dozens of them.


  I heard a little squeak as the door swung open, and I felt hands guiding me into a room. We walked a few paces and the hands stopped me and then turned me around, presumably to face the wedding dress I was about to see. My girls were crazy. So much fuss about a dress. We would probably end up looking at hundreds of them before this was all over.


  I heard a little whispering and the door closed. Did Natasha, Caroline and Emily leave? It seemed like it. Who was in the room then? I could sense I was not alone. “Can I take the blindfold off now, guys?” I started to reach up to remove it, but a hand took hold of my wrist and stopped me. Then I felt lips press on mine. Whoever it was gave me a long, soft kiss. A tongue briefly grazed my lips. I pulled my head back and stuttered, a little nervously, “Who? What?”


  A hand pushed the blindfold up onto my forehead and I gasped.


  I was staring into Gavin’s blue gray eyes. They were pools of emotion, tears forming there.


  “Hello, Katie.”


  I flung my arms around him and buried my face in his neck. I loved his smell. His warmth. His unruly blonde curls. His arms wrapped around my waist, and I could barely speak for fear that I might cry. I managed to croak, “Oh, Gavin. What are you doing here?”


  He pulled away from me, wiping the tears off my cheeks with his thumb.


  “I made you a dress.” He stepped aside, and there, on a mannequin, was the most beautiful wedding dress I had ever seen. Strapless, with a stunning bustier sheathed in white shantung silk, and glittering with thousands of tear-drop crystals. It took my breath away. I looked over at Gavin, tears streaming down my cheeks again and took his hand and pressed it against my chest.


  I whispered, “It’s stunning. Thank you. God, I missed you...”


  As he kissed me again, and I allowed myself to surrender to its delicious passion, an image formed in my mind: I was like a trapeze artist in a circus, doing somersaults high in the air, flying back and forth between Victor on one swing and Gavin on another. I just hoped I would not end up falling to the ground, in the circus ring far down below, where there was no net to cushion my fall.


  He murmured, “I can’t let you marry that man, Katie. I want you to wear this dress and marry me. I’m the one who will make you happy.”


  Oh, dear.
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  'The Future First Lady of France' is the beginning of 'First Lady', book three in the 'Cult of Beauty' series after'Cult of Beauty: the Secret Life of a Supermodel'and'The Lotus'.
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  Kate Parkinson awoke in the morning darkness, her head heavy with the residual fog of excess alcohol from the night before and reached out from beneath her duvet for her alarm radio. Her hand fumbled blindly for the button to forestall its noisy buzzer. The radio broke its silence, her arm returned to the comforting warmth beneath the covers, as soothing strains of J S Bach’s Concerto No 6 in B flat spilled out into the cold room. Unwilling to move just yet, she allowed the music to work its magic on her soul and delay her inevitable rise for a few more precious minutes. Slowly, reluctantly, she composed her thoughts and braced herself for the coming day.


  Her mobile buzzed noisily next to her radio. After several rings of its insistent persistent tone she roused herself unwillingly from her doze. Reaching for it she read the display and smiled as she realized it was her friend Adrianne calling. Tucking herself back beneath the covers she answered.


  “Morning, honey.”


  “Hiya, babe, you had your one handed date yet?” Her friend’s cheerful tone at such a godforsaken hour defied all the known laws of the universe.


  “Don’t be crude,” she smiled.


  “Are you thinking of hot cock in your mouth?”


  “No,” she smiled as the thought crystallised in her imagination.


  “You are.”


  “Only because you put that thought there.”


  “Is it thick and tasty?”


  “Adrianne,” warned Kate, though she could not suppress a chuckle.


  “With lovely ridges to run your tongue along?”


  “You get worse, you know that?”


  “Maybe. Thinking of licking that lovely velvet purple head?”


  “Oh stop it, Adrianne! You are incorrigible!” Teasing laughter in her ear made her own smile grow.


  “Well did you suck him off last night?”


  “I most certainly did not! I left him outside where he belonged. His hands were all over me, like some sort of priapic octopus. The creep.”


  “I thought you liked him?”


  “Lecherous bastard, he just wanted a blow job. He couldn’t even remember my name.”


  “No way! I thought he was okay. The bastard.”


  “The only things I get at Christmas are ogling eyes, wandering hands and mistletoe being dangled by some tosser who thinks hanging his cock out of his fly is going to get me on my knees.”


  “He did that?”


  “Yes.”


  “What an arsehole,” commiserated Adrianne. There was a pregnant pause.


  “What?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Come on Adrianne. I know you too well now. What is it?”


  “You are coming to the New Year party tomorrow night aren’t you?”


  “Do I have to?”


  “When the boss says come...”


  “I know...Do you think Elizabeth would mind if—”


  “You said you would. Come on it’ll be fun. We’ll have a laugh and some drinks and bring in the New Year together. Sharing is what we do best, hon! Look ignore your crap date yesterday. There’ll be no ogling, no groping and no inappropriate propositions, I promise you. This will be pure fun!”


  “Fun? Like ‘crocodile clips on my nipples’ fun?”


  “Only if you want it that way, honey. Look, I know you hate parties...”


  “Yes.”


  “And I know you’re a dried up crusty old fart who hates Christmas...”


  “Yes. You’re not selling this well, hon.”


  “But I really want to go to this party and I don’t want to go on my own. Don’t let the Accounts Support Team down.”


  “That’s just us.”


  “I know. Please,” pleaded Adrianne.


  “Okay...I’ll come,” she said reluctantly.


  Her friend squealed excitedly down the line and began to laugh. It was an infectious laugh that always made Kate feel warm inside. “It’ll be fun, I promise you. See you at nine.”


  Determined to spend as much of the day the day in bed she rolled over, embraced her pillow and let her mind wander. Breathing slowly, she relaxed into the music and allowed her hand to caress the smooth skin of her neck with slow teasing touches of her finger pads before caressing the line of her clavicle and slipping her other hand inside her pyjama top to circle a hardening nipple with her thumb. Moist slick heat ignited between her legs and her breathing deepened as her fingers began to send electric shivers across her skin.


  She shut her eyes and allowed her fingers to tease at her nipple, pulling, tweaking and flicking it to a turgid point while her other hand slid down her trim belly to rest on her trimmed mons, her index slotting neatly into her warming groove.


  In her mind’s eye, her employer, the delectable Elizabeth Dover, was at her desk in her office, her commanding presence effortlessly dominating the room. Warm hearted, with a kind face and alert steel grey eyes that missed nothing, she was a comely woman in her early fifties and Kate admired her for the fact that she had decided to age gracefully. Her thick greying hair arranged in her customary chignon and her skin glowed in the sunlight that streamed through the office window. The top three buttons of her white blouse were loosened to counter the humid warmth that always stifled the office at this time of year and exposed the tanned swell of her cleavage. Small beads of perspiration dappled her skin as if inviting a willing tongue to lick them, to taste them...to revel in their glistening saline presence.


  Her imaginary self approached her with her morning cup of espresso, her gaze met the piercing eyes that she wanted to dive into, when her ankle abruptly gave way. As she stumbled, the demitasse tumbled from its saucer, spilling its dark brew in a slow but unstoppable arc that spattered on Elizabeth’s blouse. Apology filled her voice as her hands brushed ineffectually away at those full mature breasts, the older woman’s lips parted sensually, her gaze locked with hers and unspoken permission given as Kate pulled and tweaked and rolled her pert nipple between her fingers.


  She slid her hand down her flank, curled across the groove between her thigh and hip and slipping her hand beneath the elastic waistband dipped towards her warm wet slit. Running her finger down the moistening cleft she found her moist fleshy folds and smiled to herself as she tested the silky smooth secretion that dripped from her with her finger tip. The sensation was electric as she ran her finger from top to bottom of her entrance picturing Elizabeth hurriedly divesting her blouse, revealing her white lace bra and its heavy contents. Of course, the bra was stained and had to come off, finally revealing those full round fleshy globes with their turgid nipples that simply had to be sucked and licked and lapped and nibbled at by Kate’s soft lingering lips and tongue.


  Sucking her lip, her imaginary Elizabeth waved away all apology. It was an accident after all. Kate had not meant to spill the coffee and her simulacrum was in tears, apologising profusely, dabbing with tissues, turning to fetch water before being arrested by a sharp tug at her arm that prevented her leaving. Elizabeth wanted her to stay, to console her...to reassure her...to fuck her.


  Her breath became hitched as her fingers explored her own slick cunt with penetrating ministrations. Her other hand came to her mons and began to press and stroke it, her fingers running through the trimmed curls of her pubic hair until her index focused on the throbbing nub of her clit. Using slow circular motions she teased herself at first before flicking at the swollen bud with rapid strokes that sent silent exquisite shudders through her body.


  Elizabeth’s hands came to rest on her shoulders and she turned to meet soft warm lips that brushed against hers, reassuring eyes gave warm comfort that no man ever could. She melted into that kiss. Wallowed in it like a cat in catnip.


  Fiery threads spread from her centre through her body and her fantasy boiled inside her imagination, a montage of kisses, fingers, licks, sucks, nibbles, a cunt, her tongue lapping hungrily at the creamy juice that poured, that tasted like ambrosia.


  Her fingers moved inside her as she stroked rapidly at the rough surface of her pleasure spot, her fingers at her clit rubbed and pressed and flicked. Her hands worked herself into an inferno. Her liquid centre tightened, her pelvic muscles burned as she squeezed them, her walls clung to her fingers as she fucked herself to crisis.


  Breathing heavily, her chest heaving with effort she felt her orgasm rise. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers rubbed, strummed and fucked. So close now. So close. A warm burn rose inside her. So close. It twisted taut like a blazing knotted cord. Nearly there. Nearly there. The flame in her crotch burned brighter still and between laughs and sighs and ecstatic cries her ejaculation preceded the explosive unravelling of her orgasm. Warm saline fluid spilled as her spasming body contorted and then stiffened with sexual paralysis.


  She let the rapturous waves take her. She gazed dreamily at the ceiling tiles, studying the pattern as she contemplated her intense flight of fancy. She did not consider herself lesbian. But her sexual fantasies of late had become focused on her boss Elizabeth Dover and that puzzled her. She dismissed her fixation as mere tension, simple lust and a convenient outlet for her frustrated libido.


  “Jesus, I need to get laid,” she said out loud.
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  The doorbell rang at 8.53pm as Kate was giving herself another last minute once over in her hall mirror. She had taken the time to wash and curl her mass of ginger locks so that it cascaded to her shoulders in rolling waves. Her alabaster skin contrasted with the bright rouge she had applied to her cupid lips and subtle blue eyeshadow emphasised her sleepy cerulean eyes. She wore the only party dress she possessed, a cobalt off the shoulder garment that ended daringly above the knees.


  She opened the door to find her friend standing in the porch wrapped in a long woollen winter coat, her breath misting and her pale cheeks flushed pink in the cold winter air. Adrianne was tall, leggy and her straw blond hair was cut to a bob that framed her round face perfectly. Attractive, flirtatious and with intelligent green eyes and a button nose she was always the focus of male attention, which made her the perfect diversionary lure for tonight.


  “Come on, the taxi’s waiting,” urged Adrianne as she jigged on the doorstep. She paused and looked Kate pointedly up and down and grinned broadly like the Cheshire Cat. “I’m sorry, is Kate Parkinson home? You are obviously an impostor.” She giggled and waggled her eyebrows playfully.


  “Are you making fun of me?”


  “Wow, honey, you’re smoking hot. They’d better watch out at this party. They won’t know what’s hit them.”


  Pausing briefly at the mirror to touch up her lipstick she said. “I’m going for you. And no one else.”


  “Aw, that so sweet. Someone’s going to be disappointed, then.”


  “Ha!” said Kate dismissively. “How do I look?”


  “Ravishing. Come on, the meter’s running.”
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  They arrived at Elizabeth Dover’s house twenty minutes later. The air was chill and flecks of snow had begun to flurry in the night breeze. Above them, a few dark clouds scudded like small ships upon the midnight black sky, briefly obscuring a bright full moon that limned their edges with its silver glow. The house was Georgian and stood alone in grounds surrounded by a stone wall and a screen of tall poplars. A gravel drive led up to the front of the house where an elegant panel door with a transom was flanked by traditional pilasters that supported an elaborate entablature. Several expensive cars were parked outside in a neat row on the gravel drive. A low murmur of laughter and the strains of festive music seeped through the windows and drifted in the air like a faded echo.


  Kate let Adrianne press the door bell and the pair stood in the wintery air waiting for it to be answered. She watched the taxi disappear into the night and flapped her arms around her body to keep warm as she thought about the bowl of green pesto and pasta she had in the fridge. Her stomach gurgled ominously. Soon the door opened and warm orange light spilled out to greet them.


  A swarthy skinned man, smartly dressed and with rakishly tousled jet black hair stood in the doorway. His dark eyes drank the pair in and he smiled broadly, revealing a flash of white teeth.


  “Ladies?” His thick Spanish accent sent a warm electric tingle down her spine and she could not stop herself from returning his welcoming smile.


  “Hi,” said the pair simultaneously.


  “We’ve come for the party,” blurted Adrianne, her admiring eyes betraying her attraction.


  The man cocked his head and stepped aside smoothly. “Well, you’d better come in then.”


  He closed the door behind them and the pair of friends found themselves standing in a hall that led into a large and crowded reception room beyond. The fug hit her like a wall of steam in a sauna and her glasses instantly fogged. As she struggled unsuccessfully to remove her coat, the awkward stab of embarrassment turned into a flushed heat in her cheeks and a knot in her hollow stomach as her arm became further entangled in the sleeve. “Here, let me,” he said.


  Kate smiled inanely, trying to ignore that she could barely see anything clearly and that beads of sweat that had begun to run down the side of her face.


  “Ah, Adrianne! Kate!” came a cry from the living room. Elizabeth Dover squeezed her way through the tightly packed guests, holding her glass high, her focus on Kate, she emerged looking immaculate in her sophisticated yet simple black dress that clung to her voluptuous curves. The woman smiled warmly and sipped from her glass. “I’m so glad you came. Come with me and we’ll get you sorted with some drinks. There’s a buffet too that you should help yourself to if you’re hungry. Sorry, have you be been introduced to my friend?”


  “No,” said Kate extending her hand in his direction.


  “This is Ricardo Diaz, from D and R Associates,” said Elizabeth. The Spaniard clasped her fingers with his large hand in a firm controlled grip and shook it gently. “Now where’s Séverine? I wonder where she’s got to? Philip so wanted to talk to her,” said Elizabeth. She peered down the hall, a perplexed look on her face before abandoning her search and returning her gaze to Kate.


  “I think she’s talking to Diane,” said Ricardo smoothly.


  “Thanks, I must—”, she said and then paused and tilted her head at Kate, a quizzical look on her face. “Can you see anything through those, darling?”


  “Here,” said the Spaniard handing Kate a handkerchief.


  She wiped her glasses with it and squinted at him, though his face remained a blur to her. Finally, her lenses clean, she replaced them and found herself staring at him. He was not handsome, but exuded a confidence that made such superficial characteristics superfluous. If she was drawn to him, Adrianne was utterly mesmerised.


  “Jaw, honey,” she said, nudging her friend in the ribs with her elbow. Adrianne blinked and abruptly snapped shut her mouth. “Séverine?”


  “Séverine Rogers. The other partner with D and R Associates. She is going to be doing the translation for the next season’s brochure, isn’t she Ricardo?” said Elizabeth. “But let’s not talk shop. It’s New Year and we should be celebrating. Now if you’ll excuse me, there’s someone I have to talk to quickly about my defective security system. Enjoy yourselves!” Elizabeth disappeared into the throng.


  “I’ll get you some drinks,” said Ricardo.


  “I’ll help,” said Adrianne a little too enthusiastically as she hooked her arm through Ricardo’s and flashed an excited smile over her shoulder at Kate.


  Taking a deep breath, Kate followed them inside.


  The large reception room was full of revelling and boisterously chatting people. Christmas decorations hung in profusion, tinsel on doors, streamers hung across the ceiling like great spider webs and large glittering festive hangings hung from it like gaudy clouds. A large fir tree, tastefully decorated with colourful metallic glass baubles and the red and white hues of dangling chocolate shapes, lay in the corner.


  After being handed a drink, the overwhelming press of people threatened to suffocate her and instinctively she retreated into herself. She found herself in a corner, as she always did. Watching. Observing. Studying. Sipping her drink slowly. Picking out the inevitable characters ever present at such gatherings; The Philanderer; The Flirt; The Tease; The Lovers; The Bore. It was how she always preoccupied herself when compelled to attend such affairs. She knew herself to be The Wallflower. It was a role she always adopted. The observer, the one who partied vicariously through her fellow guests.


  “She’s worked wonders, hasn’t she?” came a husky feminine voice to her side. It was layered with sensuality and its French accent gave it an exotic sultry lilt. Kate turned her head and her gaze was met by a pair of dark almond shaped eyes that sparkled with mischief and scrutinised her with amusement. She was a petite woman in her early thirties. Bow lips pouted alluringly, the dark rouge lipstick exaggerating their moist fullness against her olive skin. Carefully arranged tousled dark brunette locks cascaded to her shoulders. She wore a simple black party dress that hugged her curves with both taste and sensuality and the way she held her glass by its stem with beautifully manicured fingers made Kate feel self-conscious as to her own inadequate appearance. Her elegant posture exuded a confidence that demanded attention. “What is your name, mon petit chou?”


  “Kate, Kate Parkinson,” she stammered. Her tongue felt as if it had suddenly swollen and she swallowed nervously. Inwardly she groaned at her obvious awkwardness.


  Warm fingers took hers in a firm grip and a waft of sweet honeysuckle perfume teased at her nostrils with invisible tempting fingers. Conscious of her sweaty palms Kate attempted a smile only to realise it came out like an inane rictus. A warm, knowing grin appeared on the woman’s face and her eyes glinted impishly.


  “So formal? Well, I’m very pleased to meet you, Kate.” The woman chuckled softly. “I’m Séverine.”


  Kate was expecting her to shake hands politely and was surprised as the other hand alighted on her shoulder and Séverine leaned in to plant a soft moist kiss first on one cheek and then the other. She was rooted to the spot as if her legs were immobilised.


  Séverine brushed her lips with the pink tip of her tongue, moistening them with a sheen and then grinned from ear to ear as she smacked her lips. “You taste wonderful.”


  Kate felt herself flush and her cheeks seemed ablaze with heat as those eyes held her gaze and seemed to peel away her every defence. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. It was preposterous. How was it possible for someone she had barely met to render her to stupefaction?


  “It’s a lovely wine, isn’t it?” said Séverine as she took a sip from her glass. Her twinkling gaze lingered at her over the rim as her lips paused on the glass. Mischievous, alluring and yet there was a worldliness in her eyes that spoke of darker times. It was as if she could sweep aside any obfuscation and reach deep into her soul and discover the truth with a mere kiss.


  Her mind suddenly a blank she mumbled, “Yes, it is.”


  “Of course, French wine is richer and full of warm fruity tones. Such velvet smooth perfection is a joy to sample, is it not, ma poupette?”


  Kate found herself nodding dumbly and becoming strangely warm under the French woman’s inquisitive eye. Running a finger around her neckline she tried to ease the sudden heat of the room and avoid glancing at the tantalising feminine curves and planes that Séverine’s black dress subtly hinted at.


  “So you work for Elizabeth? Is she a nice chief?”


  “Chief? Oh...Yes.”


  “And you like her, yes?”


  “Yes, she’s very good to work with.”


  “The girl you came with, she is with you?”


  “With me?”


  “Yes.”


  “She’s my friend, we work together, with Ms Dover.”


  “Ah I see, you are not together, then?”


  “Together?”


  A curl appeared at the corner of Séverine’s mouth and sat there with an inquisitorial omniscience.


  “No. Not like that.” Kate could not stop a nervous giggle. She was not a lesbian.


  Séverine ignored her discomfort and instead gestured with her glass, “Bon. I see she is talking to my friend.”


  Kate followed its directions through the gaggle of revellers. There, across the room, talking animatedly to Ricardo was Adrianne. He was stood with casual confidence against the mantelpiece and was listening intently to her. He nodded and smiled and exuded an assured masculinity that appealed. It struck her that Séverine showed no sign of jealousy and she was about to comment when the woman spoke.


  “I love parties like this. One meets such interesting people. Don’t you agree?”


  “I’m not really a party goer. I nearly didn’t come.”


  “Really? I’m fortunate indeed then to meet you. Why don’t you like gatherings like this?”


  “I don’t like crowds. And drunken men tend to grope and ogle. I can’t bear that.”


  “I can understand that. I used to think that way, but now I turn the tables on them. I like the attention, but one must always stay in control. That way one can shape the conversation and direct its course, one way or another.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You’ll see. I love your dress, where did you get it?”


  “Oh, just from one of the shops in town.”


  “It’s lovely. Such an attractive colour and it shows off your body wonderfully. So tasteful and very sexy.” Her lips parted softly and she sucked on her lower lip with gentle grazes of her neat white teeth.


  Kate shuffled on her feet, her shoes suddenly pinching at her ankles. “Thanks. I play a lot of squash.”


  “Ah, you are sporty? I can see you look after your body. Possessing endurance has many advantages, does it not?”


  “Well, I can run a 5K in thirty minutes,” said Kate proudly and hoping to keep the conversation focused on something comfortably innocuous.


  “That’s very impressive. I like a woman with stamina. It makes for such good sex. A woman should always feel sexy, don’t you agree?”


  Kate coughed into her drink, her throat was suddenly thick and dry and butterflies had begun to batter the walls of her stomach. “I don’t know,” she stammered.


  “It’s important. One should always feel desirable. There are quite a few tricks one can use to enhance one’s own sense of sexual allure.”


  “I never feel that way.”


  “Well you should. You have an enchanting smile, gorgeous eyes and your legs are so beautifully long and athletic. Confidence in one’s self is so important. It conveys so much more to those you meet.” Séverine giggled softly, knowingly, as if it were a private joke. That curl in the corner of her mouth grew.


  Séverine leaned in close, “Shall I tell you a naughty secret?”


  Uncertain as how to react Kate gave an uncommitted smile and nodded.


  Leaning closer still, the woman cupped her hand around Kate’s ear and whispered, “I don’t wear any panties when I go to parties. The sense of freedom is exhilarating and it makes me feel so sexy.”


  Kate’s mind was a void. All she could do was blink and think of Séverine standing there before her and beneath her enticing figure hugging party dress she was naked. The image of a neatly trimmed pubic mound and pink folds pushed its way into her mind and settled there like a box of Turkish delight waiting to be snacked upon. Her mouth felt like a desert and she quickly took a gulp of prosecco before swallowing it down too quickly. It went down the wrong way and she coughed and spluttered as the bubbles exploded uncomfortably in her nasal passages.


  “Oh you poor thing,” said the French woman as she rubbed Kate’s back gently. “Are you all right?”


  “I’ll be okay,” choked Kate.


  Séverine, her eyes flashing with delight, grinned and waggled her eyebrows provocatively as she helpfully patted Kate’s back with her palm.


  Kate flushed crimson and she hid behind her glass and took another long calming sip of the dry sparkling wine.


  “Ah, Elizabeth, summons me. I must go and see what she wants. It has been a pleasure talking to you...Kate. I do hope we can talk again...very soon.”


  She watched Séverine sashay away, her mind jumbled with confusing thoughts and her body succumbing to a strange tingling heat that did not seem to want to dissipate. Already Kate felt the woman’s absence made the room feel empty and desolate. The music throbbed in her ears and the claustrophobic oppressiveness closed in once more. A gnawing hollowness returned within her and her stomach growled. Seeking out the buffet she found small comfort in a plate of tasty dainties and looked for the reassuring presence of Adrianne who she discovered was still utterly engrossed in conversation with Ricardo, along with several others.


  Unwilling to interrupt and feeling decidedly unsociable, she took refuge by the tree and stood nibbling from her plate. Now though she found she could not take her eyes from Séverine Rogers. She watched her. Studied her. Entranced by the woman effortless affability and charm. A laugh here, a smile there, a gentle touch of the arm, a smoldering pout, the woman revelled being the centre of male attention and yet deflected their flirtatious advances with elegant ease. And knowing that she wore no panties added a secret thrill, a covert appreciation of a shared confidentiality.


  Taking a gulp from her glass she closed her eyes and savoured the smooth texture of the prosecco on her tongue as it effervesced with quiet vigour. It was slightly dry with crisp notes of pear. The drink, as sublime as it was, did not quash the sensual thoughts she was having. Séverine’s dress was perfect. It enhanced suggestively without vulgarity. It hid what was desired and revealed enough to tantalise. It was a mirror to the woman.


  Abandoned by her friend, Kate crept back into the shadows. It was impossible to remain entirely alone. A succession of men engaged her in tedious conversation; accounts, fast cars, golf, security cameras. Topics she had no interest in, especially as their eyes always wandered to her breasts, before they had to hastily adjust their viewpoint as their disdainful wives and partners appeared from nowhere and gave more dull polite conversation before escorting their men away like naughty children.


  Then she glanced up and it was as if some ethereal being had parted the company. There by the fireplace stood Séverine talking to Elizabeth, her hand resting lightly on the older woman’s arm, her thumb caressing the skin with soft strokes. But her gaze was upon her. It made Kate’s heart race and she felt herself blush crimson. Those almond eyes smiled at her and Séverine brought her glass up to her lips and gave an unspoken discreet salute to Kate.


  It was the wine, of course. Coursing through her veins like an intoxicating fire, the air was hot and stuffy, the din of the of the party goers oppressive and Adrianne was nowhere to be seen. Sipping from her glass once more she leaned against the wall, shut her eyes and tried to shut out the room. The television was blaring its transmitted celebrations in full swing. She glanced at her watch. It would be fifteen minutes before the inevitable hugging and groping would begin and she sought to make herself scarce but was cornered by a large man who reminded her of an old walrus. It took several minutes to extricate herself, only doing so by flatly stating she needed to go to the bathroom.


  Seeking the sanctuary of solitude she left the crowded room and escaped down a passage decorated with oil landscapes that turned and led down some steps and, by way of another short corridor, into a large conservatory whose lofty ceiling was supported by two rows of bare brick pillars. It was cooler here and filled with a veritable jungle of plants; tall palms in large planters abounded giving the impression of a tropical rain forest. Partially illuminated by the lights of the corridor a chaise longue lay in shadow next to a wrought iron breakfast table.


  Walking inside she allowed the darkness to embrace her and felt the soothing calm of isolation take her. Above her head a canopy of grape vines masked the night sky with a cloak of leaves. Behind her, the murmurs of the party receded to an ever present but subdued throb punctuated by the occasional burst of raucous laughter. Stepping forward she lost herself in the shadows and planters of long leaved palms.


  Breathing softly she absorbed the still quiet of the indoor garden.


  Hushed voices behind her made her move and she hurried to find concealment behind a pillar screened by tall plants with large leaves.


  As she settled into her hiding place a waft of honeysuckle perfume assailed her nostrils, a perfume that teased and tantalised, a scent that lingered like a sensual caress.


  “Hello, mon petit chou.” Séverine’s sultry voice was suffused with excitement and a hint of amusement. “Have you escaped the party? Did you think your absence would not be noticed?”


  Kate jumped with surprise and turned. “I thought I’d get away before all the fuss started. They won’t miss me. What are you doing here?” Unconsciously, her hand stroked her clavicle as she strained her eyes to make out the shadowed features of the woman.


  “Waiting. Watching the stars,” murmured Séverine.


  “Waiting? Waiting for what?”


  Séverine smiled quietly. “You’ll see. A present.”


  “A present?”


  “Yes.”


  In the dim gloom Séverine seemed so close, her eyes shining with reflected light that accentuated her features, exaggerated her curves and made Kate want to be closer still.


  “Won’t Ricardo be looking for you?”


  “No.”


  “No?” Séverine smiled but remained silent and though she could not see them clearly she could feel her eyes boring into her.


  “Do you stargaze?” said Séverine.


  “Not really.”


  Séverine turned and tilted her head upwards and pointed. “Up there is Orion. Do you see him?”


  Kate walked to the windows and looked up. Beyond the glass lay the midnight black garden and the velvet sky above. She shook her head. “No.”


  “There. You see that bright star?” Séverine came close behind her and lay a hand lightly on her shoulder. Her head was so close now Kate could feel the heat from her face on her skin. Intoxicating honeysuckle perfume filled her nose. With her other hand, Séverine pointed skyward at the pitch black heavens. “There. That is Rigel. The others are Betelgeuse, Bellatrix and Saiph. They are his body. And that chain of three is his belt. You see?” Kate listened to her hypnotic, sultry voice as she spoke with warm affection and pointed to each tiny pinprick of light as if they were personal friends. “Orion the Hunter. The legend says he roamed the island of Crete with the goddesses Artemis and her mother Leto, hunting the animals of the earth. He boasted that he would kill every wild creature in the world and Gaia, the Earth Mother, heard him. In her anger she sent a giant scorpion to kill him.”


  “Did it succeed?”


  “Yes. And in their sadness his companions asked Zeus, king of the gods, to place him in the heavens. Which he did. And there he is still.”


  “That’s a fascinating story.”


  “Yes it is. As in all things, there are variations.”


  “Tell me more.” Kate wanted simply to listen to her words, to follow their rhythm, to immerse herself in their sensual quality.


  “What would you like to know?”


  “Anything.”


  “Anything? That covers a lot,” chuckled Séverine.


  A scuffling noise broke the quiet of the place. “What’s that?” whispered Kate.


  Warm hands guided her back to the pillar and a warm body with firm feminine curves and planes pressed itself flush into her back.


  “Shh...mon petit chou. Be still. Be silent. Be patient.”


  “Séverine—”


  A long perfumed finger pressed itself against Kate’s lips, silencing her with its gentle pressure.


  “Watch.” Instinctively, Kate fell silent. As if to obey her was in the natural order of things.


  Against the bright light beyond, Adrianne appeared in the conservatory doorway. She was leading the tall figure of Ricardo by the hand and both were giggling softly like naughty adolescents. He came and stood behind her, his large hands alighting first on her shoulders then sliding slowly down her arms until he embraced her tightly. Her head lolled to one side as he kissed her neck softly, whispering something into her ear that caused her to both gasp, giggle and grin simultaneously. She turned in his arms and they kissed long and deep.


  Kate gasped as she watched their passion grow, feeling the warm glow ignite in her panties, she shifted slightly as she felt long fingers settle on her hip. Séverine’s shallow breathing in her ear, her scent, the warmth of her body as it moulded to hers...all set her pulse racing with excitement and her arousal stirred aflame.


  “This is your present, ma poupette. La réalité d’amour,” said Séverine.


  “Isn’t he—”


  “My lover? Oui.” She felt Séverine press the side of her head against hers and heard her smile. “And non.” Kate felt a gentle tug at her hair and she realized that Séverine was playing with a lock, winding it slowly between her delicate fingers. “He is my friend and very much taken with yours, I think.”


  Kate’s gaze was fixed on Adrianne. Watching her...drinking her in as she kissed Ricardo passionately on the mouth. A pang of envy struck her as his arms slid down her flanks until they rested on her hips. She wanted to be in her place. To feel his body against hers. To nuzzle her face into his broad chest. To kiss those masculine lips. To feel him press himself against her, as Séverine was doing to her. Adrianne murmured softly as their kiss deepened, a murmur matched by Kate as Séverine’s hand wandered from its place on her hip and fluttered up her flank to settle at her ribs.


  “You want to be touched like that don’t you?” said Séverine.


  “Yes.”


  “You want to feel a body against yours, like this, perhaps?” Séverine’s full body pressed into her, her small breasts flattening against her back, her mons moulding to her bottom, her arms draping themselves around hers.


  “Yes.”


  “But you hesitate. Why?”


  “I...don’t know.”


  “And now he will enjoy her...as you want her to enjoy him...as you want to be enjoyed, yes?”


  “I...want to feel.”


  “I know mon petit chou. I can help you. If you’ll let me.”


  “How?”


  “You must...watch...observe...relax, ma poupette.”


  She watched in the partial light as Adrianne’s hand floated down to Ricardo’s fly. The slow rip as she pulled the zipper down made Kate hold her breath and suck her lip. Adrianne’s hand disappeared inside the Spaniard’s trousers and as he tilted his head back, he moaned with desire.


  “Someone’s sticky,” murmured Adrianne huskily. She chuckled softly and bit her lip like a temptress before adding, “and very, very hard.”


  Ricardo’s smile was warm and his low laughter was filled with magnetic confidence. “You have that effect on me.”


  “Let’s see what other effects I can have.” Adrianne’s licentious words surprised Kate. She had never thought in absolute terms of her friend in such a way. And now she was being confronted with it, she found herself stimulated and her lust awakened and goaded her.


  It was a surreal vision of intoxicating potency. Being an invisible spy partaking of others’ pleasures. Kate’s eyes widened as his erect cock was released from the confines of his trousers. Even in the reduced light, its length and girth were readily apparent. Long, thick and with a large glans that glistened with sticky pre-come. She watched mesmerised as Adrianne took the hard length into her hand and with it led him to the seat.


  “He has a wonderful cock,” whispered Séverine. “He fucks me well with it, he fucks me hard. He is most skillful.”


  He stood before her seated friend, hard and proud and waited patiently. A strand of glistening pre-come seeped from his slit as she stroked him slowly.


  And mouth agape, she leaned forward.


  “See,” whispered Séverine. “Watch as she sucks his cock, ma chérie...licks his helmet, uses her tongue to sample his exquisite flavour. So tasty.” The French woman sucked in a long breath and exhaled slowly. “So beautiful, non? The way she kisses him, the way she slides her mouth along him. C’est magnifique, non?”


  They watched.


  Together.


  From the shadows.


  As Adrianne pleasured him.


  Kate listened to Séverine’s low approving murmurs that melded with the obscene grunts and slurps and gagging coming from the chaise longue. The heat in her panties combined with the slick juices she knew were dripping copiously from her soaking cunt. Squeezing her thighs together, the ecstatic burn was prolonged. She needed to play. Her fingers twitched of their own accord, her breath becoming deeper and hitched.


  Adrianne’s soft moans and groans of pleasure excited her, filled her with a need, a need to fuck, a need to come.


  A squeeze on her shoulder from Séverine’s fingers sent an electric shiver down her spine.


  “Your friend, she loves to suck cock, I think,” said Séverine. She smiled suggestively, adding with a salacious chuckle, “I approve.”


  She trembled as she felt Séverine’s hand slide down the curve of her flanks and come to rest on the swelling globe of her buttock. Kate gulped with excitement and trepidation. And yet could not move. Her eyes fixed on Adrianne’s enthusiastic display of oral skill, her own body was a piece of clay in Séverine’s long elegant fingered hands. She wanted more of this illicit thrill. Deft fingers slowly massaged the flesh of her buttock exerting a soft pressure that she felt compelled to respond to. It was an exquisite sensation.


  “You are shaking, Kate. Why is that?” whispered Séverine. Kate was about to answer when Séverine’s lips brushed her ear lobe and blew sweet warm breath across her cheek. A finger came to her chin and with it Séverine turned her head so that she was now looking directly into her eyes. She was so close. So very close. Séverine’s eyes were hypnotic pools of sensual sexual pleasure. “Why do you shake?” Séverine languidly looked askance at Adrianne and Ricardo, a curl at the corner of her mouth. “Does their lovemaking arouse you?” That curl lengthened as Kate nodded silently. Séverine’s fingers turned her face back towards the chaise longue. “Does it turn you into liquid fire?”


  An unresisting Adrianne was smiling as Ricardo slid his hands beneath her dress and gathered the material up around her hips. In a moment he had slipped her skimpy panties down over her fishnet holdups and over her heels.


  “Do you like to take a man into your mouth, Kate? To feel a man come in my mouth it is most gratifying. So much come. So delicious. You like a man to come in your mouth, Kate? To feel him grow on your tongue? To feel that spurt of delicious semen? To swallow it down? Do you gulp it greedily or, like me, savour it on your tongue like beluga caviar?”


  Unbidden memories flooded her mind, a montage of ejaculating erections from numerous unsatisfactory lovers. Of men coming. In her mouth, on her face, in her wet cunt, on her belly...even once in her arsehole. Of the sensation of hot flesh in her mouth, the press of a velvet smooth helmet against her palate, the push as it slid over her tongue and the pulsating muscular twitch as that length of warm masculine flesh sent spurt after spurt of cloying saline delicacy across her tongue and down her throat. A joyous liquid delight to be swallowed with hungry lust.


  “I...Yes,” she admitted.


  “And women?”


  “Women?”


  “Do you like women, Kate?”


  “I...don’t know.”


  “Do you like her, Kate? Do you like me?”


  “Yes...I like you.”


  “I thought so.” There it was again. That smooth sexual confidence. That allure so strong that no will could resist, even if it wanted to.


  And Kate did not.


  “Ricardo is most competent, she will come quickly...if he wishes it,” said Séverine chuckling softly. It was throaty and the musicality of her accent that lifted her voice to a level of a sexual caress.


  “If he wishes?”


  “Watch...” Séverine’s voice trailed as if she was lost in her own excitement.


  Adrianne lay back on the chair, her supporting hands gripping her exposed legs above the tops of her hold ups, her thighs akimbo as Ricardo dipped his head between her legs. Soft moans escaped her friend’s lips as he went to work on her exposed pink shaven cunt with his fingers and tongue.


  From her vantage Kate had a perfect view.


  She felt the massaging hand descend and caress the cusp of her buttock.


  “Séverine...”


  “Oui, mon petit chou?”


  The question in her voice was already answered in her desires, in her needs and in her actions. All that was required was clarity of purpose. Leaning forward against the pillar she pushed her bottom against Séverine’s hand and yielded herself to Séverine’s control.


  “Are you making a pass at me?”


  “That time has passed.”


  “I know.”


  Soft fingers gathered her dress from behind and then the feather light touch as Séverine brushed the backs of her thighs with her knuckles.


  “Such smooth skin is so lovely. See your friend, she is having a good time with Ricardo’s cock, non?”


  “Yes,” was all that Kate could manage to say, so absorbed was she in the sexual theatre before her and the physical response of her body to Séverine’s delicate touch.


  As she thought and watched Adrianne enthusiastically pull Ricardo’s head into her crotch, she writhed against Séverine’s palm as it pressed against the crevice of her buttocks. She was slick and moist and in her mind she willed the French woman to dip her fingers between her legs and ease the urgent aching need that percolated inside her.


  “Séverine?”


  “Yes?”


  “Stop teasing me.”


  “Am I teasing you, ma chérie?”


  “You know you are.”


  “What will you do, if I stop teasing you?”


  “Anything.”


  “Anything?”


  “Yes.”


  “Anything at all?”


  “Yes.”


  “Bon. Lean against the bricks, do not move. Watch her being pleasured.”


  As Séverine spoke, Kate felt the woman’s finger slide inside her panties and caress the cleft of her buttocks before curling down into her sopping wetness. A low moan escaped her lips as that finger began to dip into and stroke her slick fleshy folds with languid soft caresses. Transferring her weight against the rough brick pillar she focused on the copulating couple. Ricardo swung his compliant partner’s leg onto his shoulder and pressed his glistening helmet against her pink swollen cunt. Adrianne’s mouth hung slack with pleasure as her fingers guided him inside her. In her reeling mind in this surreal moment, Kate felt so alive. So infused with desire. So eager to be fucked. The pungent smell of sex infused the air with its erotic and arousing olfactory presence. Whether it was theirs or her own juices that soaked her inner thighs and Séverine’s fingers she could not tell.


  The French woman gave a low, approving murmur, “You’re so deliciously warm and wet, ma chérie . Observe his deep thrusts, listen to their groans of lust. They are sensual are they not? They put fire in your blood, non? They make you hunger for more?”


  Adrianne’s moans and encouraging expletives, Ricardo’s fast rhythmically pounding backside, the squelching noise of liquid penetration, the panting groans, the trembling limbs all merged with the exquisite sensation of Séverine’s deft fingers as they probed inside her, all stoked her appetite. Séverine’s intoxicating perfume, her hard pinching of her nipple, the soft lapping kisses at her neck, the warm sweet breath that made her skin rise with goose bumps. It was an overloading fusillade of erotic stimulation that quashed reservations, changed the rules and breached her boundaries.


  Her limbs trembled and she sucked her lip as her hips began to buck involuntarily in time with Séverine’s fervent finger fucking. She was sure from the full sensation inside her that three, perhaps four, fingers pushed, twisted, writhed and impaled her, while a thumb probed against the small tight circle of her anus. The sordid squelches told her, though she did not need that auditory cue, that her cunt was a soaking pit of carnal lust. Pushing back she opened her legs wider to allow Séverine to touch her more intimately. Her clit throbbed for attention even as her walls clenched earnestly around those penetrating fingers.


  And then it happened.


  Something that made her heart skip two beats as it leapt into her mouth.


  Something that sent a heated pulse through her body.


  Something that turned reality upside down.


  Adrianne saw her.


  Their gazes locked.


  Adrianne’s eyes widened briefly before they glazed and her mouth hung slack as she lost herself in her own rapturous ardour. Lost in lust, she did nothing save burn more ardently to Ricardo’s expert fucking. Her hips bucked rapaciously, meeting his every thrust with equal vigour. Gripping his shoulders with her hands she urged him on.


  It was a surreal moment, one that burned itself into Kate’s consciousness and into her memory.


  Séverine’s fingering became frenzied. Even she was panting now, with lust as well as effort. Kate’s thighs trembled, her muscles seemed to be burning with effort to stay on her feet. Her hands gripped the crude brick work and she bit down on her lip as she felt the corded knot in her belly twist and writhe with ever increasing tension. She knew she would come soon.


  “Ah, she sees us, ma poupette. She sees us and wants more.”


  “Yes,” she panted, unable and unwilling to be embarrassed, she was fast approaching the throes of ecstasy. It was of no concern anymore.


  “See? He quivers. His thighs ache. Listen to his groans, mon cheri. Ricardo approaches his climax and he will fill her with come.”


  “Yes,” her voice, barely recognisable to herself, was filled with salacious need.


  “You want to see him come?” Séverine’s husky voice was coated with control and slaked with


  decadence.


  “Yes,” groaned Kate.


  “You wish to watch?”


  “Yes.”


  “You want to taste him?”


  “Yes.”


  “Bon, then you shall. But first, I would taste you.”


  Séverine slid down her back. Kate instinctively arched her back and splayed her thighs further apart, knowing there was no part of her the woman could not see or reach. Hands slid beneath her dress and curled around the tops of her thighs where her hold ups ended. Long fingers stroked her skin, sending electric thrills that made her shudder with desire and moan with pleasure. She felt her underwear being pulled down over her hips, the fabric stretching as they were lowered and the air felt cool against the intense heat of her wet cunt.


  Soft lips pressed against her buttocks, moist kisses, soft bites and nibbles, wet sucks as Séverine explored her exposed buttocks.


  “Séverine?”


  “Oui, mon petit chou?”


  “Fuck me.”


  “You watch...I fuck...we come,” whispered Séverine and she rolled her hands over each globe of flesh and began to knead her with slow rolls. Her hands pressed into her flesh, each finger forming its own miniature depression. A mouth kissed and a wet tongue licked, as Séverine sampled her wares with enthusiastic lust. With each roll of the hands her buttocks were drawn a little further apart. It was exciting, it was decadent, it what she truly wanted now. She waited with anticipation, yearned for the moment that she knew would come, when Séverine would explore her intimate crevice and the small russet rosette of her anus with her tongue.


  “Touch yourself, Kate. Let your fingers explore and your cunt drip with passion.”


  Though she was expecting it, she still shivered with delight as Séverine’s lapping, swirling, laving tongue found its goal. She sucked in her breath as it probed her, stimulating the myriad network of sensitive nerves with firm flicks, soft licks and gentle dips. The sensation was electric, the erotic thrill so divine, the sheer taboo nature of her penetration that she felt her core tighten with each moment. Heat upon wetness upon burn upon fire upon joy. It was an irrecusable fact that this delicacy would be on her sexual menu ever after.


  Watching.


  Being watched.


  A new and indelible sexual motif that was theirs and theirs alone.


  Her eyes did not leave the chaise.


  With Séverine’s tongue burrowing into her arsehole and her fingers flying with skilled dexterity amongst Kate’s soaking folds, her own fingers strummed and circled and flicked at her aching clit, the tense heat in her grew like wildfire, the scorching tempo hastening her already building climax.


  Faster.


  Wetter.


  Deeper.


  Those well-manicured fingers twisted, stroked, caressed in ways that transported her to new heights of pleasure.


  Her hips bucked against the fantastic rapacious swirling thrusts Séverine made deep into her rectum with her tongue.


  “Oh yes,” she groaned as she felt herself reaching the precipice. It was wild. It was sordid. It felt so fucking good.


  Séverine’s gasping moans urged her to the verge and then unexpectedly...


  She paused.


  What she did next surprised her further.


  She spoke loud and clear, her voice carrying over the floor and above the party hum like a siren’s song.


  “Ricardo, in the mouth,” said Séverine.


  “Si, Señora,” replied Ricardo. He barely paused. A brief flash of confusion splashed across Adrianne’s face and her eyes widened as he withdrew his glistening length from her and presented it to her at eye level. Adrianne needed no prompting and quickly engulfed the swollen head between her lips with a salacious slurp. Her eyes closed briefly as sucked him into her mouth and began to bob her head, allowing her hollowed cheeks to fill out obscenely as his cock helmet pushed against the sucking slurping flesh before returning her gaze to Kate.


  “You see,” chuckled Séverine, her chin glistening with Kate’s copious cream. “The slut likes her own taste too.” She looked up at Kate, her fingers still toying with her like an expert prestidigitator. “Do you like yours?” Kate could barely answer except with a nod. Séverine grinned broadly and replaced her toying hand with the other. She brought the soaking glistening fingers to her mouth and languidly sucked each one clean, purring like a content cat as each digit received attention from her tongue and lips. “I was right. You do taste wonderful.”


  “Watch him come, mon petit chou.”


  Adrianne’s hand stroked him quickly, her finger pads barely touching his skin. Ricardo looked down at her friend, an animalistic snarl on his face giving sign of his impending loss of control. The thick hard shaft, coated with clear strings of spittle that now bridged the gap to her friend’s waiting tongue twitched in her hand as she offered him a willing repository for his semen.


  He accepted.


  Spurts of thick come erupted from his weeping slit like a pulsing stream. Adrianne greeted the sight, the smell, the taste, the whole exhilarating eruption with a cry of her own joyous rapture as the ropes of white spunk landed on her tongue, across her face, in her hair and small globules spattered on her cheeks and brow. It was a compelling compulsive vista made manifest and Kate was utterly enthralled by it, by Adrianne’s obscene lasciviousness as she licked, sucked and lapped him clean, by her own urgent coiled need as she thrust back hard against Séverine’s twisting, probing fingers.


  “Now from behind, Ricardo. Make her squeal.”


  Adrianne needed no further encouragement. She quickly turned around on the chaise longue and resting her arms on its back presented her slim bottom to him. Her oozing puffy lips gaped and glistened with raw sex. “Fuck me hard,” she said as her lust filled eyes locked with Kate’s.


  Ricardo entered her with one deep thrust. Adrianne’s eyes bulged in their sockets and her mouth hung slack as he began to piston into her mercilessly.


  Kate’s ardour soared as Séverine resumed with her furious swirling tongue, lapping, laving and flicking hungrily at her arsehole. Her fingers, now buried in her slick puffy folds, fucked her as if synchronised by metronome.


  It was overpowering.


  It was invigorating.


  It rendered everything else to the periphery.


  In the reception room the house erupted with a roar as the revellers enthusiastically began the countdown to bring the New Year in with a bang. Party poppers and bottles of champagne were being enthusiastically opened.


  Her eyes locked with Adrianne’s who had reached her zenith of pleasure as she sucked in air with one final inhalation.


  They came in unison as the party goers reached the count of three.


  It was as fantastical as it was erotic as it was sublime.


  Adrianne’s primal cry burst from her lungs as Kate experienced one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever experienced. White dots before her eyes, the roar of blood in her ears, her nose filled with her own musk, her trembling legs afire with fatigue and the rapturous ecstasy that exploded between her legs catapulted her into a spiral of pleasure that expelled all the air from her lungs in a prolonged silent scream.


  Her quivering legs turning to jelly and she slumped to her knees, her cunt still contracting tight around Séverine’s fingers. Each wave of electric pleasure rocked her, shattered her and made her limbs tremble like leaves. Unable to move, powerless to resist, her defences utterly sundered and broken, she yielded herself to the exquisite rapture.
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  She spent some minutes recovering her senses, barely aware of Séverine’s presence. When she opened her eyes Adrianne and Ricardo were gone. Stumbling to her feet and using the pillar for support she rearranged and adjusted her dress, tugging and smoothing it back into place. Séverine sat and watched her from the chaise longue an amused gaze reinforced by that ever present impish curl at the corner of her mouth.


  A strange embarrassment filled her and she found she could not meet the woman’s eye.


  “I like you, ma poupette. There is nothing more exciting in this world than a good come, is there not?”


  Kate cleared her throat and said, “We’d better get back.”


  “Yes. We should.” Kate made for the doorway, her heels clicking on tiled floor and brushed past some palm fronds. “Aren’t you going to ask me why?”


  Kate hesitated and shook her head, “No.”


  “A wise choice,” said Séverine as she stood and sashayed towards her until she stood close. “You are a delicious morsel, ma poupette.” Reaching into her handbag she drew out a small business card and handed it to her. Everything about that card spoke of quality and sophistication with its elaborate swirling characters and texture. “If you are of a mind to learn more,” Séverine tapped the card, “call me. We can...talk.”


  She was about to turn when footsteps drew her attention back to the doorway where she saw Elizabeth Dover standing, glass in hand.


  “Ah, there you are,” said Elizabeth. “I’ve been looking for you.”


  “Really?” said Kate, her heart was suddenly in her throat and she smiled nervously, Absently she smoothed down her dress.


  Elizabeth gave Séverine a questioning raise of an eyebrow.


  “Yes, what have you been up to?” said Elizabeth.


  “Star gazing,” said Séverine. “I have been showing Kate the heavens in all their glory.”


  “And did you show her Orion the Hunter?”


  “Amongst other heavenly bodies.”


  Elizabeth smiled softly and said, “I came to find you, Kate. Your taxi has arrived.”
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  Several days later, with the New Year a receding memory and life returning back to its usual routine, Kate was sat at her desk studying a particularly complex spreadsheet and sipping her coffee. Adrianne sat opposite her, uncharacteristically quiet. They had barely spoken since that night. An uncomfortable silence had settled between them and it bothered her. Yet she had found herself unable to broach the subject.


  The phone on her desk rang. Picking it up she looked over to her friend who was studiously ignoring it, her brow creased in concentration as she stared intently at her screen.


  Elizabeth’s voice spoke, “Kate, would you come to my office, please?”


  “Of course,” said Kate. Returning the handset she glanced over to Adrianne. “Ms Dover wants to see me.” Inside her breast her heart pounded like a drum, yet she knew the anxiety that filled her was unnecessary.


  “What about?”


  “She didn’t say. It’s probably about the new promotion account.” At least, she hoped it was about that.


  Gathering herself together she approached Elizabeth’s office door, knocked and entered.


  Elizabeth sat at her tidy desk looking intently at her monitor. She smiled in greeting and waved her inside.


  “Ah, hello, Kate, please take a seat,” said Elizabeth warmly. “Coffee?”


  “No, thanks.”


  “You know I like my staff to get along. But I’ve noticed that there is something going on between you and Adrianne. Do you have anything you want to tell me? Have you had a falling out or something? Is there a problem?” Elizabeth fixed her woman in turn with a piercing look, “Kate?”


  “No,” said Kate shaking her head. The barrage of questions had disturbed her. Beads of sweat formed on her scalp and the anxious knot in her stomach grew.


  “It’s important you two get along. Has something happened?”


  “No. No. Everything’s fine.”


  “Good. I’m glad to hear it.” Elizabeth frowned and tapped her lips with her finger thoughtfully. “So this is not a problem then?” Elizabeth rotated her monitor around so that she could see it. Kate was expecting to see a balance sheet but instead in a glorious green tones was the scene in Elizabeth’s conservatory. Four figures, their lusting faces clearly visible, their activity obvious. Covering her face with her hands she dipped her head in shame and burst into tears. Her stomach lurched and she felt herself flush crimson from her neck to the top of her head and the sweat began to trickle down the side of her face.


  Struggling to stifle her sobbing she gasped, “I’m sorry,” and willed the ground to open up beneath her seat and swallow her.


  Elizabeth gave a tight smile and returned the monitor back to its original position. “Oh, stop your crying, there’s no need for them and no need to apologise. I had a lot of fun watching your little adventure. I just have one question for you.”


  Fighting her shock and embarrassed disorientation she stuttered, “What is it?”


  “I’m going to have a private party next weekend.” She paused to lift her bag onto the table. Opening it she began to search it. “My husband’s away, I don’t want to be bored and you know how to have fun.” Elizabeth smiled as she found what she was looking for and pulled out a small business card. She looked at it, a quiet smile on her face, tapping the desk with the card she picked up her mobile. “Will you come?”


  “Is that...?” she sniffed.


  “This?” Elizabeth held the card up and gazed at it, turning it fondly over in her fingers. “This, is a keepsake...from a mutual friend.”


  “I see...” A dawning realisation gripped her, the knot in her stomach dissipated and her tears ceased. It seemed as if a heavy load had been removed from her back and now she looked at her employer with fresh eyes. A new buoyant mood took a hold on her and it mixed with her abject relief to create a profound joy.


  “Do you?” Her question hung in the air, its inferences obvious, its meaning plain.


  “Yes,” nodded Kate. She smiled broadly at Elizabeth. “I’ll come. I’ll be glad to.”


  “I’ll make the appropriate arrangements then,” replied the older woman. Kate smiled her acceptance and when turned to leave Elizabeth called after her, “Kate, this is just between us, yes? No one else need know.”


  “I understand, Elizabeth.”


  “I’m glad.”


  Kate looked back at the beaming woman behind the desk and grinned happily. “So am I.”
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  Livilla Sanders


  "I don't exist. We'll never meet." -livillasanders.com


  M.J. Carey

  Glove
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  In the cemetery, under an exceptionally warm, winter sun, Olivia bends at knee and hip, careful not to plant her stilettos in the earth, to place her tribute on his grave. Dressed all in black, red lips her only concession to colour; widows weeds, a retro look; seamed stockings, a black suit, pencil skirt, silk blouse, leather gloves, a pillbox hat and a veil, her dark hair pinned up, she arranges the black, silk panties on the sinking mound over his body. No flowers for him; flowers were never his style, her panties always his focus, taken off first, before her dress, her business suit or her shoes. He especially liked this pair and had taken them from her for two weeks, once, long ago. She assumes last year's tribute, and the silken scrap left two years before, on the day of the funeral, have been taken and destroyed by the sexton, or used up by some pervert. It doesn't matter, the tribute remains the same, in his honour, a memory of past glories, a memory of his ardour.
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  That first time, when he interviewed her, gave her the job and took her to lunch, he set their relationship.


  “I need an advisor. Someone to guide me through the legislation I put through the council. I want to put this town on the map; cultural events, twinning, fix public transport. I'm going to piss off a lot of people, I need you to make sure I'm on solid ground.”


  A reader of minds and body language, vital for a solicitor, she knew there was something else on his agenda.


  “But that's not all you want, is it?”


  He smiled, increasing her attraction to him, “No, Olivia, I want us to have an affair,” he said, straight to the point


  “Okay,” she said, equally directly, her heart suddenly racing. She chinked her glass to his.


  He hadn't appeared surprised as he fixed her gaze like pins in butterflies. She put her hand nearer his but he ignored the public intimacy.


  “Take off your panties and give them to me,” he said.


  “As a sign of our... tryst?”


  He nodded, “Yes... a tribute.”


  She didn't blush or hesitate as she contorted in her seat to obey. Fortunately, the dress she wore allowed her to undress, while their corner table hid her from view of the other diners at the restaurant beneath the hotel they would use for fifty-two dates over the next ten years. Picking the scrap of lace from around her slim, stockinged ankles, she put them in her napkin, folded it carefully and slid it across the table.


  He opened her offering and held it to his nose, breathing her aroma. Her pussy leaked nectar.


  “I could breathe your scent even before you gave them to me.”


  She laughed, suddenly unnerved, “Really?”


  He nodded as he put her panties into his pocket, “Delicious. Just a hint, nearly overpowered by the Chanel you're wearing, but there. The scent of woman.”


  “So you're some kind of connoisseur, are you?”


  “You could say that, yes,” he smiled, “more than that, your fragrance told me you wanted me.”


  His audacity made her speechless and inspired more leaking onto the spot on her dress, where her panties once had been.
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  A son, a good servant to this expanding, market town, had allowed him the privilege of burial in the oldest church cemetery, not that he believed, but, dead, back in the bosom of his family, his wife had taken him, without protest, back into church. It was then that Olivia realised their secret was so badly kept that his wife knew all about her, forbidding her from attending the funeral. So she mourned in private, sneaking in, after dark, to drape a black, lace G-string over the unwanted flowers.
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  Olivia stands, looking down on him and her tribute one last time, until next year's anniversary will call her back.


  She turns and follows the path under the ancient bridge into the park next to the cemetery. On her left are the former Law Courts, where she once practised, now the hotel that had become home to their affair. To her right the park overlooks the road, the railway the river and the hills beyond. Lunchtime visitors, escaping Christmas shopping, wander through the park, enjoying the sunshine. There's a little coffee bar where she buys a cappuccino. She walks to an empty bench and sits, putting the bandstand, and the statue of the unsteady lion between her and the view. She's getting wet, thinking about him. Her sex oozes into her panties and her nipples are stiff, as she remembers him and mourns.
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  They had hurried that meal and rushed to the room that he, in arrogant foresight, had booked. In the lift they kissed, her arms around his neck, hanging onto his big frame. He had virtually undressed her by the time he unlocked the door and led her in, finishing the job until she stood in just heels, stockings and bra; her underwear pretty and chosen with telepathy and equal foresight, understanding his subliminal message.


  He had swept her up and laid her on the bed, the coverlet already turned back. She had shown no surprise, busy feeling his erection through his suit trousers, kissing him as he produced rope and taken her wrists, to bind them before securing her to the brass headboard. She had succumbed, submitting utterly as he dominated her, answering him with moans and sighs until he pushed her panties into her mouth. With him still dressed he put his mouth to her sticky, slippery, Brazilian-trimmed mound of Venus and licked, expertly finding her clitoris and coaxing her to their first orgasm.


  Only then had he stripped, watching her panting body, her heart racing, lipstick smeared. Naked, she adored him, his body a fine specimen; ten years older than her late twenties, his cock, long, hard, glistening, eager for her. He tied her left ankle to the bottom of the bed and knelt between her legs looking down upon her. Silent, eager, she tasted her panties as she looked into his eyes. He pushed her right thigh over to have her wide open. Lifting her bottom he slid his cock inside her.


  “You fit me like a glove,” he said, “lovely.”


  Fucking her hard, kissing her, invading her mouth and sex, with her welcome, he made her come twice before spilling his hot seed over her stomach. She felt every pulse of his cock, quivering on her belly, tears streaming from her eyes.


  He left her tied while he strolled to the bathroom to return with his razor. While she lay, quiet, submissive, he shaved her clean of the Brazilian strip.


  “I want you like that all the time,” he said, “make sure you do.”


  “Yes, Master,” she said, intending sarcasm, but meaning each word.


  After that she had broken up with her boyfriend; a solicitor for a rival firm, unable to deal with him and her new lover. To the outside world she remained apparently single, while in her private world she became bound completely and utterly to him, her master.
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  She peels off her black, kid-leather gloves and puts them in her lap. Her pussy leaks as she remembers the first and other times when her ambitious politician made her scream in pleasure, at the same time as he betrayed his family and his duty. She wasn't always in bondage when they met; sometimes a quickie sufficed, with her rising on her stilettos, her skirt bunched around her waist, painted nails hanging onto his shoulders as he fucked her against a wall.


  From her Hermes bag she takes out a sandwich; salmon and cucumber. After placing a paper napkin on her lap she opens the packaging, lifts her veil and begins to eat.


  A young man, dressed in a dark, two-piece suit walks by. She can feel him watching her, captivated. He stumbles, preoccupied by the sight of her as he goes to the next bench to eat his lunch. She feels him watching her as she eats, while she gazes over the view.
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  The twinning with the town in France was a gift for their affair. In her professional capacity he took her to the place the council had chosen. She knew he was less than impressed by the choice.


  “Fucking arseholes. I wanted a wine region. Instead I've got cheese and mustard,” he had said, for her ears only, after the deal was announced and the village of Chablis not chosen.


  “At least you don't have to deal with the bus service anymore.”


  He laughed. Now the twinning was off to a start he had delegated public transport to a luckless minion.


  At his expense, they stayed in chateaux hotels on their journeys. She learnt French law, improved her language and researched while the town dignitaries met with her man.


  While at home, on business, she would wear sober suits, she would always dress up when they were in France, dining under Michelin stars. On returning to their hotel he would strip her of her panties, then undress her down to her remaining lingerie, tie her with soft ropes to the bed and lick her to her first orgasm, then fuck her to her second, holding back himself before thrusting his cock in between her willing, red lips. It was in France, a hotel en-route to their twin town, where he had gagged her and rolled her over onto her breasts, pushing a pillow under her belly. Sliding into her pussy he used her juices to lubricate his cock, and vaseline to lube up her bottom, pushing one, two fingers inside her while she moaned into the gag. Then he had slid his cock, inch by perfect inch, into her arse. Her body soared in pleasure as she repeatedly came. Finally he emptied into her.


  “I own you, Olivia. All of you.”


  Speechless, she could only nod.
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  Now she has no one to treat her that way. She misses him as if her heart has been torn from her. The lump in her throat makes it hard to swallow the dainty mouthful of salmon and cucumber.


  She tries to force herself to stop daydreaming, memories of better times too poignant, but she can't, despite her present life in self-imposed exile, she gives over two days each year completely to his memory. That's why she's here, up on the overnight sleeper from Cornwall.
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  She remembers collecting him from the airport, after he had become a Member of the European Parliament, a day earlier than his announced return, their eager bodies anxious for freedom as she drove. In the darkened car park of the country hotel, not far from Gatwick, she had unzipped him, taken him into her mouth, slurping and licking until he came. In the hotel, with the edge taken off his need, but hers still boiling, he had taken his time, whipping her with a riding crop she had supplied. She came with the force of the blows and the twelve, red stripes. Only then did he enter her, to steer her body to another orgasm, before joining her at the third.


  Safe, sane and consensual, always in theory, but never truly safe, even if always consenting, while she had cause to doubt both his sanity and her own.
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  She feels the young man watching her, he can't take his eyes off her as he eats his lunch while she finishes hers, sipping the last of the coffee. She recognises him from somewhere. Of course there was a time when her presence in the town was constant, so if he's a shop worker that would explain his familiarity. He's not bad-looking, still has his own hair, perhaps a decade younger than her. Although no one could replace her lost lover, perhaps its time she found another, to rescue her from diminishing, day by day, in the west country. She imagines taking him back to her hotel. She's wet from daydreaming about someone no longer alive. She dabs at the embryonic tears that sting and threaten her waterproof mascara. She imagines the young man in her bed. Is he dominant or will she have to take the lead? Is he confident? Confidence in her man was such a turn-on. She looks at him and smiles, looks away. Puts the veil back down so she becomes a study in monochrome with red lips. She remembers where she has seen him before.
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  One Christmas, not the year her man died, the year before, maybe two, while she waited for her lover to join her and she had rejoined her legal practise; a Christmas drink for the firm, in the local, found her queuing in the scrum for the bar, behind a strong back that resembled her lover. Even this man's hair was the same colour, the same style. Two gin and tonics had encouraged her to press her body against his back, as if forced by the melee, her breasts, belly, hips and perfume taunting and teasing. He could see just a sliver of her face while she could see his blushing reflection in the bar mirror, between the upside-down magnums of brandy and whisky. As he turned with his drinks to leave the crush, her hand accidentally brushed against his stiff cock, hidden inside his loose trousers, just as her eyes met his. She enjoyed their shared secret, his confusion, his obvious desire.
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  She imagines offering herself to the young man, luring him to her in some way; a test of his confidence. She pictures giving him the ropes. Can she trust him not to hurt her? She must get to know him. He is young still, probably inexperienced, but he is attractive. Could she pretend if he was submissive? She imagines herself in the role, knowing it wouldn't work. She needs new lingerie for her imagined seduction, her old underwear still belonging to her dead lover. She knows of the perfect shop, less than five minutes’ walk away, ten in her stilettos.


  She stands, turns her back on him, drops her empty sandwich wrapper and her coffee cup in the bin. As she begins to walk away, swaying her hips, she accidentally drops one glove. If he doesn't pick it up in ten seconds she'll pretend to realise it's lost. A lot can happen in ten seconds. In hope, she imagines what happens behind her back as she walks.


  He sees the black glove fall silently to the gravel, 9... he realises she doesn't know she's dropped it, 8... 7... he stands, 6, 5, 4, he walks past her bench and drops his half eaten sandwich in the bin, 3... 2.... he walks to the glove, 1... He picks it up. 0... She turns...


  Smiling she waits as he walks the few steps she's taken towards her.


  “You dropped this....”


  “Thank you. Thank you so much,” she says, taking it from him.


  Fingers touch and the sexual static, jumps between them. She studies him for a moment, smiling, liking what she sees, notices his growing erection.


  “I'm glad I saw, I wouldn't want you... to lose it.”


  She smiles, she realises she's standing as a model does, on the turn, before sashaying away. She wants to say something. She brushes a stray dark hair from her cheek and puts her gloves on. He watches, awkward, silent. She turns.


  “Where... Where are you going?” he asks.


  “I don't know,” she says, realising its true, “I haven't decided yet.”


  “No, I mean.”


  “Walk with me?”


  He falls in beside her as she steps away. She lets her hand brush his. As they leave the park she slips her arm into his.


  “Would you like to come shopping?”


  “I thought you were going to... Or coming from... a funeral. Sorry... I don't mean to pry.”


  “I was. But it was two years ago. This is the anniversary. I'm over it... nearly over it... I wanted to pay my respects.”


  “I'm sorry.”


  “It's not your fault... He died... People do.”


  They stroll, their pace slowed by her need to have an answer from him.


  “Don't make me ask again,” she says.


  Surprised, he answers, “Shopping? I'm supposed to be at work. But...Yes, what for?”


  “Underwear,” she says, “Lingerie, as they say in France.”


  He swallows, his blush troubling her.


  “You could say it’s a gift for a man that I like and I would like to fuck.”


  He swallows and she feels him tremble.


  “Yes,” he says, a croak, and coughs to clear his throat “yes, thank you.”


  She smiles and hugs his arm to her, feeling it against her breast.


  They walk slowly, her stilettos dictating the pace on uneven paving and new cobbles, out of the park gates, into the town, past the post office, estate agents, coffee chains, towards the little arcade.


  “What do you do for a living?”


  “Assistant manager in .... .....,” he says.


  “I thought so. I thought you worked in a shop.”


  “You did?”


  “I've seen you before. Around town.”


  “I've seen you too.”


  “I know. I remember.”


  “How could I forget.”


  “You have?”


  “No. Never.”


  She smiles.


  People are looking at them. She is striking. She makes him more handsome.


  “I've not seen you for some time.”


  “I know. After he died I left and moved to Cornwall. Changed my job, went freelance. To get away from memories.”


  “Whereabouts in Cornwall.”


  “Lostwithiel.”


  “I know it.”
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  She had made a new home, a flat, in a converted station building; a refuge from the waves of scandal that threatened after his death. Thankfully, no one wanted to rake up the muck and tarnish his memory. Fortunately no one went to the press, neither she, nor his other widow, the only ones who knew.


  The day he died he was coming back to her, to meet her at that same pub. No longer in the public eye he didn't need the safety and respect of a squeaky-clean family life.
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  “Don't you want to know my name?” she asks as they stroll into the arcade.


  Heads are still turning as they pass.


  “Sorry,” he says, “yes please.”


  “Olivia. What's yours?”


  “John. Pleased to meet you, Olivia.”


  Before she can answer, he continues, “I've got to confess, I saw you go into the park after you left M&S. I knew it was you. I've never forgotten you. I...I followed you until you went into the cemetery.”


  She nods, “John, are you married? Do you have a girlfriend?”


  “No, divorced.”


  “I understand. I never married, but the effect is the same.”


  They stop outside the door to the shop. Inside hangs row after row of pretty lingerie. He opens the door for her and she steps inside. It's been a while since her last visit. The shop staff are new, so the welcome is distant. It seemed, at one time, the former shop manager was a best friend. She peels off her gloves and puts her bag down so she can feel the pretty lace and looks through the French designer lingerie; pastel shades, black and dazzling white, basques, bras, suspender belts and panties; G-strings and full. She's conscious of John's nervous stance, heightened by sexual tension. He fidgets, watching her making her selection.


  “Lovely, aren't they,” she teases.


  “Lovely... Yes,” he manages to say.


  She turns to face him and sees the erection in his suit trousers. She smiles, wants to kiss him but will not... Not yet.


  “Which of these do you like?”


  With a blush as red as the lacy Aubade confection she holds in her left hand, he chooses the black ensemble from Simone Perele that hangs from her right. She knew he would. Better still, it will contrast beautifully with the soft, white rope she has brought up with her, waiting in her room.
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  Whenever she and her dead lover travelled to France, they would visit one of the many little lingerie shops as a prelude to a long night of fucking. Every village seemed to have one. She would try on the sets, inviting him behind the curtain, with the proprietor's permission, to gaze upon her and feel her body, sheathed in lace, legs in stockings, high heels slipped on. The pretty creations packed they would hurry to a hotel room where he would enhance her lingerie with soft ropes, cuffs and chains. Blindfolding her, while he took her every way.


  She's wet as she remembers, as she steps behind the curtain and strips off outer layers, hanging each item carefully until she stands in just high heels, stockings and panties, reflected in the full-length mirror. Conscious of John, waiting outside, she puts on the basque, suspender belt, but not the panties, the pair she wears are too moist. She puts her pillbox hat back on before opening the curtain to invite him in to see. His sharp intake of breath and trembling body tell her all she needs to know, but his suddenly anguished face surprises her.


  “I'm sorry... Olivia... I...I have to go. It's my lunch break and I've already overrun.”


  “Oh... Of course.”


  “Christmas... You understand?”


  “Well, what time do you finish work?”


  “About six.”


  “Come to my hotel. To my room... Room 24... We can have a drink.”


  “Do you really want me to..”


  “Yes,” she sighs, “do I have to make it any more obvious?”


  She bends at knee and hip, dressed only in fine underwear, her head level with his erection. She stares at it while she rummages in her bag and brings out one glove and a hotel card key. The name of the hotel is on the card. They always give her two cards. She wonders why. What do they make of her?


  “Take this, then you'll have to come.”


  She slips glove and card into his trouser pocket, taking the opportunity to stroke his erection. He gasps. She stands as he begins to back out. She holds onto his tie and pulls him to her to kiss. Briefly he holds her in his arms, the touch of his hands on her warm skin making her tremble. But he pulls away, she hopes she feels his reluctance to leave, even though he turns and closes the curtain behind him.


  She strips off the new lingerie and puts her old set back on. Deciding to take both the red and the black she takes them to the counter. The assistant wants to chat but Olivia has nothing to say.


  Walking alone, the inspiration for her arousal absent, she feels like a slut. The two white boxes, tied with black ribbons, in a shiny bag, clatter against each other. She doesn't want the curious, leering glances any more and hurries, heels clicking, inspiring yet more stares, back, across the cobbles, past the park entrance to her hotel. Avoiding anything more than a nod and a smile to the receptionist, she makes it to the lift. Falling inside she stabs the button for the second floor. She can't avoid her reflection and feels stupid and ashamed, on the verge of tears as she rides up to her level.
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  She was waiting for him, she was always waiting for him, the day he died. The winter of his death. Still cold and painful for her. Following his decision to stand for election as a Member of Parliament, he had pushed their affair into the shadows, believing that his wife, his family, unsullied by scandal, would serve him well. Rejected, she went back to her old firm. But the pendulum of politics swung from his side to the other, leaving him defeated. With him reinstated as unelected architect of the council initiatives he had wanted her back. Without any hesitation, she agreed. Their reunion, at Christmas, was supposed to be the first of many.


  “I'm leaving her for you,” he had said on the phone.


  “I'm not sure I want that. I don't want to be responsible for the break-up of your marriage.”


  “Please.”


  It was the first time he had asked for anything in their relationship.


  “Let's talk it over. I'll meet you at the White Hart. Neutral ground.”


  “Okay, when?”


  “Friday 22nd.”


  She dressed in her finest for their meeting; a mauve, Chantal Thomas with sheer, black, seamed stockings and stilettos under a black pencil skirt, black silk blouse, a cashmere coat, scarf and gloves. The town was swathed in fog, making visibility a problem and muting sound, freezing the ground, so she had changed into UGG boots to walk the streets. Alone, she sipped a gin and tonic while she waited. After three and still no sign of him, biting back tears of humiliation, she left the pub, believing he had jilted her. As she walked aimlessly, she saw the commotion surrounding a bus, stopped in the middle of the foggy street. Beside it, being tended by paramedics was her man, dressed in his customary uniform; a business suit and leather-soled shoes. Hurrying to her, lapels up, hands in pockets, no coat, the silly bastard, he had skidded on black ice and slid in front of the bus, cracking his head open on the kerb.
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  With the sky gradually darkening outside, on the day after the longest night, she undresses and runs a bath. In her bag are the things she had brought for a planned night of solo-bondage, tears, frustration and catharsis. Cuffs, white ropes, even a gag. Her plan had been to tie herself and sleep one last time in room 24 in hope that she could exorcise his ghost. She had never planned on inviting another to her bed. But, as she immerses herself in the hot, bubble-bath, she is convinced John will not come to her. Instead she'll be told by reception that someone has left her glove and returned a lost key-card.
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  She had spent her fortieth birthday alone in Lostwithiel, lost without trace, family and friends left behind, her lover gone to oblivion. A walk to the local pub had ended with the sixth gin and tonic forcing her back to bed. She awoke early, hungover, mouth dry, dreams of better times haunting her. In her kitchen, over coffee, she heard before she saw the overnight sleeper from London. Watching the heavy locomotive rumble, as its train disgorged, she decided to go to see him at his grave, and pay a proper tribute.
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  In the bath, Olivia, now forty-one, decides she must never do this again. It's no good wallowing in the past. She needs male company, she's been alone too long. She hopes John will come but is sure he won't. Suddenly optimistic, she urges herself up in the water to scrub herself clean, shave where she must and wipe her face clean to prepare for repainting.
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  For his fiftieth birthday, during their time apart, she had spent it alone, while he celebrated his half century with wife and family. But the day after, she travelled up from Cornwall and met him at this hotel, this room, the one moment during their barren period. He had gagged her, not wanting to talk or explain, tied her wrists behind her back, set her onto her knees in just her stockings and heels before taking her every way open to him. After stripping he rubbed his long, thick cock over her face. She longed to lick him, to take him into her mouth and suck him until he came down her throat, but he refused to let her, instead sliding his cock into her, gripping her hips and rubbing slippery fingers over her swollen clitoris, while he fucked her, driving her to orgasm after orgasm. Just before he came he pushed his cock inside her arse, making her come again.


  With her still tied to the bed, he dressed while he watched her, half-naked in torn underwear, looking up at him. Fully dressed he knelt on the messed bed, unfastened the gag and untied her left wrist.


  “I don't know when I'll see you again.”


  “Master... Please don't...”


  He put his hand to her mouth, stopping her words.


  “I have to. My country needs me.”


  She squeezed back tears, wanting to say: 'After that? You just fuck off and leave me?' But she let him take control, her rebellious body responding to his power; nipples stiffening, her sex oozing honey.


  “I love you, Olivia,” he said, and then he left. It was the last time she saw him alive, the last time they made love, but the first time he told her he loved her. She had called “I love you,” after him but couldn't be certain he heard, or that it would have made any difference.


  She stayed tied to the bed, able but unwilling to untie herself, keeping the ropes and knots as memories of his embrace. She wept, slept, wept and released herself in the morning.
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  Bathed, shaved where necessary, her skin smooth and soft, scented with Agent-Provocateur body lotion, she dresses in the black, Simone Perele set and sheathes her legs in a fresh pair of seamed stockings. She studies her reflection in the full-length mirror. The lace concoction certainly enhances her body, pushing her breasts together, presenting a welcoming cleavage, slimming her waist, enhancing the curve of her hips, framing her bottom. 'Not bad', she thinks, despite giving him the best years of her life, or perhaps because she had. With so much time on her hands between encounters, she had taken up running and regular visits to a gym.


  She sits at the dressing table to paint her face, choosing dark colours to enhance dark, brown eyes and her long rich, chestnut hair.


  Satisfied, she wonders if she should have something to eat before she submits herself to her lonely ordeal. But the hollow feeling inside is not hunger.


  Ready, she draws the curtains and switches off all the lights, except the one beside her bed. She puts on her collar, cuffs at wrist and ankles, the chain attached to her right wrist so she can still secure herself, but release herself too. Then she puts the ball-gag in her mouth; the one with the wide hole in it, so she can breathe. No blindfold, the room will be pitch-dark. Sitting on the bed in the warm room she ties her left ankle with soft, white rope to the bottom bed post. Then she ties the right ankle to the left. Lying down she looks up at the brass bedstead. She locks the chain to the brass before tying her left hand with more white rope. Finally she switches off the light and is enveloped in complete darkness. To complete the sense of bondage, she pulls on the chain and wraps it around the post and her wrist until the tension in her body is right. She wants to sleep straight away, but her heartbeat, racing, is deafening in the sudden silence. She wishes it would stop and return her to her lover. She wants to dream, to bring him back or exorcise him, force him away forever. She's still awake, encircling her memories, as she realises 6:30 has come, gone and she's still alone.
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  The sound of the key card in the door does not wake her. The sound of the door opening does not stir her from sleep. Neither do his footsteps.


  “Olivia?”


  She struggles awake, answers only with a moan into the gag. For a confused moment she believes it's him, returning to her. Her heart pounds, she trembles, struggling against the bonds.


  A light in the hall is switched on, casting dim, indirect illumination into the bedroom. He walks in, the light behind him, she's unable to see his face clearly.


  “Olivia,” he says as he sits down on the bed.


  “John,” she tries to say, now she can see him.


  He looks at her, his eyes telling her he likes what he sees, he's truly amazed. He's holding something. He puts it on the bedside table. She glances away from his face to see her glove. He smiles.


  “Sorry, I'm later than I wanted to be. You understand.”


  She nods. He studies her face, her mouth distended by the gag.


  “I don't want you wearing that,” he says, “I'll want to kiss you, listen to what you have to say.”


  His sudden confidence is arousing. Her pussy oozes honey into the new panties.


  He leans down and puts his cheek to hers, cupping her neck. He finds the fastening of the gag and unlocks the clasp. Begins to remove the ball from her mouth.


  “I've had the hots for you ever since that day in the pub.”


  She moans again as he says, “But you were never there again. I know, I looked. I kept looking,” and he prises out the ball.


  “John,” she says before he silences her with a kiss, open mouthed, tongue snaking with hers.


  Her nipples, stiffened, chafe against lace.


  He begins to undress, undoing his tie, slipping off his jacket. Olivia watches, trembling in her bonds, the knuckles of her right hand white with the tension of holding the chain. Her heart pounds but she is so turned on, she feels her panties flooding, trapped between her bound legs.


  “Tell me what you want... from me... Olivia.”


  She hesitates, uncertain if she should begin in case she begs and asks for something he doesn't want. He strips off his shirt; a broad chest, not ripped, he's just a normal guy. He stands while he waits for her to answer and she can see he is erect in his trousers. He unbelts them, and kicks off his shoes.


  “I want... I don't want to be alone any more. I want you to take me, fuck me, lick me, bugger me, make me come. I want you to bite me, whip me, do whatever you want with me.”


  He drops his trousers, his cock is long, stiff and thick in his boxer shorts. Swiftly he drops them too and she can see him all. She sighs, licks her lips.
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  After her lover, there had been no one else. Not for two years. How could there be? Sure, she had admirers in the small, Cornish town, once the men realised there was a new, single woman in their territory, but she had shied away, wallowing in her mourning, doing her job, keeping herself busy, crying herself to sleep at nights, drinking too much, shouting out her anger, hoping no one would hear, hoping someone would hear.
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  She needs someone to end her isolation but cannot say so. She realises her earlier request may terrify John. But it doesn't appear to have scared him off.


  He kneels on the bed, over her, studying every inch of her bound body.


  “You're gorgeous, Olivia. Wrapped up for me. All my Christmases rolled into one.”


  She swallows, smiles. Can he see she's been crying? She doesn't want to cry any more.


  He looks at her ankles, understanding the arrangement of ropes and cuffs. With one hand he begins to untie her right ankle while his other hand releases her left breast from the cup. He looks into her eyes as he rubs the stiffened nipple. She gasps, glances at his unfailing erection, oozing pre-cum, about to drip. He shuffles backwards, releasing her breast and pushing her left leg out and up. As he lowers his head to her pussy, he slips her leg over his shoulder. Fingers pull the soaked gusset to one side.


  “Beautiful,” he breathes before his tongue meets her lips and finds her clitoris. He laps. She begins the long climb from numb loneliness to ecstasy.


  “Fuck me... John... Fill me up. I need your cock.”


  He takes his mouth away from her, just for a moment.


  “Patience, Olivia, we've got all night. You're not going anywhere else and neither am I.”


  He lowers his body to hers. She feels his cock against her stockinged shin. Helpless to do anything but indulge in pleasure she lets him love her.
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  Olivia rides the sleeper home. Outside the slow, steady train, a cold, dark England passes by the uncurtained window. Too excited to sleep, she smiles at the memories of two men; one who she can now thank and consign to history, love for him no longer so painful, the other; her new lover that she must part from so soon after finding him. But, he will come to see her, catching the last train after his busy, Christmas Eve. She'll only have a day to prepare her flat for his arrival, in time for Christmas, but it will be enough. She relishes thinking of their brief time together, the previous night, her pussy wet at the memory, eager to repeat the experience.
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  Still feeling the afterglow, and aftershock, of orgasm, still bound, her lips parted, needing a kiss from his lips and tongue that had made her come, Olivia gazed at John as he rose up, his cock, rigid, eager. He lifted her right leg up straight and straddled her left. Eyes bright, looking up at him, she let go of the chain and moved her hand towards him, as near as she could.


  “Release me... Just my hand... Please.”


  Understanding, propping her stockinged leg against his chest and cheek, he unfastened the cuff. With half of her free, she had put her hand to his cock, stroking the hot, hard length, tracing the slippery trails of his juices.


  “I want you inside me,” she whispered.


  He held her hand, and his cock, both hands guiding the head to the mouth of her sex.


  Pushing inside her he pressed her leg down to her chest, opening her wide, sinking deeply into her, making her moan. He kissed her, she devoured him. Steadily, rhythmically he began to fuck her. For a moment he paused, unmoving inside her. Breaking off the kiss, looking into her eyes he spoke.


  “You're perfect for me, Olivia....You fit me like a glove.”
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  M.J. Carey's BDSM short stories, novellas and novels have been written over years of commutes on the train to work. Find out more about him at:www.mjcarey.net.


  M.J. Carey

  A Penheligon Christmas
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  Author’s note: the events in this vignette are from a few years before the novel; House of Penheligon; Danielle’s Rules.


  Penheligon, Cornwall, December 1998.


  Bound with soft, thick rope at her wrists and ankles, gagged with a pair of Alicia Penheligon's panties, dressed in stockings and heels; nothing else, wrapped in black silk and tied with red ribbons, Lizzie Calhoun tries not to wriggle. Her beating heart, even her breathing seems too loud, even though this Christmas present is bigger than all the rest under the tree, Lizzie hopes to remain unnoticed. She can just about see through the silk wrapping, she can see the shadow of the tree, its lights, its tinsel, standing over her, protecting her. A petite redhead from Edinburgh, she has no idea where she is, having made the journey bound and blindfolded in Alicia Penheligon's car. Despite her excitement, she fights within herself to wait patiently for the household to stir and welcome in Christmas day.
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  Danielle Penheligon awakens in her room and smiles in delight as she sits up to see the delightfully filled stockings at the bottom of her bed. Janine, dressed in only sheer, seamed hose and a black, lace suspender belt, smiles shyly at her Mistress as she gives her the apple and satsuma that she has held since she crept into Danielle's bedroom, offering herself in her new owner's favourite style of Christmas present. Danielle puts the warmed fruit on her bedside table and opens her arms in welcome. Janine scrambles into her embrace, wrapping her body around Danielle's hot, naked one. She bends to suckle Danielle's nipples, pushing one hand between the Penheligon girl's thighs to find her wet from a night of dreams and anticipation.
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  For the previous six months Penheligon seemed to have disappeared under a never ending cloud of dust; sawdust, brick dust, all manner of dust that got into everything, literally everything. Alicia hated it so much she had moved up to London, staying at the Chelsea apartment, leaving Danielle to oversee the transformation from former, failed hotel to S&M palace; a home fit for a trio of dominant women. She feels no guilt at leaving her sister and cousin to manage, but feels a distance from the place she had never felt before. As if, somehow, Danielle's claim had become stronger.


  But now, with the army of craftswomen and builders gone, the dust, evidence of the long months of construction work, has vanished, swept away by the thoroughness of the workers, Penheligon feels like home again, prompting Alicia's return. With the house ready, she and Danielle can recruit permanent, household, servant girls to maintain the place, and serve with their owners other, more intimate needs. The first of these girls waits under the Christmas Tree.


  Excited at the prospect of surprising Danielle, Alicia had driven overnight, through a fall of snow, with two sleeping girls belted and bound on the backseat; dressed of course, this time; winter too cold for naked travelling. Upon arrival, in the small hours, they obeyed her without question as she put her plan into action, binding the petite Elizabeth and wrapping her in silk, placing her under the tree, before escorting Janine to tiptoe into Danielle's room, just before sunrise.


  Her heart racing in excitement, Alicia dresses in the micro-skirted, red latex Santa Claus costume, trimmed with white fur. Leaving her tanned legs bare she pulls on red, calf-length, high-heeled boots. It's time to begin the day. Thérèse should be rounding up the serving girls, borrowed from Sydney, and the smell of freshly baked bread will soon waft through the house. She opens the curtains to see the light dusting of snow over Penheligon's tangled garden. Beyond, the Helford estuary, is a glassy indigo, dotted with covered, overwintering yachts.


  As soon as she leaves her room she sees her cousin Imogene at her door, shutting it on her male pet, Sean. Imogene's face brightens in delight to see Alicia and they hurry into each other's arms.


  "Alicia!" she whispers before they kiss, "When did you get back?"


  "Only a couple of hours ago."


  "You must be exhausted."


  "It's okay. I stayed on Sydney time in London. Sleeping by day, clubbing and working by night."


  "Lovely to have you back. Things are settling down here, at last."


  "So we're ready to recruit," she says, knowing the answer.


  "We are."


  They stroll, arm in arm, to the main staircase.


  "I've brought presents," Alicia beams.


  "Ooh, wonderful. Who?"


  "Janine, that girl Dani's smitten with."


  "I didn't know."


  "Perhaps I shouldn't have said."


  "It's okay. Who else?"


  "Wait and see. She's delightful, submissive, willing and under the Christmas tree."


  Imogene laughs.


  Sure enough, as they walk down the stairs, the waft of croissants and fresh bread greets them.


  "So Sean's locked in your room?"


  "Uh huh," Imogene answers, "Danielle's forbidden him from Christmas. I wish she didn't hate him."


  It's just that he's a guy. You know she doesn't want any in the house."


  "But..."


  "But nothing. Keep him quiet, under the radar, and Dani will forget he's here."


  "Hmmm, maybe... Did you bring anyone else with you?"


  "You mean for me?"


  "Uh huh."


  "No... my new girl's gone to her folks for Christmas. I'll get her back in the New Year."


  "And enslave her?"


  Alicia grins, "Of course. If she doesn't work out as a personal then she can be a household slave girl."


  Imogene smiles and blushes. They walk into the atrium, everything dominated by the eight metre tree. Wrapped presents pile up around the bottom, including one very obvious shape, in black silk and red ribbon. Alicia can see it breathing.


  "How are Helen and Tina?" Alicia asks.


  "Desperate to get back home. It's not that they don't like it here, but they're homesick for Sydney. They've hated the building work."


  "Shame. But they were only ever on loan anyway. Now we can get our permanent crew it will be better."


  "Yeah, we've had to punish them often."


  "Mmm really? Why?"


  "Dani's so capricious she just lashes out at the merest provocation."


  "But they want it, Imogene, don't forget."


  The aroma of fresh coffee joins the smell of fresh bread. The doors to the corridor and the kitchens opens and in hurry two French maids, carrying trays of breakfast, followed by Thérèse, Danielle's French PA.


  "Thérèse!" Alicia calls, as she releases Imogene's arm and hurries past the demure, shy serving girls to fall into the embrace of the dark-haired French woman. They kiss, Thérèse a good six inches shorter, even in high heels.


  "I've missed you, Thérèse."


  Thérèse simply smiles.
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  Janine, eager to please, laps at Danielle's waxed, naked sex, paying close attention to her Mistress's clitoris, swollen with need and arousal. She does to Danielle exactly as she would want herself, listening to know her efforts with tongue and lips are working, ignoring her own needs; her hot, wet, leaking pussy. The notes in Danielle's breathy sighs change, telling Janine she is close, until the dam breaks and her Mistress comes. Sighing in the throes of an intense orgasm, Danielle grips the bars of her headboard and a handful of bunched sheets.


  Janine raises her head from between Danielle's thighs, to look up at her Mistress. Danielle smiles down on her in post-orgasmic contentment. She takes Janine's hand and pulls her up to snuggle in beside her. She pulls the duvet over them both.


  "You came to me... I didn't think you would."


  Janine kisses her, so she can think of an answer. In truth, Danielle Penheligon scares her, although she knows she's in love. The promise of a regime of pain and equal pleasure has its thrills, the thought of being whipped both repels and excites. She needs to experience the endorphin rush for herself to become convinced.


  "I couldn't keep away, you know I couldn't. And Alicia kept on at me, so..."


  "Thank you, darling, you've made my Christmas."


  They're interrupted by a knock at the door.


  "Come in," calls Danielle.


  The door opens and in walks Tina, fetching in a French maid's uniform, carrying a tray. With downcast eyes she places the tray on the bed so she can feed her Mistress. Danielle smiles to see the reflection of the serving girl's striped, whipped bottom.


  "Is my sister back yet?"


  "Yes, mistress."


  Unable to hide her excitement from the girls, Danielle demands "Where is she?"


  "In the atrium, mistress, having breakfast."


  "Wonderful," she beams, rising from the warm, unkempt, fragrant sheets and taking Janine's hand.


  Swiftly, she dresses in a black silk robe and polished black heels, offering a white robe to Janine.


  Tina, borrowed from the Sydney harem, opens the curtains. Danielle can see it's snowed overnight. She wonders if Alicia had a hard journey.


  "Bring my tray," Danielle orders as she sweeps out of her room with Janine and Tina in train.
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  Alicia and Thérèse sit, side by side on a comfortable, worn leather sofa. Imogene sits alone on another, sipping coffee, wishing she was allowed to bring Sean down for the day. Alicia bites into a torn off piece of croissant. A crumb falls onto Alicia's left breast, just above the concealed nipple. Noticing, Thérèse leans in to lick away the sweet fragment. The serving girl, Helen, offers the tray to Alicia as her breathing quickens and she sighs. As Thérèse's tongue pushes down to reveal a stiffened nipple, Alicia manages to place her coffee on the tray before it spills. Alicia glances at Helen, her meaning clear. The serving girl puts her tray down and drops to her knees before Alicia. With eager hands she parts her Mistress's legs, pushing up her skirt to find no panties bar her way. She pushes her head between Alicia's thighs and begins to lick. Imogene watches, her pussy leaking into her panties, wishing Sean could be here, satisfying her, but, being a male, he is merely tolerated and must remain out of sight, under Danielle's draconian rule. She squeezes her thighs together while Thérèse and Helen; France and Australia, take Alicia towards orgasm.
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  From under silk wrappings, Lizzie watches, her pussy oozing nectar. Over the last month, Alicia spent hours tormenting her with both pleasure and pain, artistically whipping her naked bottom before delivering orgasm after orgasm, developing an addiction in Lizzie. Now the start of a promised, new life as a slave girl to Penheligon is a moment away. Anticipation and a touch of apprehension make it hard for her to keep still. Soon, she hopes, soon she will be unwrapped and revealed to her new owner. She cannot stop a sigh from escaping her gagged mouth. But neither Alicia, Thérèse or Helen hear, only Imogene notices, smiling at the wrapped trinket.
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  Danielle looks down from the second floor balcony onto the atrium, seeing all; her sister taking pleasure from the household, Imogene watching, the flicker of movement from one of the presents, partly hidden by the huge tree. She grips Janine's hand and hurries to the stairs. Tina follows behind, tottering on extremely high heels, expertly managing the tray of cooling breakfast. As the trio make their way down the grand staircase they hear Alicia moan in orgasm as Thérèse and Helen succeed with devoted tongues, lips and fingers. Danielle smiles; her returning sister deserves such attention, if only for the gift of Janine. She wonders if her gifts for her beloved sibling, wrapped in black and gold, will match Alicia's.


  Danielle pushes open the doors to the atrium to see Alicia relaxing in Thérèse's arms and Helen, lips glistening, back on duty, with an eager, aroused smile on her face.


  "Lee!" she calls, using Alicia's pet name.


  "Dani!" Alicia answers, releasing herself from Thérèse.


  She hurries around the sofa to pull Danielle into a close embrace and they kiss, open mouthed. The kiss lingers.


  "Damn, I've missed you, babe," Dani says, eyes glistening with suppressed tears.


  Alicia gazes into her eyes, strokes her cheek, adoration plain on her face. Danielle has always felt more like a twin to Alicia.


  Hand in hand they sit, side by side and, at last, Danielle takes some breakfast. It’s always like this on Christmas morning, excitement suppressing hunger. This is the sister's first Christmas in England for years, most spent on beaches in Sydney, warm and incongruously decorated with Christmas trees.
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  Breakfast over and cleared away, the girls of Penheligon turn their attention to the business of the day. Alicia's thrill at the prospect is becoming unbearable.


  "So which one should I open first?" Danielle asks.


  Alicia points straight at the now obviously wriggling girl, wrapped in silk, "That one. Let's say it as much a housewarming present as for you."


  Danielle beams a smile and throws her arms around her red, latex, Santa sister, before hurrying to undo the big red ribbon tying the parcel. She pulls the silk sheets away and looks upon the pretty, bound and gagged girl, who gazes up at her in adoration.


  "She's called Lizzie," Alicia says, "22, she used to be a waitress. She likes being whipped."


  "She's adorable, thank you, Lee."


  Danielle unties Lizzie's bonds and then gently prises the gag of wet panties out of her mouth, all the time gazing into her eyes.


  "Happy Christmas, Mistress Danielle," Lizzie says, delivering the rehearsed line.


  Danielle squeals in delight. She helps Lizzie up and stands, taking the new girl into her arms.


  "I adore her, Lee. She's wonderful. She can be our first household slave?"


  "Sure, or your second personal, if Janine is your first. She knows what to expect."


  "Wonderful. You spoil me."


  She takes Lizzie by the hand and leads her back to her place on the sofa, where she has Lizzie kneel at her feet, Janine beside her, apparently content. Lizzie gazes up at Danielle in awe.


  Alicia takes over as mistress of ceremonies, handing out wrapped presents from under the tree, paper eagerly torn open; a whip for her from Danielle; clothes for Lizzie, for Danielle; a French maid's uniform in Lizzie's size, another for Janine; bondage equipment for everyone; a collar for Lizzie and one for Janine; perfume and latex clothes for the Mistresses, including Thérèse and Imogene; gifts of beautifying lotions, smellies and airline tickets for Helen and Tina; a double-ended dildo for Danielle, for Lizzie; a collection of silicon vibrators for Imogene, and a cock cage for her man. Soon, all the presents are unwrapped and the serving girls have taken away the ripped paper.


  "She's like a doll," Danielle says, running her gaze over the petite redhead at her feet, "I can dress her up, undress her, do what I like with her."


  Alicia smiles, "Exactly as I hoped. As long as the housework and the cooking get done, while we run the business."


  "For sure."


  Danielle caresses Lizzie's red hair and looks up at her sister.


  "So... What shall we do next?" she asks.


  All: Alicia, Thérèse, Imogene, Helen, Tina, Janine, Lizzie, look expectantly at the Mistress of the house, knowing it's a rhetorical question.


  "Lunch is at least three hours away," Thérèse says.


  "And it will be wonderful, chef," Danielle says.


  "Monopoly?" Imogene asks, smiling at her joke.


  "Strip monopoly," Alicia adds with a grin.


  "But no one's wearing anything," Danielle laughs. She shakes her head, "No, let’s cut to the chase. I want to go back to bed and play with my Christmas presents."


  With nods, smiles and kisses to her companions, Danielle stands and leads her new toys towards the stairs. Thérèse ushers the French-Australian maids, Helen and Tina back to the kitchens.


  Imogene stands and smiles at the abandoned Santa Alicia, "Do you want to come to my bed?"


  Alicia looks pensive, "Isn't your Sean there?"


  "No, he's locked away."


  Alicia brightens, "I'd love to, cousin. I've missed you."


  Imogene takes her hand and leads her out of the atrium.


  "So who's going to be on top?" Imogene asks, with seduction on her mind.


  "Oh me, definitely, me," Alicia answers.


  Imogene sighs in contentment. It's going to be a very happy Christmas.
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  'A Penheligon Christmas' is a short vignette featuring some of the characters from'House of Penheligon: Danielle's Rules'and'House of Penheligon: Collars and Cuffs'.



  M.J. Carey's BDSM short stories, novellas and novels have been written over years of commutes on the train to work. Find out more about him at:www.mjcarey.net.


  


  About Gratis
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  Although this is only the first Gratis Anthology, we don’t plan on it being the last. We hope the name will become synonymous with beautiful collections which deserve a proud spot on any bookshelf. All Gratis Collections, as the name suggests, are meant to be distributed free of charge in ebook form. The paperbacks are brought out at a break-even price for the same reason:


  We would like to introduce ourselves and our writing to a wider range of readers.


  If you’d like to know when the next Anthology will come out, please take a moment to sign up to our release list at:www.gratisanthology.com
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